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7 he Brotherhood of the Seven Kings.

BY L. T. MEADE AND ROBERT EUSTACE.

VII.â�� THE IRON CIRCLET.

ADAME had left London, and

my first wild hope was that

she might not return ; but this

was quickly doomed to dis

appointment, for two months

after the events related in the

last story, as I was walking down Welbeck

Street, I noticed that the blinds in her house

were up, that there \vere fresh curtains to the

windows, and that the place bore all the

usual marks of habitation. With a sinking

heart I was just commenting on this

fact when I saw the hall door

open, and a slender, dark-

.eyed young woman run down

the steps. She glanced at me,

raised her brows very slightly

as if she recognised me, half

paused as if about to speak,

then changed her mind and

walked rapidly just a few paces

in front of me down the street.

I had certainly never seen her

before, and pitying her as in all

probability one of Madame's

victims, went on my own way.

In the course of the same

afternoon I visited Dufrayer at

his office. A glance at his face

showed me that he had some

thing to say. He drew me

aside with a certain eagerness,

and began to speak.

Â» " I really believe," he cried,

" that the tide has turned at last.

Madame is so emboldened by

her success that she is certain to

do something foolish."

" She is back in town," I

interrupted. " I passed her house

this morning andâ��

" She returned about a fort

night ago," interrupted Dufrayer.

" Now, listen, Head, I have

something to tell you. You

know that for a long time

Tyler's agents have been follow

ing Mme. Koluchy ? It was only

Vol. xviâ��1
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yesterday morning that Tyler drew my atten

tion to a matter which looks uncommonly

suspicious. But read this advertisement for

yourself."

As he spoke, Dufrayer handed me the

7>'wÂ«ofaweek back. Under the heading

"Situations Vacant," he pointed to the

following words :â��

WANTED a first-rate Bacteriologist to advise

on a matter of a very private nature. Hand

some remuneration to anyone possessing the necessary

knowledge. Apply, in strict privacy, by letter only

to K.K., 350, THIKS Office, E.G.

A VQUNG WOMAN PAN pOWN THE STpl-S.
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I put the paper down.

" What is there suspicious about that ? " I

asked.

" At first sight one would think nothing,"

was the answer; " but Tyler is so alert that

not a single thing escapes him now. The

' K. K.' first aroused his sense of inquiry."

" Katherine Koluchy ! " I cried. " Surely,

if this were an advertisement put in by

Madame, she would not, knowing how she is

wanted, use her own initials?"

" It seems scarcely likely," he answered,

"but I will tell you exactly what has happened.

On seeing the advertisement Tyler at once

posted a man in the Times advertisement

office, explaining his business to the clerks.

Tyler's man was instructed how to proceed.

About eleven o'clock on the morning after

the advertisement was first published a person

arrived, received two letters, and went away.

Tyler's clerk immediately followed this man,

who went straight to Mme. Koluchy's house.

It was a lucky shot of Tyler's, and they are

following up the scent closely. He has

further discovered that they have engaged no

less a person than the well-known bacteri

ologist, James Lockhart, to undertake this

very mysterious business. His private

laboratory is in Devonshire Street. The

question now arises : What steps are we to

take ?"

" I see that you have an idea," I replied.

" Well, I have ; or, rather, it is Tyler'sâ��he

suggests a bold step. He thinks that you

and 1 ought to call on Lockhart. There is

no question with regard to his position and

knowledge. He has done more original

work during the last two years in bacteriology

than anyone else in the country, and if this

terrible Brotherhood should worm some secret

out of him on a plausible pretext, they may

use it to deadly effect, making him the

unsuspecting agent of a terrible crime. Know

ing all that we do, Head, I think we are bound

to see him."

I thought over Dufrayer's suggestion.

" I am puzzled to know what to say," was

my reply. " Lockhart may not like our inter

fering."

" Very possibly; but, nevertheless, the duty

of warning him remains the same."

"If you feel so, Dufrayer, 1 have no doubt

you are right," 1 said. " When will you

go to see Lockhart ? I shall, of course, be

willing to accompany you."

" I cannot look him up to-day, for I am

unfortunately busy at the courts to the last

moment; but I suggest that you and I go to

his house to-morrow morning at ten."

"Very well," I answered; "I will meet

you outside his door at that hour."

A few minutes later I left Dufrayer.

Absorbed in anxious thought, I presently

found myself in Piccadilly, and then in Bond

Street. I walked on slowlyâ��my thoughts

were so anxious that they seemed to impede

my movements.

Madame had returned. Once again she

was at work on some hideous machination.

Once again Dufrayer and I held our lives in

our hands. Knowing the woman as I did, I

could scarcely agree with Dufrayer that,

emboldened by success, she was becoming

less cautious. Never yet was she known to

allow her vigilance to sleep, and not even in

the hour of victory would it fail her. On the

face of it, this very open advertisement looked

queer, but surely there was more behind.

Yes, we must warn Lockhart. He would

resent our interfering, but what matter ? He

was a strong man in every sense of the word,

and I rather wondered at Madame's selecting

him to do her deadly w'ork. I had seen him

more than once during the last couple of

years. His remarkable genius and the

brilliancy of some of his lectures before the

Royal Society returned vividly to my

memory.

The hour was now between four and five.

I suddenly remembered that I had promised

to meet a man in some tea-rooms which had

lately been opened in Bond Street. I found

the right place, and walked down a long,

narrow passage, which opened into a small

courtyard surrounded by coffee and tea rooms

of different descriptions. The seclusion and

unexpected quiet of the place were refreshing ;

the soft notes of distant music took my steps

upstairs to the first floor, and the next instant

I had entered a tea-room, as still and peaceful

as if London were miles away. Some

girls, tastefully dressed and looking like

ladies, were waiting on the visitors. I seated

myself at a small table and waited for my

friend. I looked at my watchâ��he was late.

I resolved to wait for him for a few moments,

but before many had passed, one of the

young waitresses approached me with a tele

gram, asking if my name was Head. I

replied in the affirmative, and tore it open.

It was from my friend. He had suddenly been

called out of town, and could not keep his

appointment I ordered tea for myself, and

leaning back in my chair looked around me.

The room was tastefully decorated with a

certain aiming after simplicity, which produced

a most inviting effect. My tea was brought

on a small tray, and at the same time a
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girl, very quietly dressed, took the place

opposite to mine. My first glance caused

me to look at her again. She was the dark-

eyed girl whom I had seen that morning

coming down Mme. Koluchy's steps. I

observed that her eyes, larger than those of

most Englishwomen, wore a strained expres

sion ; otherwise she was fresh and young-

looking.

I poured out a cup of tea and was just

raising it to my lips, when she suddenly bent

forward.

SHE SUDDENLY BENT FORWARD.

" I am addressing Mr. Norman Head, am

I not? " she said, in a low, hurried voice.

I bowed coldly in acknowledgment.

"Forgive me," she said, again. "I know

that you are very much surprised at my

addressing you, but I must tell you the

simple truth. I meant to speak to you

this morning outside Mme. Koluchy's

house, but I could not summon courage. I

happened to be in Bond Street just now, and

saw you passing. You entered here, and I

followed you. I know I have taken a very

bold step, but I cannot rest until I tell you

something : it is not a message of any sort,

but it is a word of warning."

I made an impatient exclamation.

" If you have anything to say I must, of

course, listen," I replied ; " but, remember,

you are a total stranger to me."

" I will tell you my name," she said,

eagerly. " Valentia Ward. I am Mr. Lock-

hart's secretary. You know Mr. Lockhart,

of 205, Devonshire Street,

do you not ? "

" By name, well. You

allude to the great bacterio

logist ? "

" Yes," she answered;

" I have been his secretary

for over a year. I work

with him every morning in

his laboratory. It is about

him, and also about you,

Mr. Head, that I want to

speak."

"Well, say what you have

to say as quickly as pos

sible," I replied.

"I will do so. Bend

forward a little, so that

others may not overhear."

She poured herself out a

cup of tea as she uttered

the last words. Her hand

shook slightly. It was a

delicate and very small

white hand, the blue veins

showing under the skin.

"I happen to know,"

she continued, " no matter

how or why, that you, Mr.

Head, and a certain Mr.

Dufrayer, a well - known

criminal solicitor, intend to

follow up an advertisement

which appeared in the

Times of this day week.

The advertisement was to

the effect that a first-rate

bacteriologist was required to advise on a

matter of a private nature. Mr. Dufrayer

has learned, no matter how, that Mr. James

Lockhart, of 205, Devonshire Street, has been

appointed to undertake the work. It is your

intention, and also Mr. Dufrayer's, to call

upon him in order to warn him with regard

to some hidden danger. Am I not right ? "

" You must forgive me, but I cannot reply

to your question."
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She smiled very faintly.

" You are a wise man to guard your

lips, but your face is my answer," she

said. " Now I will tell you why I have

ventured to speak to you. I want you

to give up your intention of calling on Mr.

Lockhart."

" And by what right do you, a complete

stranger, interfere with my movements ? "

" By the right of my superior knowledge,"

she answered, at once. " My reasons I

cannot explain, but they are of the gravest

character. You and your friend will implicate

yourselves most seriously if you do what you

intend to do. You will run into danger if

you meddle in this matter. In giving you

this warning I risk much myself, and I

earnestly beseech of you to believe me and

to attend to my words. Do not see Mr.

Lockhart. I>et the advertisement alone.

By so doing you will circumventâ��you will

circumvent " her lips trembled, fire shone

in her big eyes, she rose to her feet.

" I can do no more," she said. " If you

fail to understand me I am sorry, but I have

at least performed a very painful and

necessary duty."

She drew down her veil, went to a little

table near the door, where an accountant sat,

paid for her tea, and left the room.

I sat on where

she had left me, â�¢â��

feeling puzzled

and shaken. The

girl's face bore

the impress of

truth, and yet it

seemed hard not

to believe that

she was one

of Madame's

agents. Had I

not actually seen

her coming down

the steps of

Madame's house?

She seemed

troubled when

she spoke.

When she

pleaded with me,

her voice shook

with the extreme

and passionate

eagerness of her

wvrds. But all

these signs might

only be put on

in order to pro

vent an interference, which Madame, from

long experience, had learned to dread.

When I met Dufrayer on the following

morning outside lx>ckhart's house, I took his

arm, and walked with him for a moment

or two up and down the street. I then

related briefly the incident of the day

before. He listened to my words with

marked attention.

" What do you think ? " I said, when I had

concluded.

" That beyond doubt the girl has been

employed to warn you," was his reply.

" Lockhart's danger is even greater than I

was at first inclined to suspect. If he is not

very careful he will find himself in a hornet's

nest. Yes, we must warn him immediately.

It is past tenâ��let us ring the bell; he will

probably be at home."

In reply to our summons, we were told that

Mr. Lockhart was within, and weie shown at

once into a private room next to his laboratory.

He joined us almost immediately. His

appearance was already well known to me, but

when he entered the room I was struck once

again by his remarkable personality. He

was a tall and very heavily-built man, stand

ing quite six feet, with broad shoulders and

a jovial red face, as unlike the typical

scientist as man could be. His manner

EXTRNDEP HIS HAND TO HE,

was bluff and

1 hearty, and he

had a merry

smile, fuggestive

more of a

country squire

than of one who

spent most of his

time over culture

plates.

"What can I

do for you, sir ? "

he asked, geni

ally, extending

his hand to me.

" Your name,

Mr. Head, is not

unfamiliar to me;

and if I remem

ber aright, we

were once an

tagonists in print

in a discussion

on Nitrifying

Bacteria. I am

afraid in the end

I had to yield

to your superior

knowledge, but
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I should like now to show you a little thing

which may change your views."

" Thank you," I answered, " but I have

not called to discuss your work. May I

introduce my friend, Mr. Dufrayer? He

and I have come here this morning on a

matter which we believe to be of the utmost

importance. It is of a strictly private nature,

and when you have heard what we have both

got to say, you will, I am sure, pardon what

must seem an unwarrantable espionage."

He raised his eyebrows, and looked from

Dufrayer to me in some astonishment.

I drew a copy of the Times from my

pocket and pointed to the advertisement.

As I did so I noticed for the first time that

the door between this room and the next was

open, and at the same instant the distinct

noise of breaking glass came to my ears.

"Pardon me a moment," said Lockhart;

" my secretary is in the next room, and you

would rather that no one overheard us. I

will just go to her, and ask her to do some

work in my study."

Still retaining the copy of the Times in his

hand, he entered a large laboratory, where

doubtless his own important discoveries were

made.

"Ah! Miss Ward," he exclaimed, "so you

have broken that culture tube. Well, never

mind now; don't wait to pick up the fragments,

I am particularly engaged. There are letters

which I want you to copy in my study; you

can go there until I send for you."

The light steps of a young woman were

heard leaving the room ; a door was opened

at the further end and closed again softly.

Lockhart returned to us.

" I am fortunate,"hesaid, "in havingsecured

as my secretary a most intelligent and clever

girl, one in a thousand. At one time she

thought of embracing the medical profession,

and has studied bacteriology a little herself;

but what possessed her to break a valuable

culture tube now, is more than I can under

stand. Poor girl, she was quite white and

trembling when I went into the room, and

yet I am never harsh to her. Her name is

Valentia Ward, a pretty creature, and a better

secretary than any man I have ever come

across. But there, gentlemen, you must

pardon my alluding to my own private

affairs. The loss of that culture tube has

upset me a trifle, but I shall soon put matters

right, and Miss Ward need not have looked

so stricken. Now let us attend to business.

You speak of an advertisement in this paper

- where is it ? Is it to-day's edition ?"

" No, the edition of a week back," I

replied. " I have reason to know, Mr. Lock-

hart, that you have answered this advertise

ment. Pray glance your eye over it again â��

it is in your own interests that my friend and

I have come here to-day."

" I fail to understand," said Lockhart,

a trifle coldly.

"I will gladly explain;" I said "We

have the strongest reasons for suspecting that

these words were inserted by a well-known

lady doctor called Mme. Koluchy."

"Still, I do not perceive your meaning,"

he replied. " Even granted that such is the

case, may I ask what business this is of

yours ? "

" You certainly may. Our business is to

warn you against any dealings with that

woman."

" Indeed! But the lady in question is

well known, and her scientific attainments are

respected by every scientist in the kingdom.

I think we must either close our present

interview, or I must beg of you to give me a

further explanation."

" As honourable men we can speak quite

plainly," I replied. " However impossible it

may seem to you, I am now prepared to tell

you that Mme. Koluchy is the head of a gang,

or secret society, whose head-quarters are at

present in London. This society is perpetrat

ing some of the most terrible crimes the

century has known. I could mention half-a-

dozen which would be familiar to you. Up

till now Madame has eluded justice with a

most remarkable ingenuity, but she cannot

do so much longer. All my friend and I

beg of you is to have nothing to do with her,

and, beyond all other things, not to put into

her hands or into the hands of any of her

confederates one or more of the great secrets

of bacteriology. You know as well as I do

how omnipotent such powers would be in

the hands of the unscrupulous."

While I was speaking Lockhart's red face

became troubled. He wrinkled his forehead

and knit his brows.

"What you have told me sounds almost

incredible," he said, at last. " I suppose I

ought to be obliged to you, but I scarcely

know that I am. You have upset my con

fidence, and sown doubt where I must frankly

say I had absolute faith. Since, however,

you have spoken to me so frankly, it is but

fair that I should tell you what I know of

this matter. It is true that I did see that

advertisement in the Times, and replied to it.

Famous bacteriologist as I doubtless am, I

am also a poor man. Pure science, as you

know, Mr. Head, brings riches to none. I
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answered the advertisement, and received

almost immediately afterwards a letter from

Mine. Koluchy asking me to call upon her

at her house in \Velbeck Street. She

received me in her consulting-room, and put

a few questio is to me. I found her frank and

agreeable, and there was nothing in the least

sinister, either in her manner or in the

disclosures which she was obliged to make

to me. She soon perceived that I was

admirably adapted to carry out her require

ments, said that she would give me the work

if I cared to undertake it, and on my

promising to do so proceeded at once to

business. I cannot divulge the nature of the

research which I am about to make on her

behalf, as I am under a solemn vow not to

do so, but I can at least assure you that it is

a perfectly honourable matter, and the pay â��

well, the pay is so good that I cannot afford

to lose it Mme. Koluchy is prepared to

give me what may mean a small fortune.

But I will tell you this, Mr. Head: if I find

out that what you have just said is really the

case, and I see the smallest likelihood of my

information being used for dishonourable

purposes, I shall withdraw."

"You cannot do more," I answered, "and

I am much obliged to you for listening to

us so patiently."

" I respect the honesty of your purpose,"

he said.

" May I also beg that you will regard what

I have just said as strictly confidential?"

The ghost of a smile flitted across his face;

it passed almost immediately.

" I will," he replied.

" It seems hard to press you still further,"

â�¢ said Dufrayer, " but, short of abusing any

confidence you may have made with Mine.

Koluchy, would it be possible for you to

keep us posted in what goes on?"

" I think I may promise that also, and, as

a preliminary, I may as well say that I expect

to leave town at a moment's notice on this

very business. I do not know where I am

going, for I have not yet received full instruc

tions. It occurs to me, that if matters are

really as serious as you think them to be, it

would be as well for me to go, in order to

make Mme. Koluchy show her hand."

"Yes," replied Dufrayer, "you are right

there, Mr. Lockhart. The interests involved

are so enormous that we shall only be able

to defeat our enemies on their own ground ;

but if you happen to be going to JJunely

part of the country, do not, I beg of you, go

unarmed, and also communicate freely with

Mr. Head or myself. You need have no

fear, as our agents and detectives will be

ready and alert, and will follow you any

where."

Again that almost imperceptible smile

passed across his face. Certainly, to look at

him, he did not appear to be a man to want

much protection in case of a personal

encounter. His huge frame towered above

Dufrayer and myself as he rose and con

ducted us to the door.

"Well," said Dufrayer, when we got out

side, " what do you think of it all ? My own

opinion is," he added, without waiting for me

to speak, " that we shall have them this time.

Madame has not conducted this matter with

half of her usual acumen. Her successes have

rendered her thoroughly contemptuous of us.

Depend upon it, she will soon learn her

lesson."

" And what about Miss Valentia Ward ? "

I cried. " From IÂ»ckhart's manner he seems

to place absolute trust in her, and yet either

there is grave mischief ahead, of which we

know nothing, or the girl is in Madame's pay."

" I have not the slightest doubt which way

the balance lies," said Dufrayer ; " but

Lockhart has been warned by us, and he is

quite capable of looking after himself. We

could not well betray Miss Ward. Having

neglected her advice, we show her very plainly

that we do not believe the cock-and-bull

story she tried to tempt you with."

" And yet the girl looked as if she spoke

the truth," I answered.

. " Ah, Head, you were always influenced

by a pretty face," said Dufrayer. " Had

Miss Ward been old and wrinkled, you would

have treated her cool attempt to impose upon

you with the harshness it deserves."

" She was agitated and upset to-day, at

any rate," I replied. " Beyond doubt, it was

nervousness at suddenly hearing our voices

which caused her to break that culture tube."

Dufrayer said nothing further, and I went

to my own house.

All during the day which followed I could

not get either Lockhart or his secretary out

of my head, and more than once I congratu

lated myself upon having acted so promptly

on Dufrayer's advice. Having opened

Lockhart's eyes, it was scarcely likely that he

would be hoodwinked now; and if Madame

herself did not fall into our hands, in all

probability some of her gang would.

Between four and five on the afternoon of

that same day, to my great astonishment,

Lockhart was shown into my laboratory.

His fat face was redder than ever, and he

was panting with excitement.
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" Ah ! " he said, when he saw me, " I hope

I am in time. Get ready quickly, Mr. Head."

He took out his handkerchief and began to

mop his face.

" I have suddenly received orders to go

down from Waterloo by the 5.10 to Lyming-

ton, in Hampshire, and to bring three broth

cultures of a certain bacillus with me. I am

to be met at Lymington by a boat. Beyond

this I know nothing. During the day which

has passed I have thought more than once

of what you have told me, and I will confess

that my suspicions are aroused. On receiving

this sudden summons, it occurred to me that

if you were to accompany me we could see

for ourselves what the matter really means,

and perhaps be able to frustrate Madame's

plans. Can you manage to come ? If so,

we have not a single moment to loseâ��my

cab is waiting at the door."

" By Jove ! this looks really like business,"

I said ; " but I ought to let Dufrayer know."

" You have no time to do so now. We

can barely manage to get the train by going

straight off. If we reach Waterloo

in time, we can send your friend

a telegram'from there."

"True," I answered; "I will

go with you at once."

Lockhart glanced impatiently

at his watch. " It is more than

half-past four," he said; " it will

be a gallop to the station as it is."

I considered for a moment.

There was no time to pack any

thing, and I dared not lose what

might be the opportunity that I

had so longed to meet. I ran

upstairs, put on a Norfolk suit

and travelling cap, and thrust a

revolver into my pocket. I then

joined my companion.

" Is there any chance of your

being watched to see if you come

down alone ? " I said, as our cab

dashed along the Marylebone

Road.

Lockhart turned and stared at

me without replying.

"I have not thought of that,"

he said, at last.

" It is a possible contingency,"

I answered. " I know the wari

ness of my enemy. Had we not

better go down to Lymington in

separate carriages ? When we get

there it will be dark, and we can

start off together without being

observed."

Vol. *vi,-z

" That would be a good plan," he replied.

" I will go third-class, you can go first."

The clock pointed to eight minutes past

five as we dashed up the incline to Waterloo.

We rushed for our tickets, and just as the

doors were being closed were running up the

platform towards the train. As I flew past

the third-class compartments to my own

more luxurious carriage, I fancied I saw in

one, marked " Ladies only," a face pressed

against the window and watching me. It

was the face of a woman with dark eyes. It

appeared for a flash, and then disappeared

behind a curtain. My heart sank with

sick apprehension. If Valentia Ward were

indeed following us to Lymington, there

was no doubt whatever that she was one

of Madame's accomplices. She knew that I

had met Lockhart contrary to her warning,

and was now, doubtless, hurrying to Yarmouth

to reveal the truth to Madame.

The train sped on, and my thoughts con

tinued to be both busy and anxious. The

face with its dark eyes pursued me, turn

IT WAS THE FACE OF A WOMAN.
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where I would. I now regretted that a

certain sense of honour had forbade my

telling Lockhart of my suspicions that morn

ing, and I determined to do so when we

reached I.ymington.

There was no change at Brockenhurst, and

at half-past eight we drew up at Lymington

Pier. Pulling the collar of my Norfolk jacket

well up, and drawing down my cap over my

eyes, I stepped out. Lockhart passed me,

pushed slightly against me in doing so, and

slipped a note into my hand. I glanced at

this at once.

"Go in the boat to Yarmouth, and then

on to Freshwater. I am coming over in a

private boat,"

he wrote.

I looked up

quickly. Already

he was lost in

the throng of j

passengers who

had left the

train. I had no

opportunity to â�¢

give him any

warning ; there

was nothing for

it but to obey

his directionsâ��

take a ticket to

Yarmouth and

hasten on

board. In a few

moments I

found myself

steaming down

the river and

out into the'

Solent. The

sun had set, and

the moon would

not rise for an

hour or two. I

stood on deck

looking back at

the lights of

Lymington as

they were re

flected in the

water. Suddenly

I felt someone

touch me. I looked round, and Miss \Vard

was by my side.

such a ring of real distress in it, that, try as I

would, I could scarcely treat her with the

harshness which I thought her conduct

deserved.

" You are a woman," I began, " but "

"Oh, I know all that you think of me,"

she answered, " but the risk is too terrible,

and my duty too plain, for any harsh judg

ment of yours to influence me. Go back, go

back while there is time."

" I cannot understand you," I said.

" You warn me of some vague danger, and

yet you allow Lockhart, the man who employs

you, to run into what, according to your own

showing, is a trap for his destruction. How

" MISS WARD WAS BY MY SIDE.

" You have disregarded my advice," she

said ; " you are in great danger. Don't land

at Yarmouth. Take the return boat to

Lymington."

Her voice was so earnest, and there was

can I respect

you or believe

your words when

you act in such

a manner? "

"I dare not

tell you the

whole truth,"

she answered.

"I wish I had

courage, but it

means too much.

Mr. Lockhart is

in no danger;

you are. Won't

you go backâ��

won't you be

guided by me ? "

"No," I said;

" where he goes,

I will go; his

danger is mine

also. Miss Ward,

you are impli

cating yourself

in the queerest

way; you are

showing me all

too plainly that

you are on the

side of "

" You think

that I am Mme.

K o 1 u c h y ' s

agent ?" she

answered.

"Well, there is

only one way of saving you! I tried

yesterday to do what I could ; you would

not be warned. When I heard your voice,

and that of your friend, in Mr. Lockhart's

dining-room this morning, my agitation

was so great that I almost betrayed myself.

On your behalf I have listened, and watched.
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and acted the spy all day. You can scarcely

realize what my awful position is. But, if

you will not yield to my entreaties, I must

tell you everything."

Just then, a friend whom I happened to

know, and who lived at Yarmouth, came up,

uttered an exclamation of astonishment, and

drew me aside. He invited me to spend the

night with him, but knowing that Lockhart

expected me at Freshwater, I declined his

invitation. I was glad of the interruption,

and kept by his side until we reached the

pier at Yarmouth. I then looked round

for Miss Ward, but she had disappeared.

I now hoped that I had escaped her

altogether. I took a carriage and drove

to the hotel at Freshwater, where I in

tended staying until Lockhart communi

cated with me. I knew the place well,

having spent many a summer holiday

there in my young days. The hotel was

nearly empty, the season not having yet

begun, and I found myself the only occupant

of the coffee-room. I ordered a hasty meal,

and was just beginning to eat when a lady

dressed in black entered the room and sat

down at a distant table. A waiter came up

and asked if she wanted anything. She

ordered a cup of coffee, which was presently

brought to her. I do not think she touched

it. I saw her slowly stirring it with her tea

spoon; she raised her eyes and encountered

mine. She was Miss Ward. I perceived

she had followed me. My dinner became

instantly distasteful. I took up a paper

and pretended to read. In a few moments

a waiter brought me a note. I tore it open.

It ran as follows :â��

" I am staying here at a big house called

the Towers, where the work is to be done.

Come up path by cliff towards the golf links.

Will meet you there. We can talk alone and

arrange our plans. This is a matter of life

and death;"

I thrust" the note into my coat-pocket and,

raising my eyes, saw that Miss Ward had left

her seat and come up to my table.

"You are to meet Mr. Lockhart on the

path by the cliff towards the golf links ?" she

said, in an interrogative voice.

I made no reply.

" If you go I shall go also," she continued.

" By so doing I put myself into the most

deadly peril. Will not the thought of my

danger influence you ? "

"It is not necessary for you to go, and

it is for me," I replied. " Miss Ward,

I cannot understand your motive, nor

why you persist in harassing me as you are

doing, but I can only act on my own judg

ment and as I think best. Leave me now to

my fate, whatever it is. I have my work to

do and must do it."

" Then it will be as I said," she answered.

" You are imperilling your life and mine, but

I have spokenâ��I can add no more."

She left the room, closing the door after

her.

Making a great effort, I tried to banish her

words and her strange persistency from my

mind. I put on my hat and started off. I

went down the lawn, crossed the little front

parade, and began to ascend the pathway. I

walked on for about half a mile, along the

edge of the cliff, looking to right and left for

Lockhart My mind was torn with conflict

ing thoughts. Should I tell Lockhart about

Miss Ward, or should I forbear ? Was there

by any possibility some truth in the wild

words of this girl, who had followed me down

to this lonely place on a quest of such

evident peril ? I had always prided myself

on reading character well, and the straight

glance of those dark and troubled eyes added

now to my perplexity. She looked like one

who was speaking the truth. Still, to believe

her was impossible, for to believe her was to

doubt Lockhart.

I walked on, wondering that he had not

yet put in an appearance. I was now close

to the golf links. Suddenly I heard to my

right, and not a long way off, the sharp cry of

a woman. It came on the night breeze,

once, twice, then there was no further sound.

I rushed in the direction from which the cry

had come, and the next moment stumbled

up against Lockhart. He spoke in an eager

voiceâ��there was a tremble in it.

" They have got me down here on some

cock-and-bull idea of analyzing the water

supply," he exclaimed.

"But," I interrupted, "did you not hear

that cry, a woman in some sort of troubleâ��

did you not hear it?"

"No, I can't say I did," he answered.

" What is the matter with you, Headâ��you

look quite overcome ? "

" There was a sound just beyond you as if

a woman was in trouble," I continued. " She

cried out twice; are you certain you did not

hear her ? "

" Quite certain," he replied. " But let

us listen for a moment. If we hear it again,

we must of course go to the rescue."

We both stood still. The huge form of

the bacteriologist was between me and the

sea. Not a sound broke the stillness. The

night was dark but quite calm, the moon had
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not yet risen, only the distant roar of the

waves came up to us as we listened.

"You mistook the cry of one of the

numerous sea-birds about here for that of

a woman," said Lockhart; " but, be it woman

or not, I am afraid we have no time to attend

to it any longer. Do you know that the

tubes I brought with me have been stolen ?

but I was too clever for my foes, whoever they

are. I suspected mischief, and threw the

real culture away while we were crossing the

Solent, and substituted plain broth in its

stead. Now, what are we to do ? This is a

very ill-protected place, and I believe there

is only one policeman."

" We must stay quiet until the morning," I

answered, " and then get help from Newport.

With our evidence they have not the ghost of

a chance. But, Lockhart, I have something

painful to tell you. Your secretary "

" Valentia Ward ! What do you mean ?

Oh, don't worry

about her nowâ��â�¢

she is safe in

London. We

shall catch the

whole gang by

the first light, if

we are wary."

We continued

to walk on and

to talk in low

voices. Now

and then I

observed that

Lockhart glanced

behind him. It

was evident to me

that he was in a

state of extreme

nervous tension.

As for me, I

could not get

that startled and

anguished cry out

of my ears. I

wished now that

I had insisted on

making a more

thorough search

when I had first heard it.

my mind to tell Lockhart all about Miss

Ward. I thought that I could do so best

there.

We entered the dark shadow of the trees,

and as we did so I detected a light between

the chinks in the walls. I started back.

" Look ! " I whispered, "the house is not

unoccupiedâ��they suspect us already. Let us

go back."

"No time for that now," he answered,

hardly breathing the words, they were uttered

so low ; " it is true there is someone thereâ��

someone you would like to meet."

Before I could move a step or utter a single

cry he had flung me on the grass, his great

hands clutched at my throat like a vice, and

with all the weight of his huge body he knelt

upon my chest and pinned me to the ground.

The sudden violence of the attack, the awful

conviction that Valentia Ward had indeed

warned me of a terrible danger, and that I

HE PINNED ME TO THE GROUND.

Suddenly, as we walked, I caught sight of

a low shed in a hollow. It was partly sur

rounded by broken-down trees.

" Let us make for that old golf-house,"

said Lockhart. "It has been long unoccu

pied ; we shall be safe from any observation

there, and can discuss our plans in quiet."

I instantly acquiesced. I had made up

myself was the duped victim of some hideous

plot, completely stunned me and paraly/.ed

resistance. The cruel hands crushed my

throat and light swam before my eyes. I

felt dimly, without comprehending it, that my

last hour had come. The earth seemed to

recede away, and I remembered no more.

When I returned to consciousness 1 was

lying on a rough deal table inside the shed.
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I tried to move, but quickly discovered that

I was both gagged and bound. By the dim

light I could further see that I was sur

rounded by four men. They were all

masked. Yes, at last I was in the clutch of

the Brotherhood. As I watched, too stunned

to realize all the awful meaning of the scene

in which I found myself, another figureâ��

also maskedâ��slowly entered the room. It

came forward and stood over me. My blood

froze, for a pair of eyes of terrible power

and Satanic beauty looked into mine. I had

seen them before, and even through the

disguise of the mask, I knew them.

It was the voice of Mme. Koluchy herself

that spoke. The words which now fell upon

my ears I had heard from those same lips

years ago in Naples.

" For a traitor to this Brotherhood there is

but one penalty. Death ! "

Then followed clear and concise the words

of the sentence. They were spoken in Italian,

but the last words were English.

" And neither earth nor sea shall hold his

body, but it shall be rent asunder between

them."

A dead silence followed the uttering of

this sentence. Without a word, two of the

men lifted me in their arms and carried me

out. One of them I felt certain by his size

and bulk must be Lockhart himself.

The little procession moved slowly down

the path to Compton Bay, just below. I now

abandoned all hope. Mme. Koluchy had

won, and I had lost. I had, indeed, been

the victim of the cruellest and the most

astute foe in the world. But Lockhartâ��

Lockhart, whom I had trusted ! His name

was well known in the scientific world. All

men sang his praises, for was he not by his

recent discoveries one of the benefactors of

the race ; and yetâ��and yetâ��my dizzy brain

almost turned at the thoughtâ��he was in

reality one of Madame's own satellites, â�¢ a

member of the Brotherhood of the Seven

Kings. I saw, when too late, the whole

deadly trap into which I had walked. The

advertisement had been meant to arouse my

attention. I had been inveigled down to

Freshwater by means which only Mme.

Koluchy could devise. Lockhart was my

decoy. Why had I not listened to the words

of the brave girl who had truly risked her

life for me? That twice-repeated cry must

have come from her lips. Without doubt, in

trying to follow me she had been captured

by our deadly enemy. Lockhart himself,

in all probability, had done the deed. Had

\ not met'him coming up the path in the

direction from which the cry had sounded ?

What ghastly doom was even now hanging

over her head ?

While my heart beat wildly in my ears,

and my brain swam, and my eyes were dizzy,

wild thoughts such as the above came and

flashed before me. Then there came a dizzy

moment when all was blank, and then again

the cloud was lifted, and Madame's sentence

as she bent over me filled the entire horizon.

" Neither earth nor sea shall hold his body,

but it shall be rent asunder between them,"

she had said. Death awaited me beyond

doubt, but I had yet to learn what a lingering

death was to be mine.

We reached the sands, .and I perceived

lying at anchor within half a mile of the shore

a small steam yacht. So this was the way

Madame and her satellites had come here.

Doubtless, when they had sealed the doom of

their victims, they would sail away and never

return. But where was the girl ? She was

certainly not in the old golf-house ; what had

they done with her?

I was lifted into a boat. Four men took the

oars, and Madame Koluchy, still wearing her

mask, sat in the stern and steered. Were we

going to the yacht ? No. The men pulled

the boat rapidly along, beneath the white chalk

cliffs that towered above us. It was high tide,

and the water rose in crested waves against

the face of the cliffs. Suddenly we headed

sharply round, and the men, shipping their

oars, shot the boat beneath an overhanging

lip into one of the chalk caverns that abound

along the coast. I knew that I was entering

my tomb. One of the oarsmen now lit a

torch, and I at once saw something floating

on the water, which looked like some heavy

balks of timber lashed together to form a sort

of raft. From the roof of the cave a chain

was dangling. At the end of the chain was

an iron circlet.

Rapidly, and without a word, the ruffians

seized me and placed me standing upright on

the raft. They quickly lashed my feet to the

heavy block of wood with a strong rope.

Another man snapped the iron ring round

my neck, and the next instant they had

pushed the boat back out of the cave. As

they did so, I distinctly heard Lockhart's

voice address Mme. Koluchy.

" The other boat is ready," he said.

"How long will it float?" asked

Madame.

" From two to three hours," was the reply.

" We shall lash her to the bottom, andâ��

The boat turned the corner, and I lost the

remainder of the sentence. For a moment
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or two I thought of it, but the awful scene

through which I had just passed confused

my thoughts, and soon all feeling was con

centrated on my own awful position.

My neck was fixed to the chain above, my

feet to the timber in the sea below. The

words of my terrible sentence burst upon me

now with all their fiendish meaning. As the

tide went down the whole weight of the raft

would gradually drag my body from my head.

The horror of such a fearful doom almost

benumbed my faculties, and I stood as one

already dead, being swayed up and down by

the light swell that found its way into the

cave.

The moon rose presently, and its pale

beams struck across my dungeon with a

weird light. The moon that ruled the tide

was to be a witness of her own work that

night. I wondered vaguely how long I had

to live; but Lockhart must have given me

a violent blow when he felled me to the

ground, and I was still more or less

stunned. Gradually, however, the cool air

which blew into the cave revived me, and

I was able more thoroughly to realize the

position. I now perceived that the chain

had at least two feet of slack. Thus the

Brotherhood had arranged to prolong my

tortures. Was there the most remote possi

bility of escape ? I laughed to myself, a

horrible laugh, as the hopelessness of the

whole thing rushed over me. And yet there

was a mad, passionate desire to make up to

Miss Ward for my want of faith in her, which

brought sudden fire to my heart and a\voke

each intellectual faculty to its fullest She

also was doomed. In what way and how, I

had but the vaguest idea; but that her

death was certain, I felt sure. If I could

escape myself I might yet save her. To

rescue her now seemed to be the one

important thing left to me in the world.

I could only manage it by setting myself

free. My hands were lashed behind me, but

not, I noticed, very tightly. This was, my

conquerors knew, unnecessary, for even with

them free I could neither, on account of the

ring of iron which held my neck, bend down

sufficiently far to release my feet, nor drag

myself up by the chain, as my feet were

secured to the raft, and the effort would be

too tremendousâ��I should soon have to let go.

I determined, however, to free my hands if I

could, and at last, with great pain and diffi

culty, worked off the cords that bound my

wrists. I then instantly removed the gag

from my lips, and felt a momentary sense of

freedom. I stretched out my hands im-

potently. Could they not in some way help

me ?

My long scientific training enabled me

now to think clearly and consecutively. The

knowledge that on my life another in all

probability depended spurred each endeavour

to the highest point. This much at least was

obvious. I could not stop the tide, nor release

the iron ring from my neck, nor free my feet

from the raft; but there was one thing just

possible. Could it by any means be done ?

I grew cold with excitement as the thought

struck me. Could I by any known means con

nect the raft with the slack of the chain above

my head, and so let this connection, instead

of my body, take the strain as the tide sank ?

If I could manage this, it might give time for

possible relief to come. Surely it seemed a

hopeless task, for I could not reach down my

hands to the raft. But still, I determined to

make the effort, herculean though it was. It

would at any rate be better than the inaction

of slowly waiting my doom. Each second

the tide was sinkingâ��each second therefore

would render my task harder, as it would

diminish the slack of the chain.

I rapidly unbuckled the strong leather belt

from my waist, and tried to stoop down

sufficiently far to slip the end of the belt

underneath the ropes that bound my feet

It was useless. At my utmost stretch I could

not reach the ropes. But, stay, if only a big

swell would come, I might just slip the belt

through the rope. I crouched as low as I

could, waiting and ready. The precious time

sped on. Suddenly I/elt the raft dip deeply.

I rose up to save my neck, and as the next

wave lifted the raft high I crouched quickly

down again, and just managed to slip the

strap under the rope and through the buckle

before the swell subsided. It was touch and

go, but I had done it.

To connect the belt to the chain above my

head was the next thing to try. I had still

the cord that had bound my hands. One

end of this I now lashed securely to the slack

of the chain, but when I had done so I found

that it was not quite long enough to reach

the belt. I tore my strong silk scarf

from my neck and fastened it to the

cord, and thus managed at last to bind

cord and belt together. As I looked

at the extraordinary rope which I had made

for my deliverance my hope sank within me,

for I felt certain that it was far too flimsy.

The strain on it would become greater and

greater each moment as the weight of the

raft was thrown upon it. I seized the chain

above my head with my hands, but I knew
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well that directly the connection gave way I

should not be able to bear the strain on my

arms for more than a moment, and when I

- released them I should be instantly strangled.

The terrible time dragged on, and the tide

sank steadily lower and lower. I saw the

silk scarf stretch, and could hear the belt

below creaking with the weight at each fall

of the swell. In a few seconds I knew it

must go, and then all would be over. I

closed my eyes. My hour had come.

Madame had indeed won, and I had lost.

But what was that ? What had happened ?

There was a loud crack, and I was sprawl

ing on the raft. One glance showed me

what had taken place. The iron ring in the

rock, which would have been amply strong

enough to bear the strain of strangling me,

had yielded to the combined weight of

myself and the raft, which had been half

drawn out of the water. The ring had been

suddenly torn from the rock. It was indeed

a miraculous deliverance, for I did not

believe the extempore rope would

have held another second. Yes,

the worst danger was over, but

I was still in an evil plight. I

quickly unlashed my feet, and

then, with the ring of iron round

my neck and the chain attached,

sprang on to a projecting ledge

of rock at the mouth of the cave.

I saw to my joy that the fall of

the tide was now on my side, for

it had left me a means of regain

ing the sandy bay.

Plunging and stumbling, some

times neck deep in water, I at

last reached the sands and fell

down, trembling with exhaustion.

A dark bank of clouds had

crept up and blotted out the

moon. I struggled to my feet

and looked out to sea. Where

was Miss Ward ? To go to her

rescue now was my first and only

duty. I gathered the long chain

in my hand, and ran up the

winding pathway to the summit

of the cliff. My intention was to

make my way with all possible

speed across the Downs to Fresh

water. I had gone about two

hundred yards on the top of the

cliff when I saw a man coming

to meet me. I hurried up to

him, and saw to my joy that

he was one of the coastguards.

I quickly told him my story,

pointing as I spoke to my dripping clothes

and to the chain about my neck.

The man was aghast, and stared at me

with absolute amazement and horror.

"Well, sir," he replied, "and you think

the young lady is in a similar plight?"

I told him what I had overheard Mme.

Koluchy and Lockhart say.

" Then they have put her in a boat and

allowed her to drift with the tide," said the

man. " The tide is running out, and what

wind there is is from the east. I have been

a coastguard here for more than twenty years,

but I'm blessed if ever I heard such a tale as

this before."

"We must save her," I said. "What is

the quickest way in which we can get a boat?

If anything is to be done, there is not a

moment to lose."

The man considered for a moment, without

speaking.

" There's a gent down here for the

summer," he said. " His name is Captain

THE BOTTOM OF THE BOAT WAS THE MOTIONLESS FORM

OF A WOMAN."
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Oldham, and there's his yacht lying out

yonder in the hay. Maybe he would let her

go out again for such a thing as this. It's no

use trying with a rowing boat. Captain

Oldham has got a search-light on board,

too."

" Is he on the yacht now ? " I asked

" Yes, sir ; he's sleeping on board to-night,

for he has only just come in from a cruise.

The luck is on your side now."

" The very thing ! " I cried. " Don't let us

lose a single moment."

We ran down the road to the bay, and a

few moments later my new friend and I were

pulling rapidly out to Captain Oldham's

yacht.

As we approached my companion hailed

the man on watch, and the owner himself

appeared as we scrambled up the ladder.

In the presence of the coastguard, I

repeated my extraordinary story. The

emphasis of my words, and the iron ring

round my neck, carried conviction.

"And the girl risked her life for you?"

said the old seaman, his eyes almost start

ing from his head, in his excitement.

"That she did," I replied, "and I

treated her brutallyâ��-I refused to believe

in her."

" And you have good cause to think

they set her adrift in a leaky boat ? "

" I fear so, and I want to search these

waters without an instant's delay."

" It shall be done," he cried. " My God !

I never heard of such devilish cruelty."

He turned, and shouted his orders to the

astonished engineer and crew. All possible

haste was made, and I tried to control my

own growing impatience in getting the search

light ready. I saw, with satisfaction, that it

was one of the latest Admiralty pattern, such

as the steamers use in the Suez Canal.

There was a powerful arc-light supplied from

an accumulator. The moon had sunk and

it was quite dark' now, but with this light,

not a speck on the sea would escape us

within a radius of a mile.

I went forward, holding the light in its pro

jecting apparatus, and in about ten minutes

we were steaming out to sea. Regulating

the apparatus with the hand-gear, I began

to play the great light to and fro in front of

us. Two of the crew stood beside me

sharply on the look-out. We had already

passed the Needles, but still there was nothing

to be seen. Captain Oklh.im was at the

wheel, and he now turned the yacht's head

more determinedly out to sea. Mile after

mile we went, without success. A hopeless

despair began to creep over me. If that girl

died, I felt that I could never hold up my

head again. Suddenly one of the men

beside me sang out:â��

"Skiff on the port beam, sir. Hard a

starboard !"

The engine bell rang to " full speed," and

in a short time I saw that we were quickly

bearing down on what appeared to be an

empty boat, aimlessly drifting with its gunwale

nearly down to the water-line. What did it

mean ? Was the girl really in the boat ?

Were we in time to save her?

The yacht stopped, a boat was lowered,

and the coastguard and I and two of the men

pulled for all we were worth towards her.

Lying at the bottom of the boat was the

motionless form of a woman. Her head was

just above water, her eyes were shut; she

looked like one dead. One glance at her

face was sufficient to show me who she was.

Was I in time to save her?

We quickly released the thongs which

bound the poor girl, and lifted her into our

boat. From there we brought her quickly

to the yacht.

" Take the boat in tow," I cried to one of

the men ; " we may get some evidence from

her that will help us."

This was quickly done, and we were soon

steaming back to Freshwater Bay.

Alas ! however, my worst fears were con

firmed. I was too late. All that was possible

was done, but Valentia Ward never recovered.

The shock and exposure had killed her.

Thus my efforts on her behalf had proved

unavailing. She had risked and lost her life

for mine.

I telegraphed to Dufrayer early on the

following morning, and he arrived at Fresh

water at noon. To him I told my extra

ordinary and awful adventure.

One of our first cares was to examine the

boat. We then perceived what Madame's

fiendish cruelty really meant. A hole had

been made in the bottom in such a way that

the boat would take several hours to sink.

Thus Valentia was also to be the victim

of a lingering death. The name of the yacht

to which the boat belonged had been care

fully scraped off the side,' thus obliterating

any chance of obtaining evidence against

Madame.
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LIX. â�� MISS MARIE CORELLI.

BY ARTHUR H. LAWRENCE.

Illustrated by Photographs specially taken for this article.

N beginning the exceedingly article, I confess that I am animated by the

pleasurable task of recording hopeâ��and this is the " special reason " to

the only "interview " yet pub- which I have already alludedâ��that it will be

lished with Miss Marie Corelli, possible for me to do something to negative

I confess that, for one special the extraordinary caricatures of the charming

reason above all others, I novelist which so many of my " friends" on

could wish that it may be read by every one the Press have so industriously circulated.

of the hundreds

of thousands

who form her

great reading

public all the

world over, and

who, like myself,

have felt in

debted to her for

so many happy

hours by reason

of the brilliancy

and magic power

of her work.

It is a perfectly

natural thing that

those of us who

are interested in

any fine work

should feel an

ever-increasing

interest in the

personality of the

worker, and it

was on this basis,

and on no other,

that, after receiv

ing a very courte

ously worded

refusal, I ven

tured to urge my

request on the

gifted authoress.

The fame which

Miss Marie

Corelli has

earned has been

entirely gained

by the public

recognition of

her work. If, at

any time, the

"advertisement"

[HIM Corelli in Of. riyM-haml t

of reviews, paragraphs, interviews, and

the like could have been of the slightest

assistance to her, that time has long since

gone by ; and while I feel that this

statement applies in no less degree to this

Vol. xvL-3

Prior to the

publication of

this " interview,"

one or two bio

graphical articles

concerning Miss

Marie Corelli

have been written

by those who

have met her,

and countless

other articles

have been written

by those who

have known

nothing about

her, a statement

which also ap

plies to those

who have written

innumerable

paragraphs eman

ating from certain

journalists, who

have made up in

rudeness and

vulgarity for what

has been lacking

in knowledge and

wit. I have read

the criticismsâ��

and have been

the personal re

cipient of verbal

criticisms â�� of

her work by pro

fessional critics,

whose main

qualification has

confessedly been

that they have

carefully ab

stained from

reading the work which they have pretended

to criticise.

I shall feel happy indeed with the count

less pleasant memories which are associated

with my visit to the country retreat of Miss



i8

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Marie Corelli, and the many long conversa

tions which I had with her there, if I am

able to pates on â�� in some measure â�� the

impression which. I have received of her

magnetic charm, rare strength of character,

her refreshing sweetness of manner, and, not

least, the intense womanliness which indeed

one might have anticipated â�� but for our

friends on the Pressâ��as pertaining to the

personality of one whose work tends to show

forth these qualities, and which, added to her

genius, have made her, as she is, the best

read and most popular novelist of the day.

I have described Woodhall Spa in Lincoln

shire as Miss Marie Corelli's country retreat.

It may not be generally knownâ��I have not

seen it mentionedâ��that the novelist is giving

up her town house in Longridge Road, and

that the house which she has occupied

for the past nine or ten years will know her

no more ; and, indeed, for some time Miss

Corelli has regarded her suite of rooms in

the Royal Hotel, Woodhall Spa, as a home.

It was at the beginning of the year that

Miss Corelli underwent an operationâ��of a

similar nature to that endured by Sarah

Bernhardtâ��but at the hands of an exceed

ingly clever lady-doctor, Dr. Mary Scharlieb ;

and though Miss Marie Corelli \vas veritably

at "death's door," as the phrase has it,

the period of her convalescence at Brighton

coincided, I noticed, with some particularly

virulent attacks in the Press on the part of

the exceedingly gallant jesters to whom 1 have

already alluded ; and \vhen, in the early stage

of her recovery, Miss Corelli objected to

the suggestion that bulletins should be issued

by way of relieving the trouble caused by the

interminable calling of innumerable kindly

inquirers, one of her doctors, Dr. Frampton,

very truly remarked that his patient "could not

even own to illness without being accused of

self-advertisement." Happily, however, Miss

Corelli has now completely recovered, and

at the time of my visitâ��the first week in May

â��I was delighted to find her in the best of

health and good spirits, a quintessence, if I

may say so, of the sunshine about her.

Miss Corelli's birthday is on the first of

May, and no interviewer could have been

given a more auspicious time for his visit.

Springtime, and his fair hostessâ��whom

he had heard described as a " termagant,"

and I know not what elseâ��sweetness itself.

Moreover, to be prosaic, I had so arranged

my arrival that I was in good . time

for afternoon teaâ��and the Scotch express

is rarely, if ever, unpunctual!â��and though

if I were a great descriptive writer, and

had the happy knack which mainly

pertains, I believe, to the lady journalist, of

describing costumes and surroundings with

inherent ease and good taste, I might be

tempted to enlarge on " my first impression "

of Miss Marie Corelli as she received me in

her pretty drawing-room, I must content

myself with the remembrance, and the mere

statement, that I felt a sense of reliefâ��if I

may boldly say soâ��that here was no dis

illusionment: quite the reverse; and though

I had not paid much attention to the

quaint " descriptions" of those whom I

knew had not met her, I certainly wish

I had the ability to describe, what I

should certainly like to describe â�� the

vivacity, the personal charm and sincerity,

the real feminine grace of her every

movement, all too rare a charm, I think,

nowadays. A more definite description

than this may, perhaps, be gained infer

ential!)' throughout the article.

The accompanying illustrations may, per

haps, be explained at this point as furnishing

the scene of the many walks and talks which

I was subsequently privileged to have with the

charming novelist. First, a view of the Royal

Hotel itself; of the study, in which so many

â��to meâ��pleasant conversations took place ;

then one of the novelist's favourite walks, and

the wondrously pleasant "Winter Garden,''

which furnished so good an opportunity for

a further talk after dinner. The inscriptions

below all these illustrations are facsimiled

from Miss Corelli's own handwriting.

It was in one of the Winter Garden lounges

that, at my request, Miss Corelli permitted

herself to be photographed one morning,

in the brightest of weather, which prevailed

throughout the time of my stay at Woodhall

Spa. This most interesting portrait is the

one which has been reproduced on the first

page of this article.

Her own rooms all face the beautiful woods,

which she can enter at once by merely cross

ing the road. Beyond the woods, as Miss

Corelli told meâ��and I was soon enabled to

verify the fact for myselfâ��" are miles and

miles of heather-covered moorland, over

which blow the invigorating airs, impregnated

with iodine, which make Woodhall Spa such

an admirable retreat for those whose nerves

are racked by the worry and fret of town life,

and who need ' bracing up ' to renew the

fight once more."

The Winter Garden, a corner of which is

depicted in the first illustration, from a photo

graph taken for me by Miss Corelli's friend,

Miss Bertha Vyver, is a thousand yards square,
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wherein tall palms and flowering camellias

flourish, and even grapes grow ; and here the

novelist is very fond of strolling about, and

may be seen sometimes with a very charming

little girl clinging to her arm, " Ida," the

small, pretty daughter of the proprietor of the

Royal Hotel, Mr. Came, who built the place,

and who is well known for his taste and

cleverness as an architect, being formerly the

favourite pupil of the late Sir Digby Wyatt.

In the W'inter Garden a band plays during

the table-cThote dinner, and on two days

of the week there is a dance for the

residents and for all the visitors who care

to join in.

I was interested

to find Miss Corelli

very enthusiastic

also concerning the

" Horncastle

Amateur Orches

tral Band," more

especially as the

keenness of her

critical musical

instinct is well

known, largely due

to the fact that

she was educated

for the musical

profession, and

had intended^oing

to Leipsic to com

plete her education

in music when the

writing of " The

Romance of Two Worlds" proved the turn

ing-point of her career.

" I wish," she remarked to me, " that they

could get such good players in some of our

London theatres. These Horncastle men

all love music, and play for the love of it; and

it is quite absurd to think that the Germans

are the only people who can be taught

to play and sing in parts. The English are

quite as musicalâ��they only want someone to

' lead,' and a little encouragement. They

play here in perfect time and tune, with verve

and fire and feeling, and are a standing proof

of denial against that oft-repeated parrot cry,

' The ww-musical English !'

" One reason that I am so fond of Wood-

hall is that it is as yet an unspoilt placeâ��

fresh and sweet and restful; and, then, I have

such a charming abode at the Royal. It

is the only hotel I have ever been able to

work in, with the one exception of King's, at

Brighton."

I might be tempted to add that one of the

walks which Miss Corelli showed me brought

us to the golfing ground, which is within a

short distance of the hotel, to say nothing of

the smoothest tennis-courts imaginable,

croquet ground, and so forth ; but one thing

I must not omit to mention. My friends

need not wander farther than Woodhall to

hear the nightingale. Night and morning,

and, in fact, during the better part of the

day, the nightingales vied with each other,

each trying to out-sing the other, hoping to

win the affection of the lady-nightingale whom

they were serenading.

" I determined," Miss Marie Corelli told

me,"that if I lived through my serious illness

this winter, to be at the Royal for my birth

day, the first of Mayâ��and I am glad that my

hopes were fulfilled. On May morning I

opened my window here to see the bright

sunshine, and to hear all the birds singing,

and the first call of the cuckoo ! My friends

filled my rooms with flowersâ��so you see the

whole business was quite a spring festival !"

Here the reader may imagine that tea was

quite ended, and that I disappeared from the

Villa Daheim to dress for dinner; but as I

kept no diary (and if I had, it would have

recorded nothing which is not well

remembered), I need only say that it can be

understood that in subsequent conversations

many points came up for discussion, in no

precise order, perhaps, for it would be an

unhappy chat which could go along on pre

conceived lines ; but whether or no Miss

Corelli ever cares to have the presence of an

interviewer inflicted upon her again, I ought

to explain that the following inquiries were
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somewhat rather more colloquially rendered,

and occurred at intervals on different occa

sions. One could not have the hardihood to

inflict such an inquisitional process at one

sitting.

"My favourite amusement? Music, I

think. It is the most impersonal of recrea

tions. But for me it must be music in the

open air, on the water, or in a quiet room.

I do not like concerts, or large musical

assemblies of any kind. The unexpected in

music is music's greatest charm. I cannot

bear to sit with a row of people in stalls, as

if we were all sheep in pens, while we are

waiting for the appearance of some gentle

man in a white tie and tail-coat, who assures

us that he is a ' Friar of Orders Grey '; or a

lady in a low evening dress, who works her

whole body and her whole song steadily

towards the top note, and rests upon it with

a thrilling scream. I do not call this sort of

thing music at all. In fact, I dislike the

trouble of concert-going as much as I dislike

the bother and invariable disappointment of

theatre-going."

" Then you find theatre-going disappoint

ing?"

" Most assuredly. It is not as if we had

any great actors worth seeing. They are all

mediocre. Irving is an artistic student of

things dramatic and pot-tic, but he is not a

great histrion. Ellen Terry is nothing but a

very graceful ' comedienne.' Forbes Robert

son is, I suppose, our greatest rising actor,

and 1 admire his voice and perfect elocution.

But he never rouses me to the least emotion

or enthusiasm.

" Do you really think," Miss Marie Corelli

continued, " that there is anyone on the

stage worth going out to see on a cold night,

for instance, when your own room, with its

blazing fire and cosy chairs, invites you to

remain and read books full of beautiful

thoughts and classic wisdom ? I would

rather stay at home with Camille Flammarion's

latest volumes, or Clifford Harrison's admir

able ' Notes on the Margin ' essays, than see

the most famous mime that ever pretended

to be what he is not, aided by grease-paint

and footlight-glare."

" So, then, I take it that you don't believe

in acting as an art ? "

" Do you call it an art ? Well, I suppose

it is, but you must own that it is on the

lowest rung of the ladder. Even monkeys

mimic men, and that is just all that actors

do. The more they mimic, the cleverer the

monkeys are. I like the real, true men; the

imitations are irritating ! "

"And amongst modern writers, who are

your favourite authors ? "

" 1 have no particular favourites ; I find

something good or charming in all of them.

Of course, none of us can attain to the magic

utterance of grand old Sir Walter Scott, and

my beloved Charles Dickens, whose books

never fail to cheer me in all my ' dark

hours'; but I do not, like the professional

critic, hunt for faults in my contemporaries

â��I prefer to find good qualities. I like

Rudyard Kipling's short stories, but I don't

think the name of 'poet' can justly apply to

him, not yet, at any rate, and not as long

as he writes what he must know, in his own

mind, is mere jingle-verse ; but two of his

stanzas I carry always in my memory, and I

heartily wish he would enunciate more of

such splendid speech :â��

When Faith's last picture is painted and the tubes

are twisted and dried,

When the oldest colours have faded, and the youngest

critic has died,

We shall rest, ai.d, faith, we shall need itâ��lie down

for an a?on or two,

Till the Master of all Good Workmen shall put us to

work anew !

And only the Master shall praise us, and only the

Master shall blame ;

And no one shall work for money, and no one shall

work for fameâ��

But each for the joy of the working, ar.d each, in his

separate star,

Shall draw the Thing as he sees It for the God of

Things as They Are !

"The joy of the working," Miss Corelli

added, " yes, that is the only true joy in

the profession of literature ! "

" Your fight with the critics has passed

into a proverb," I remarked to Miss Corelli,

one day ; " how did it begin ? "

" They began it," replied Miss Corelli,

with a smile. "They threw the first stoneâ��

had they not done so, I should not have

required to defend myself. When I first started

on my career, with the still popular ' Romance

of Two Worlds,' I had an unbounded faith

in the generosity and conscientiousness of

literary people who had already made their

mark, and who could therefore afford to help

others up the hill. That faith was quickly

destroyed. Without even troubling to read

what I had written, they ' went' for me, as

the phrase goes, and, resenting the deliberate

injustice of the attack, I 'went' for them in

return. I know it is considered much more

' womanly ' to sit down lamb-like and take all

the kirks and blows with the meekness of a

patient Grizel. And in certain parts of the

world you may still see carts drawn by a

woman and an ox yoked together, while the
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man-driver sits aloft and curls his whip round

with a stinging blow on woman and ox

equally. This is just the sort of attitude

some men assume towards women in art. I

do not speak for myself aloneâ��I speak for

all my sex.

" According to certain preconceived mascu

line notions of ' pure womanliness 'â��one

ought to be quite glad and thankful to be

kicked and whipped by the ' nobler' sex.

But then, you see, I do not feel that way, and

I do not admire the lethargic character of

'patient Grizel.' And so, being attacked,

1 defended myself. And it seems I won.

At any rate, the enemies I have now are of so

slight and trumpery a character, and have so

little power to injure me, that it is not worth

while drawing sword against them. But, I

repeat, had they not begun the contest, it

would never have taken place at all. As it

is, I am glad of the fightâ��it has done me

good ; and it has also enlightened the public

as to the manner of the critics' methods. The

public is always the umpire, you know, and

it has certainly so far decided in my favour."

It will be remembered as of comparatively

recent date that the Author v. Reviewer

question, to which Miss Corelli alluded, was

brought to a head by the following notice

which was printed on every copy published

of " The Sorrows of Satan " :â��

"SPECIAL NOTICE.â��No copies of this book

" are sent out for review. Members of the Press

" will therefore obtain it (should they wish to do

"so)in the usual way with the rest of the public,

" i.e., through the Iwoksellers and libraries."

The recollection of this notice, and the

way in which this proceeding put to the test,

and, to my mind, largely displayed the artifici

ality, of the "advertisement" which " reviews "

are supposed to give to a book, and the

characteristic courage of the proceeding, came

back to me very forcibly as I strolled through

the woods with the charming novelist one

bright, sunshiny morning ; and as that par

ticular book has been a greater success than

perhaps any other book of our time, I thought

of the mighty reviewers whose dignity had

been considerably hurt by this action, and

contrasted the imaginary picture which was

drawn of a woman who could safeguard

herself in this way and the actual

woman before me, slight in figure, so

prettily dressed, and the pretty dress so

gracefully worn ; the soft, golden-brown hair

clustering over the forehead of the fair woman

who is dainty and pretty without loss of

dignity and womanly strengthâ��the contrast

was so piquant that I could not repress, and

had no occasion to repress, a smile, as I made

some inquiries upon this point, and Miss

Corelli replied :â��

" Oh, yes, that's all over now. My books

will never be sent out for review again," she

added, cheerfully, and without the slightest

tinge of bitterness.
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" You see, by not sending the book out for

review, I simplified matters very much. The

critics gave sufficient evidence of the fact

that they had not read my previous book,

' Barabbas,' and so for the future I save them

any further trouble, and my publishers a

good deal of expense."

"And which books do your public like

most ? "

" ' Barabbas,' which was supposed to be

reviewed, and ' The Sorrows of Satan,' which

was not sent out for review, have been the

most popular. Over a hundred thousand

copies have been sold of eachâ��there is but

a very slight difference in the sale of the

two books, and, of course, they are still

selling."

" Are you personally acquainted with any

of your contemporaries in literature ? "

" No. I have had letters on matters of

business from Sir Walter Besant and others,

but I have never met any of them. Lord

Tennyson was the only great man who ever

encouraged me in my work, and this he did

by a personal letter of praise shortly before

he died. I suppose, however, that I may

call Mr. Clifford Harrison a 'contemporary

in literature,' for he is a most charming writer,

although his literary work is, as yet, not suffi

ciently known to the public. He is certainly

one of my kindest friends. Mr. Stead is

answerable for the absurd rumour that I

depicted myself as ' Mavis Clare,' in ' The

Sorrows of Satan,' a mistake which he after

wards withdrew, with an apology ' for that and

every other injustice' he had done me. Mr.

David Christie Murray has, more recently,

taken up Mr. Stead's error, and, I hear, has

' gone ' for me in one of his papers, or series

of articles, or something, entitled ' My

Contemporaries in Fiction.' Oddly enough,

I never knew he was a ' contemporary' at

all, until he thus announced it. I have

never read anything he has written, so I

cannot presume to judge him; but I would

certainly never state that I considered he

had depicted himself as the hero of one of

his own stories, unless I knew him personally

and intimately, and had some right to com

prehend his characteristics."

It was the sight of the huge "post" which

was brought into the drawing - room one

afternoon for Miss Marie Corelli, together

with the fact, which I was permitted to dis

cover, that a considerable part of her corre

spondence is from entire strangers, which

prompted my question: '.' A great many

people write to you about your books, do

they not?"

" Don't speak of it! You have no idea

what a mass of strange letters reaches me

from all parts of the world ; it is quite a

business to get them answered; in fact,

some are never answered at all. The

desperate love-letters from amorous swains

â��entirely unknown to me, of courseâ��go

into the fire at once."

One such epistle at least had come by

that post, and I glanced through it

before it met with its well-merited oblivion.

I found it was from an officer on one

of the big liners, and after the startling

adjuration, "My darling sweet Marie," it

began with a reproach for his first letter

having met with no answer, and was

couched in a magnificently emotional strain

throughout !

" Then there are the people who tell me

the whole history of their lives in several

sheets of closely-written and crossed letter-

paper, and they ask my advice as to how to

goonâ��these are very difficult to deal with.

Then come the would-be translators of my

books, the would-be dramatists, and the

autograph-hunter-s. Their name is legion ;

nothing daunts them. They leave their

books at my door--when I'm in townâ��with

the statement that they will ' call again 'â��in

the coolest manner, and they do their utmost

to make me devote the rest of my life to the

monotonous business of merely signing my

name !

" Then there are the anonymous letter-

writers, a large class by themselves, and whose

efforts are generally limited to abusing either

myself or my friends. Some of these assure

me that they are sorry for me, that I am going

straight to perdition, and that if I will only

read a tract entitled ' Stop on the Way,' or

words to that effect, I may yet manage to

reach Heaven, as it were, by the skin of my

teeth. ' Let me implore you,' says one feeling

correspondent, 'to reconsider your position in

the spirit of I. Timothy'! Then I occa

sionally get anonymous communications

abusing my respective publishers, and

I can never take a holiday with

out receiving something in the way of an

epistolary condemnation for daring to rest

and amuse myself. When I took Killiecrankie

Cottage for a summer season in Scotland, I

used to get letters from complete strangers,

asking meâ��in fact, almost commanding me

â��to send them grouse and salmon by the

next train ! And quite recently, I have had

a letter all the way from Cape Colony, calmly

demanding a violin. Here it is," and Miss

Corelli showed me the following ingenuous
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appeal. Of course, I omit the name and

address :â��

DEAR Miss CORELLI,â��Please send me one of your

old violins. I want so much, and my mother cannot

afford to buy one. I saw in a book a picture of one

of your rooms, and in it I saw a beautiful violin and

harp, so I thought I would ask you for one. Please

don't be cross.

" But, of course," Miss Corelli continued,

" there is the other side of the question : the

beautiful, helpful, gracious letters I receive

from people, who are good enough to say

they have derived comfort from what I write.

From hard-working miners in Texas, from

Army and Navy men, from hospital nurses,

from little children even (who sympathize

with Lionel and Jessamine in 'The Mighty

Atom '), come all sorts of loving and kindly

greetings for which I am deeply grateful."

Everyone acquainted with Miss Marie

Corelli's work is well aware of the moral

purpose which it inculcates, the anti-pruriency,

anti-sensualism, and, not least, anti-scepticism

which she enforces so powerfully. In this

regard I thought one of the letters which

Miss Corelli showed me exceedingly interest

ing, but when the novelist acceded to my

request that I might publish a sentence or

two of it, she said, laughingly, " But I warn

you that people will say I wrote it myself";

but I think I may risk this kind imputation.

It is from a young man about to enter

the Church of England ministry, and in the

course of his letter he writes: " When I

think that I am but a unit among the millions,

living and yet unborn, to whom your words

are, and will be, the breath of life, I thank

my Maker that, amid the sin of the world,

one should be raised up to point us back to

God ; one should be granted courage and

wisdom to say, and say with no uncertain

voice, those things which are true, and noble,

and right. That you suffer many things

because you dare to do so is commonly

reported, and doubtless truthfully, since

the proclamation of righteousness is ever a

brier-strewn pathway; but some day all men

shall bless your name and call you good."

" Perhaps the most interesting part of my

correspondence," Miss Corelli exclaimed,

"comes from India. Numbers of the native

Indian Princes and Rajahs are in constant

communication with me, and appear to be

very much affected by, and interested in,

' Barabbas,' which has been translated into

Hindustani.

"Nothing amuses me more than to find

some angry, non-successful man abusing me

in the Press, and telling the public that I

only appeal, in my books, to readers in

' Camberwell and Brixton ' ! It is very
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funny, indeed ; but the public know pretty

well how to take such statements. Of

course, Camberwell and Brixton must be in

cluded in the London radius; and I believe

the Prince of Wales, who has always been

most kindly in his appreciation of my books,

has property there ! But I venture to

think I may count thousands of friends

in America, Australia, and, indeed, wherever

the English language is spoken; and the

Continental peoples pay me the compliment

of constantly translating all my novels into

their different languages. 'The Mighty

Atom,' translated into Russian, has just been

published under the auspices of the Holy

Synod in Russia. I count among my ' Royal'

readers Queen Margherita of Italy, the

Empress of Austria, and ' Carmen Sylva,' the

Queen of Roumania,

and I think it will

hardly be said that

these are unintelligent women !"

I think the reader will agree with me that

Miss Corelli is in no need of " testimonials,"

and so, with apologies to her, I quote a few

words from another letter, before touching on

another subject. " Your books have afforded

Her Majesty (the Empress of Austria) many

hours of happiness and rest. She not only

admires your talent and style of writing, but

also your poetical imagination, with which

your works overflow."

Miss Marie Corelli has certainly committed

one great crimeâ��she has attained popularity !

I imagine, however, that such letters as I

have quoted are in themselves human docu-

ments which serve as some compensation for

many of the inflictionsâ��the persistence of

the interviewer amongst themâ��which popu

larity may entail.

When discussing with Miss Corelli the rare

skill and ability of the lady-surgeon who

attended herâ��Mary Scharlieb, M.D.and M.S.,

of Harley Street, whom Miss Corelli described

as " one of the bravest and cleverest of

women "â��I was interested to find that my

hostess complained of the brusqueness

prevalent in a section of the medical profes

sion. Miss Corelli gave me an instance :â��

" One very eminent gentleman said, when

consulting with my step-brother as to the

pros and cons of the question, ' Once I get

her into my surgical home I will be a match

for twenty Marie Corellis !' However, I

preferred to trust my

self to a woman rival

in his own profession,

and my gratitude to Mrs. Scharlieb, not

only for her brilliant skill, but for her

tenderness, sympathy, and untiring care, will

be a life-long tribute."

Finally, I asked Miss Corelli to tell me

about her future work.

" Nothing will be published this year,"

Miss Corelli told me, " not even an article.

If all goes well, my next book will be pub

lished in the spring of next year. I began

it just before my illness, and so far only

seven chapters are written. Curiously enough,

the last words I dictated to my secretary,

before my illness, and which c.nme at the end

of the seventh chapter, ran : ' You will soon
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be well.' It was an unconscious prophecy.

No, I won't tell you the title of the new

book; even the publishers never know that

until the typed MS. is in their hands, and all

I can tell you about it is that it will be about

the length of ' Barabbas ' and 'The Sorrows

of Satan,' and I am afraid it will excite the

clergy of all denominations a good deal."

Some further information which Miss

Corelli gave me will be new to the public.

" I have written a dramatic version of

' Barabbas,' but I understand that the Lord

Chamberlain takes exception to it on the

score that it touches too closely on the

Passion. But I need not tell you that the

Vol. xvi.â�� 4.

interest, so far as the characters are concerned,

is purely secular, and the heroine, Judith, the

sister of Judas Iscariot, is, of course, quite

an imaginary character."

Miss Corelli told me that where the

references made in it are not secular, they are

wholly Scriptural, and anyone knowing Miss

Corelli's work will not need to be told that

there is nothing in the play to hurt the most

susceptible taste, so that I imagine that if any

objection is entertained in censorial quarters

it will be quickly withdrawn. Certainly the

play, written in this case by the authoress

of the book, would draw all London and the

provinces, and it is greatly to be hoped that
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no objection will be upheld against such a

play, accentuated as such an opinion would

be by the fact that, as against so noble a

conception, so many plays of questionable

taste are permitted to pass. No doubt any

imaginary objection on the part of the censor

will be soon swept away.

It should be mentioned that Miss Corelli

does all her work in the morning between

ten and two. Pencil notes are made, to a

large extent, out of doors, and in the course

of one walk Miss Corelli showed me a rustic

seat in a sunny corner of the pine woods

which she regards as her out-of-door

"sanctum," and the manuscript of the books

used to be written carefully by the authoress

for the printer, as shown in one of the illus

trations ; but latterly the novelist has dictated

the final draft to her secretary, who, after a

copy has been submitted and corrected,

proceeds to type-write the three copies

required, one being retained by the novelist,

and the other two finding their way into the

hands of the English and American publishers

respectively.

Soon after my visit to Wooclhall, the news

came of Mr. Gladstone's death, and when dis

cussing the personality of the great statesman

at a subsequent visit, which I paid Miss

Corelli during her short stay in town, I was

exceedingly interested to find that, on two

occasions, Mr. Gladstone called personally,

and without previous notice, on Miss Marie

Corelli, much to her surprise ; and while

entertaining the veteran statesman at after

noon tea, during which he conversed with her

on the subject of her work, she smilingly

ventured to ask him, in the presence of one

or two friends, why he had honoured her with

a visit. The reply of the Grand Old Man

was repeated to me by Miss Vyver, who was

present on that occasion. " Because," said

he, " I was curious to see for myself the

personality of a young woman who could write

so courageously and well, and in whose

work I recognise a power working for good,

and eminently calculated to sway the thoughts

of the people. It is a wonderful gift you

haveâ��and I do not think you will abuse it.

There is a magnetism in your pen which will

influence many. Take care always to do

your best, and never work in a hurry ! As a

woman, you are pretty and good ; as a writer,

be brave and true."

" Mr. G." was all life and animation

during his visit, which lasted nearly three

hours. The conversation touched on a very

wide range of subjects, on all of which he

displayed a wonderfully intimate knowledge,

and everything he said evidently proved of

the profoundest interest to Miss Marie Corelli,

the value of his opinions being heightened

by the characteristic earnestness with which

his opinions were uttered. This was between

three and four years ago, and his last words

to the novelist were: "God bless you, my

dear child. Be brave. You've got a great

future before you. Don't lose heart on the

way. Good-bye."

As the result of a conversation I have had

with Miss Marie Corelli on the subject, I am

glad to be able to assist in giving currency to

her authoritative denial of the suggestion

which has been made in the Press that the title

of her next book will bear the blasphemous

and revolting title of " The Sins of Christ.''

At the time of writing, this statement has

been given a publicity which utterly untrue

statements so often achieve. As I have

already stated in this interview, seven

chapters only of her new book are written ;

it will not be published this year, and no

title has even been thought of, nor is it ever

communicated to anyoneâ��even to the most

intimate friendâ��before publication.

There is much more that might well

be written, but I feel bound to point out that

Miss Marie Corelli's imperturbable sweetness

of manner and unfailing good humour

are the natural outcome of strength of

character. It is no effort to htr to be kindly,

charming, and graciousâ��she is naturally so ;

and in regretfully bringing the pleasant task

of writing this article to a conclusion, I prefer

to do so by quoting a remark which was

made to me on the first day of my visit to

Woodhall Spa, by one of those charming, quite

grown-up, but high-spirited, " quite English "

girls, whom no doubt it is a pleasure to most

STRAND MAGAZINE readers to meet. This

description applies to just the type of girl

not the least of whose attractions is a

readiness, even to a disconcerting degree,

to say what is actually thought! In reply

to some references which I had made to

Miss Corelli, the young lady in question

exclaimed, " Why, yes; who could help

loving her? She's so charming â�� and

she's so good!" I doubt if, after much

thinking, anyone could have epitomized one's

impression of the famous novelist more

correctly.
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BY A. SARATHKUMAR GHOSH.

EOPLE do ask such strange

questions about wild animals.

One would imagine that tigers

and lions prowl about like cats

in broad daylight in Indian

and African villages, and cobras

and pythons coil themselves in gay festoons

around every door-post and window, and

even hang from house to house like so many

telegraph wires. No ; wild elephants do not

run into your compound on high days and

holidays, and start pulling down your bunga

low for the mere fun of the thing. Whole

herds of rhinoceri do not come charging

into every railway station, scatter the

passengers about like chaff before the wind,

wreck the trains into matchwood, rip up the

permanent way for hundreds of yards around,

and chew up all the corrugated iron in the

establishment.

But apart from these exaggerations, the

actual devastation committed by wild beasts

is bad enough in all conscience. We do

occasionally hear authenticated accounts of

troops of lions stalking African villages, and

of man-eating tigers laying a regular siege on

remote Indian villages, from which

they carry off scores of victims, till

some neighbouring English resident

organizes a hunting expedition, and,

like a knight of old, rids these unfor

tunate people of their terrible foes.

In fact, official statistics for British

India alone show that about 21,000

people and 90,000 domestic animals

are killed there every year by wild

beasts. Whether the condition of

things is any better in other

countries it is impossible to say, as

there are no statistics to be had.

It certainly can be no worse.

Of course the natives do not

always submit tamely .to these

terrible depredations. Without actu

ally waging a perpetual warfare with

these dread savages, which they

could not, for the want of firearms,

they yet have recourse to various

stratagems to kill or capture their

foes in a manner at once effective

and ingenious. Luckily, most wild

beasts are kinds of idiots, besides

being greedy and obstinate. So the

methods employed against them are

all very simple, and some extremely

ludicrous, as the following will show.

Bears are to be found throughout Asia,

from the hill districts of India right up to

the snows of Siberia ; and though not so

fierce or strung as tigers, they are, neverthe

less, very formidable foes to encounter when

pressed by hunger. They are in one respect

worse than tigers, because an unarmed man

can always escape from a tiger by climbing a

tree, whereas he could not thus elude a bear,

who is an expert climber. Hence, if a

bear is found prowling near a village, the

people sometimes adopt for his destruction a

method which is almost mathematical in its

principle. They select a tree with a strong

horizontal bough some I2ft. or 15(1. from the

ground, and place on itâ��about 8ft. or loft,

from the forkâ��something which is likely to

tempt the bear, e.g., honey or goat-flesh. Just

above this bait, and about a foot in front of

it, they suspend a heavy weight by means of

a stout rope attached to a bough overhead,

thus forming a huge pendulum with its bulb

covering the bait. The bear, allured by the

bait, climbs the tree and walks along the bough

to the bait. Noticing, however, the obstacle, he

pushes it aside with his paw. But, alas ! the

ALLURED BY THE BAIT."
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" THE WEIGHT SWINGS BACK."

bear has no knowledge of mechanics,

and suffers in consequence, for the

weight swings back and strikes him

heavily. With a savage growl at this

u n w arrantable

assault, he pushes

it away with

greater force than

before, only to re

ceive a severer

blow. And so this

suicidal contest

goes onâ��for the

bear is too obsti

nate and deter

mined a foe to

give inâ��till he is

knocked off the

tree stunned and

desperately

wounded, when

the natives come

and finish him off

if necessary.

The following

plan is often

adopted in Africa

â��and in India by domes and pariahs, the

lowest castes among the peopleâ��for killing

pythons and other large snakes : When the

villagers notice a

snake of this kind

in the neighbour

hood, they bore a

small hole, some

6in. in diameter,

at the foot of the

wall that usually

surrounds their

village. On the

outer side of the

wall, and just op-

0

posite the hole, they tie up a pig ; and,

similarly, one on the inner side. The

python comes, sees the first pig, and

swallows it ; then noticing through the hole

that there is another pig on the other side,

puts its head through and swallows that

also. Now, there is a fine fixture ; for pig

No. i is in that part of the body which is

outside the wall, and pig No. 2 in the part

within the wall, and neither is small enough

to go through the hole. Hence the greedy

python is unable to advance or to retreat,

and lies at the mercy of the natives.

If, however, it is thought undesirable to

bore a hole in the wall, or if the village be

without one, then the arrangement is some

what different. In such a case the villagers

drive into the ground a number of stout

wooden stakes, about 6in. apart, in the form

of a square, say 4ft. or 5ft. each way, and

about as much high. Then they place a

pig inside, and

bind the tops to

gether with cross

beams. The whole

structure thus

forms a miniature

hut with the pig

within. The

python enters be

tween the bars,

eats the pig, and

is unable to get

out again.

KNOCKED OFF THE TREE.

This latter

method has an

additional advan

tage over the

former ; for it

costs only one pig

to kill a python,

whereas in the

case of boring a

hole in the wall,

two are needed, one on the inside and

the other outside. But then (I have been

told in confidence) in either case, the pig

"A FINE FIXTURE."
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or pigs, though dead, are not entirely lost

to the villagersâ��if the python be cut open

in time! One cannot, however, be quite

sure about this ; it may be only a libel

on the villagers. Besides, in eating the

python, they virtually eat the pig. For, as

the negro slave in America, when accused by

his master of surreptitiously eating his chicken,

replied, " Massa has less chicken, but he has.

more niggah !"

In certain cases, however, the methods

employed for the destruction of wild animals

are automatic, and do not need any subse

quent intervention on the part of the natives

themselves. For instance, in some places

which are infested with wolves and bears â��

e.g., Russia, Siberia, Central Asia, etc.â��the

and a stout arrow is arranged on it in such a

manner that the string of the bow will be

released and the arrow shot out with great

force on pulling a trigger (as in a cross-bow).

Then a quantity of flesh, or anything else

which makes a suitable bait, is placed

directly in front of the arrow and tied by a

cord to the trigger. In order to prevent the

animal from getting at the bait sideways, or

from discharging the arrow in any illegitimate

manner, stakes are driven into the ground on

all sides, except in front. Hence, when the

animal comes, it sees the opening in front of

the inclosure and the bait temptingly placed

there, snatches at it, and receives the arrow

full in its breast.

Monkeys are a great nuisance in certain

" THE BAIT.'

people take a number of pliable fish-bones

about 3in. long, sharpen the two ends, and

then, bending them in the form of hairpins,

embed them in pieces of fat, which they

scatter on the ground outside their village.

The wolves and bears come in search of

food, and swallow these pieces of fat with

avidity. When pressed by hunger, they do

not stop to chew them, but gulp them down

wholesale, and thus swallow the curved fish

bones as well. When, however, the heat of

the stomach melts the fat, these fish-bones

spring back into their original position and

transfix the animals internally, thereby causing

death in most cases. This seems rather a

cruel method of killing animals ; but the

natives justify it on the ground that it is a

safe and easy way of getting rid of a large

number of these savage beasts.

Another automatic method is sometimes

employed when it is intended to operate

against some individual animal, e.g., a tiger

or a lion, which is seen prowling about the

outskirts of the village. A strong bow is

fixed in position about 2ft. from the ground,

parts of India. They are a bad lot altogether,

being thieves and liars of the worst sort. I

mean they are liars in this respect, that they

will come up to you with the merriest

and friendliest of grins just when they

are contemplating the wickedest of rob

beries. And yet they may be seen in

many a town, squatting on the roofs of

temples, grinning at the worshippers that

pass to and fro, and receiving a handsome

largesse in the shape of nuts, bananas, and

brinjals. Occasionally, one more mischievous

and dishonest than the rest will creep down

to the stall of some sleeping fruiterer, grab a

handful of delicacies, and be off to a neigh

bouring roofâ��followed by a torrent of vain

curses from the injured owner. Curiously

enough, the natives will never kill a monkey ;

it is a semi-sacred animal, often maintained

in luxury in the environments of the holiest

temples.

The fact is, there is a legend that

Hunuman, the king of monkeys, once helped

Rama (one of the avatars of Vishnu) to

conquer a great demon. Consequently, the
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monkey is permitted to remain what he always

wasâ��a pampered thief and a general nuisance.

I remember the case of a tame monkey,

owned by a waggish ganja (hemp) smoker.

One day the monkey was made blindly,

speechlessly intoxicated, and sent staggering

into the roadway, amid a crowd of yelling,

jeering but, really, I am forgetting. This

is not a story.

So monkeys are an unmitigated nuisance

â��especially in the country. I have often

come across in the jungles adjoining the

villages of Northern Bengal whole troops of

them, whose depredations on the fields and

orchards were the despair of the unfortunate

villagers. These troops always consisted of

one huge male and about a hundred females.

The fact is, when a little monkey is born in

the pack, it is suffered to live if a female, but

instantly killed by the father if it happens to

be a male. The mother, however, some

times manages to hide the little one till

he is able to get about, and then send him

away before the big male catches sight

of him. In this way, it often happens

that individual males are to be found living

by themselves in single blessedness. Now,

getting tired of solitude after a time, and

perhaps believing in union as a source of

strength, these bachelors often join together

and form a pack of their ownâ��as a sort of a

club. Then the fun begins. They want

wivesâ��very naturally. But how are they to

get them ? All the female monkeys of the

country belong to the harem of some big brute

or other. Clearly, the only solution is to

attack such a harem, kill the got ha (the afore

said big brute),

and then divide

the spoils. So

an ultimatum is

sent â�� and re

jected. War is

declared. The

battle is a fierce

one and often

lasts several

days. The party

attacked always

tries to retreat,

and often tra

verses several

jungles, fields,

and even vil

lages. But the

pursuit is hot

and vigorous,

and a last stand

has to be made

A TEMPTING BANANA.

â��sometimes in a village green or even an

orchard of some country mansion. In the

actual fight the females generally remain

faithful to their lord and master, and help

him fiercely against his numerous assailants.

But the result is a foregone conclusion, and

the several widows, after a very short period

of mourningâ��usually manifested by a show

of ill-temperâ��are consoled by the victorious

males.

Now, these battles cause sad havoc to the

fields and orchards of the country, and often

prove a positive danger to the people; for,

though monkeys seldom attack men, woe to

the luckless one who ventures to come near

them in their deadly struggle. Moreover,

when pressed by hunger these packs are not

to be trifled with. You may not mind even

the damage done to your orchard by hundreds

of monkeys gobbling up everything they

could lay their hands on, but it is quite a

different matter when you have to shut your

doors and windows, and stay in for days at a

time, because of the army outside.*

Consequently, the object of the natives is

to break up these packs by capturing their

leaders. Killing is against the dictates of

conscience, but capture is not, especially as

the monkey is liberated in a short timeâ��as

will appear presently. So when a pack is

about, the natives employ the following

method.

Close to an orchard, a bit of level space

is selected and a hole dug in it, about 2ft.

deep and 6in. or Sin. in diameter. A noose

is made at one end of a long stout cord, and

placed over the mouth of the hole. The

cord is then passed

through a pulley or

ring attached to a

tree close to the

house, and the other end held,

some distance away, by a con

cealed person. The noose and

* The writer himself has had to stand

such a siege in an isolated mansion.
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about i oft. or i^ft.

of the cord are

covered over with

sand. Then a nice

tempting banana is

placed in the hole,

and a number of

rotten ones â��

covered, however,

with fresh skins â��

are strewn all over

the ground near the

hole.

When the pack

comes, the females

are too shy to ven

ture out into the

open space near the

house. But the big

gotka is a brave

fellow. He sees the

bananas on the

ground, leaps down,

takes up oneâ��

throws it away in

disgust. Then

another â�� with the

same result. Sud

denly he notices the nice

tempting one in the hole

and plunges his arm inâ��

immediately the cord is

pulled, the noose fastened

on the arm close to the

shoulder, and the monkey

dragged willy-nilly to the

tree where the

pulley, or ring,

is attached.

Then the hiding

shikari comes

forth, and, cir

cling round and

round the tree

with the cord

held tight in his

hand, binds the

u n f or t u na te

monkey safe

and fast, all but

the head. The

pulley or ring is

introduced not

merely to bind

the monkey to

the tree, but also

because it would

be highly dan

gerous to drag

'THEV LATHEK HIS HEAD AND FACE.

" DISOWNED I "

the infuriated

brute right up to a

person.

The monkey,

however, is not

killed. Instead, they

lather his head and

face, no special care

being taken in

selecting the finest

soap or the purest

water. The opera

tion is an interest

ing one, and a

source of great

amusementâ��to the

bystanders. The

monkey, however,

dodges his head

about, only to get

a good dose of soap

into his eyes and

mouth. Then he

has enough of it,

especially as he feels

dreadfully achy all

over, and the cords

cutting into his body

every inchâ��to say nothing

of the personal remarks

and the highly adjectival

language of the bystanders.

He submits to his fate with

Eastern stoicism. His head

is shaved clean as a billiard

ball, and the face as well,

nice and smooth

like a baby's.

Then they let

him go.

'But, alas !

such is the

vanity of life !

His wives will

not have him

now that his

beauty is gone !

They disown

him completely;

cut him dead.

Nay, they drive

him away from

the pack with

contumely, with

the end of their

tails â�� in the

absence of

domestic

broomsticks.
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And thus, being without a leader, the pack

is soon broken up.

Of all methods, however, employed for the

actual destruction of wild animals, the follow

ing will perhaps bear away the palm, if one

considers the grand result obtained and the

ludicrous means adopted to obtain it. Fancy

"catching tigers with bird-lime ! "

It does seem a sensational heading, but

nevertheless it is quite true. This is the way-

it is done. In some parts of Northern India,

when informa

tion is received

in a village that

a tiger has been

seen in the

neighbourhood,

the natives

gather a large

quantity of

leaves from a

particular kind

of tree which

grows in that

part of the

country ; these

leaves are about

6in. or Sin. in

diameter, and

very thick and

tough. Now,

there is another

kind of tree the

sap of which,

when prepared,

makes a very

sticky paste. The

natives smear

the leaves with

this paste, and

strew the groun'd

with them very,

close together

for a radius of

some 5 o f t.

around a tall

tree, taking care

vertically, though he can cover at a single

bound some 4oft. horizontally. He then tries

againâ��with the same result. Now, perhaps,

he begins to notice that his paws are covered

with the leaves, and naturally desires to rid

himself of these incumbrances before trying

again ; or else he does not mind them at first,

but goes on trying, till they accumulate more

and more, and become a positive nuisance.

He then wipes his paws on the groundâ��only

to gather a few more leaves. Then he wipes

IN MISERABLE PLIGHT.

that the paste is on the upper surface of

the leaves. Then they tie a quantity of

flesh on a bough of the tree some izft.

from the ground, and watch the development

of events from a safe distance. The tiger

scents the flesh, comes up to the tree and

makes a spring for it. He naturally misses it;

for a tiger cannot as a rule leap more than ioft

his paws on his

body, with the

result that he

transfers the

leaves to the

body ; and as

soon as he puts

his paws down

again he catches

up some more

leaves from the

ground. In this

way the leaves

go on piling all

over the body

till they get to

the face and

head. This is

done all the

more easily, be

cause all animals

of the cat tribe

have the habit

of wiping their

paws on their

face. Now, when

the paste gets to

the eyes, it

causes a severe

pain which

drives the tiger

frantic. In his

blundering stu

pidity he rolls on

the ground to

free himself from

this horrid nuisance, but with the only result

that he covers himself more and moreâ��till,

blinded and maddened, he leaps about

frantically, and dashes his head against

some tree. Helpless, in his miserable plight,

he then falls an easy victim to the wily

natives, who emerge from their hiding-place,

and finish him off with many a spear-thrust.
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II.â��THE STORY OF THE MAN WITH THE WATCHES.

BY A. CONAN DOYLE.

HERE are many who will still

bear in mind the singular cir

cumstances which, under the

heading of the Rugby Mystery,

filled many columns of the

daily Press in the spring of

the year 1892. Coming as it did at a period

of exceptional dulness, it attracted perhaps

rather more attention than it deserved, but it

offered to the public that mixture of the

whimsical and the tragic which is most

stimulating to the popular imagination.

Interest drooped, however, when, after weeks

of fruitless investigation, it was found that

no final explanation of

the facts was forth

coming, and the tra

gedy seemed from that

time to the present to

have finally taken its

place in the dark

catalogue of inexplic

able and unexpiated

crimes. A recent

communication (the

authenticity of which

appears to be above

question) has, how

ever, thrown some

new and clear light

upon the matter.

Before laying it before

the public it would

be as well, perhaps,

that I should refresh

their memories as to

the singular facts

upon which this com

mentary is founded.

These facts were

briefly as follows :â��â�¢

At five o'clock upon

the evening of the

18th of March in the

year already men

tioned a train left

Euston Station for

Manchester. It was

a rainy, squally day,

which grew wilder as

it progressed, so it was by no means the

weather in which anyone would trav.l who

was not driven to do so by necessity. The

train, however, is a favourite one among

Vol. xvi.â��5
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Manchester business men who are returning

from town, for it does the journey in four

hours and twenty minutes, with only three

stoppages upon the way. In spite of the

inclement evening it was, therefore, fairly

well filled upon the occasion of which I

speak. The guard of the train was a tried

servant of the companyâ��a man who had

worked for twenty-two years without blemish

or complaint. His name was John Palmer.

WELL HAVE PASSED AS

DAUGHTER."

The station clock was upon the stroke of

five, and the guard was about to give the

customary signal to the engine-driver, when

he observed two belated passengers hurrying

down the platform.

The one was an ex

ceptionally tall man,

dressed in a long black

overcoat with an astra

khan collar and cuffs.

I have already said

that the evening was

an inclement one, and

the tall traveller had

the high, warm collar

turned up to protect

his throat against the

bitter March wind.

He appeared, as far

as the guard could

judge by so hurried

an inspection, to be a

man between fifty and

sixty years of age, who

had retained a good

deal of the vigour and

activity ot his youth.

In one hand he carried

a brown leather Glad

stone bag. His com

panion was a lady,

tall and erert, walking

with a vigorous step

which outpaced the

gentleman beside her.

She wore a long,

fawn - coloured dust-

cloak, a black, close-

fitting toque, and a

dark veil which

concealed the greater part of her face.

The two might very well have passed as

father and daughter. They walked swiftly

down the line of carriages, glancing in at the

Copyright, 1898, by George Ncwnes, Limited.
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windows, until the guard, John Palmer, over

took them.

" Now, then, sir, look sharp, the train is

going," said he.

"First-class," the man answered.

The guard turned the handle of the

nearest door. In the carriage, which he had

opened, there sat a small man with a cigar in

his mouth. His appearance seems to have

impressed itself upon the guard's memory,

for he was prepared, afterwards, to describe

or to identify him. He was a man of thirty-

four or thirty-five years of age, dressed in

some grey material, sharp nosed, alert, with

a ruddy, weather-beaten face, and a small,

closely cropped black beard. He glanced up

as the door was opened. The tall man

paused with his foot upon the step.

"This is a smoking compartment. The

travellers in. At the same moment he

sounded his whistle, and the wheels of the

train began to move. The man with the

cigar was at the window of his carriage, and

said something to the guard as he rolled

past him, but the words were lost in the

bustle of the departure. Palmer stepped

into the guard's van as it came up to him,

and thought no more of the incident.

Twelve minutes after its departure the

train reached Willesden Junction, where it

stopped for a very short interval. An exami

nation of the tickets has made it certain that

no one either joined or left it at this time,

and no passenger was seen to alight upon the

platform. At 5.14 the journey to Manchester

was resumed,and Rugby was reached at 6.50,

the express being five minutes late.

" HE GLANCED Ul' AS THE DOOR WAS OPENED."

lady dislikes smoke," said he, looking round

at the guard.

had disappeared. On

there was found upon

carriageâ��the one in which the tall traveller

and the lady had been â�� a young man,

fashionably dressed and of elegant appear

ance. He lay with his knees drawn up, and

"All right! Here you are, sir!" said

John Palmer. He slammed the door of the

smoking carriage, opened that of the next

one, which was empty, and thrust the two

At Rugby the attention of the station

officials was drawn

to the fact that the

door of one of the

first-class carriages

was open. An

examination of that

compartment, and

of its neighbour,

disclosed a remark

able state of affairs.

The smoking

carriage in which

the short, red-faced

man with the black

beard had been

seen was now empty.

Save for a half-

smoked cigar, there

was no trace what

ever of its recent

occupant. The

door of this car

riage was fastened.

In the next com

partment, to which

attention had been

originally drawn,

there was no sign

either of the gentle

man with the astra

khan collar or of

the young lady who

accompanied him.

All three passengers

the other hand,

the floor of this
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his head resting against the

further door, an elbow upon

either seat. A bullet had

penetrated his heart, and his

death must have been instan

taneous. No one had seen

such a man enter the train,

and no railway ticket was

found in his pocket, nor were

there any markings upon his

linen, nor papers or personal

property which might help to

identify him. Who he was,

whence he had come, and

how he had met his end were

each as great a mystery as

what had occurred to the

three people who had started

an hour and a half before

from Willesden in those two

compartments.

I have said that there was

no personal property which

might help to identify him, '";'!

but it is true that there was

one peculiarity about this

unknown young man which

was much commented upon at

the time. In his pockets were

found no fewet than six valu

able gold watches, three in the various

pockets of his waistcoat, one in his ticket-

pocket, one in his breast - pocket, and

one small one set in a leather strap and

fastened round his left wrist. The obvious

explanation that the man was a pick-pocket,

and that this was his plunder, was discounted

by the fact that all six were of American make,

and of a type which is rare in England.

Three of them bore the mark of the

Rochester Watchmaking Company ; one was

by Mason, of Elmira; one was unmarked ; and

the small one, which was highly jewelled and

ornamented, was from Tiffany, of New York.

The other contents of his pocket consisted

of an ivory knife with a corkscrew by Rodgers,

of Sheffield ; a small circular mirror, one inch

in diameter; are-admission slip to the Lyceum

theatre ; a silver box full of vesta matches, and

a brown leather cigar-case containing two

cherootsâ��also two pounds fourteen shillings

in money. It was clear then that what

ever motives may have led to his death,

robber)- was not among them. As already

mentioned, there were no markings upon

the man's linen, which appeared to be new,

and no tailor's name upon his coat. In

appearance he was young, short, smooth

cheeked, and delicately featured. One of his

"A BU

front teeth was conspicuously stopped with

gold.

On the discovery of the tragedy an exami

nation was instantly made of the tickets of

all passengers, and the number of the

passengers themselves was counted. It was

found that only three tickets were unac

counted for, corresponding to the three

travellers who were missing. The express

was then allowed to proceed, but a new guard

was sent with it, and John Palmer was

detained as a witness at Rugby. The carriage

which included the two compartments in

question was uncoupled and side-tracked.

Then, on the arrival of Inspector Vane,

of Scotland Yard, and of Mr. Hender

son, a detective in the service of the railway

company, an exhaustive inquiry was made

into all the circumstances.

That crime had been committed was cer

tain. The bullet, which appeared to have

come from a small pistol or revolver, had

been fired from some little distance, as there

was no scorching of the clothes. No weapon

was found in the compartment (which finally

disposed of the theory of suicide), nor was

there any sign of the brown leather bag

which the guard had seen in the hand of the

tall gentleman. A lady's parasol was found
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upon the rack, but no other trace was to

be seen of the travellers in either of the

sections. Apart from the crime, the question

of how or why three passengers (one of them

a lady) could get out of the train, and one

other get in during the unbroken run between

Willesden and Rugby, was one which excited

the utmost curiosity among the general public,

and gave rise to much speculation in the

London Press.

John Palmer, the guard, was able at the

inquest to give some evidence which threw a

little light upon the matter. There was

a spot between Tring and Cheddington,

according to his statement, where, on account

of some repairs to the line, the train had for

a few minutes slowed down to a pace not

exceeding eight or ten miles an hour. At

that place it might be possible for a man, or

even for an exceptionally active woman, to

have left the train without serious injury. It

was true that a gang of platelayers was there,

screen anyone who sprang out from the

observation of the navvies.

The guard also deposed that there was a

good deal of movement upon the platform at

Willesden Junction, and that though it was

certain that no one had either joined or left

the train there, it was still quite possible that

some of the passengers might have changed

unseen from one compartment to another.

It was by no means uncommon for a gentle

man to finish his cigar in a smoking carriage

and then to change to a clearer atmosphere.

Supposing that the man with the black beard

had done so at Willesden (and the half-smoked

cigar upon the floor seemed to favour the

supposition), he would naturally go into the

nearest section, which would bring him into

the company of the two other actors in this

drama. Thus the first stage of the affair

might be surmised without any great breach

of probability. But what the second stage

had been, or how the final one had been

" A GANG OF I'LATELAVERS WAS THERE."

and that they had seen nothing, but it was

their custom to stand in the middle between

the metals, and the open carriage door was

upon the far side, so that it was conceivable

that someone might have alighted unseen, as

the darkness would by that time be drawing

in. A steep embankment would instantly

arrived at, neither the guard nor the

experienced detective officers could suggest.

A careful examination of the line between

Willesden and Rugby resulted in one dis

covery which might or might not have a

bearing upon the tragedy. Near Tring, at

the very place where the train slowed down,
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there was found at the bottom of the embank

ment a small pocket Testament, very shabby

and worn. It was printed by the Bible Society

of London, and bore an ihscription : " From

John to Alice. Jan. 1310, 1856," upon the

fly-leaf. Underneath was written : " James.

July 4th, 1859," and beneath that again :

"Edward. Nov. ist, 1869," all the entries

being in the same handwriting. This was

the only clue, if it could be called a clue,

which the police obtained, and the coroner's

verdict of " Murder by a person or persons

unknown " was the unsatisfactory ending of

a singular case. Advertisement, rewards,

and inquiries proved equally fruitless, and

nothing could be found which was solid

enough to form the basis for a profitable

investigation.

It would be a mistake, however, to sup

pose that no theories were formed to account

for the facts. On the contrary, the Press,

both in England and in America, teemed with

suggestions and suppositions, most of which

were obviously absurd. The fact that the

watches were of American make, and some

peculiarities in connection with the gold

stopping of his front tooth, appeared to indi

cate that the deceased was a citizen of the

United States, though his linen, clothes, and

boots were undoubtedly of British manufac

ture. It was surmised, by some, that he was

concealed under the seat, and that, being

discovered, he was for some reason, possibly

because he had overheard their guilty

secrets, put to death by his fellow - pas

sengers. When coupled with generalities

as to the ferocity and cunning of anarchical

and other secret societies, this theory sounded

as plausible as any.

The fact that he should be without a ticket

would be consistent with the idea of conceal

ment, and it was well known that women

played a prominent part in the Nihilistic

propaganda. On the other hand, it was

clear, from the guard's statement, that the

man must have been hidden there before

the others arrived, and how unlikely the

coincidence that conspirators should stray

exactly into the very compartment in which

a spy was already concealed ! Besides, this

explanation ignored the man in the smoking

carriage, and gave no reason at all for his

simultaneous disappearance. The police had

little difficulty in showing that such a theory

would not cover the facts, but they were

unprepared in the absence of evidence to

advance any alternative explanation.

There was a letter in the Daily Gazette,

over the signature of a well-known criminal

investigator, which gave rise to considerable

discussion at the time. He had formed a

hypothesis which had at least ingenuity to

recommend it, and I cannot do better than

append it in his own words.

" Whatever may be the truth," said he, " it

must depend upon some bizarre and rare

combination of events, so we need have no

hesitation in postulating such events in our

explanation. In the absence of data we

must abandon the analytic or scientific

method of investigation, and must approach

it in the synthetic fashion. In a word,

instead of taking known events and deducing

from them what has occurred, we must build

up a fanciful explanation if it will only be

consistent with known events. We can then

test this explanation by any fresh facts which

may arise. If they all fit into their places,

the probability is that we are upon the right

track, and with each fresh fact this probability

increases in a geometrical progression until

the evidence becomes final and convincing.

" Now, there is one most remarkable and

suggestive fact which has not met with the

attention which it deserves. There is a

local train running through Harrow and

King's Langley, which is timed in si'ch a way

that the express must have overtaken it at or

about the period when it eased down its

speed to eight miles an hour on account of

the repairs of the line. The two trains would

at that time be tiavelling in the same

direction at a similar rate of speed and upon

parallel lines. It is within everyone's experi

ence how, under such circumstances, the occu

pant of each carriage can see very plainly the

passengers in the other carriages opposite to

him. The lamps of the express had been lit

at Willesden, so that each compartment was

brightly illuminated, and most visible to an

observer from outside.

" Now, the sequence of events as I re

construct them would be after this fashion.

This young man with the abnormal number

of watches was alone in the carriage of the

slow train. His ticket, with his papers and

gloves and other things, was, we will suppose,

on the seat beside him. He was probably an

American, and also probably a man of weak

intellect. The excessive wearing of jewellery

is an early symptom in some forms of mania.

" As he sat watching the carriages of the

express which were (on account of the state

of the line) going at the same pace as himself,

he suddenly saw some people in it whom he

knew. We will suppose for the sake of our

theory that these people were a woman whom

he loved and a man whom he hatedâ��and



THE ST8AND MAGAZINE.

who in return hated him. The young man

was excitable and impulsive. He opened

the door of his carriage, stepped from the

footboard of the local train to the footboard

of the express, opened the other door, and

made his way into the presence of these two

people. The feat (on the supposition that

the trains were going at the same pace) is by

no means so perilous as it might appear.

" Having now got our young man without

his ticket into the carriage in which the elder

man and the young woman are travelling, it

is not difficult to imagine that a violent scene

ensued. It is possible that the pair were

also Americans, which is the more probable

as the man carried a weaponâ��an unusual

thing in England. If our supposition of

incipient mania is correct, the young man is

likely to have assaulted the other. As the

upshot of the quarrel the elder man shot the

intruder, and then made his escape from

the carriage, taking the young lady with him.

We will suppose that all this happened very

rapidly, and that the train was still going at

so slow a pace that it was not difficult for

them to leave it. A woman might leave a

train going at eight miles an hour. As a

matter of fact, we know that this woman did

do so.

" And now we have to fit in the man in

the smoking carriage. Presuming that we

have, up to this point, reconstructed the

tragedy correctly, we shall find nothing in

this other man to cause us to reconsider our

conclusions. According to my theory, this

man saw the young fellow cross from one

train to the other, saw, him open the door,

heard the pistol-shot, saw the two fugitives

spring out on to the line, realized that

murder had been done, and sprang out him

self in pursuit. Why he has never been

heard of sinceâ��whether he met his own

death in the pursuit, or whether, as is more

likely, he was made to realize that it was not

a case for his interferenceâ��is a detail which

we have at present no means of explaining.

I acknowledge that there are some difficulties

in the way. At first sight, it might seem

improbable that at such a moment a

murderer would burden himself in his flight

with a brown leather bag. My answer is that

he was well aware that if the bag were found

his identity would be established. It was

absolutely necessary for him to take it with

him. My theory stands or falls upon one

point, and I call upon the railway company

to make strict inquiry as to whether a ticket

was found unclaimed in the local train

through Harrow and King's l^angley upon

the 18th of March. If such a ticket were found

my case is proved. If not, my theory may

still be the correct one, for it is conceivable

either that he travelled without a ticket or

that his ticket was lost."

To this elaborate and plausible hypothesis

the answer of the police and of the com

pany was, first, that no such ticket was

found ; secondly, that the slow train

would never run parallel to the express;

and, thirdly, that the local train had been

stationary in King's Langley Station when

the express, going at fifty miles an hour, had

flashed past it. So perished the only satis

fying explanation, and five years have elapsed

without supplying a new one. Now, at last,

there comes a statement which covers all the

facts, and which must be regarded as

authentic. It took the shape of a letter

dated from New York, and addressed to the

same criminal investigator whose theory I

have quoted. It is given here in extenso,

with the exception of the two opening

paragraphs, which are personal in their

nature :â��

" You'll excuse me if I am not very free

with names. There's less reason now than

there was five years ago when mother was

still living. But for all that, I had rather

cover up our tracks all I can. But I owe

you an explanation, for if your idea of it was

wrong, it was a mighty ingenious one all the

same. I'll have to go back a little so as you

may understand all about it.

" My people came from Bucks, England,

and emigrated to the States in the early fifties.

They settled in Rochester, in the State of

New York, where my father ran a large dry

goods store. There were only two sons :

myself, James, and my brother, Edward. I

was ten years older than my brother, and

after my father died I sort of took the place

of a father to him, as an elder brother would.

He was a bright, spirited boy, and just one of

the most beautiful creatures that ever lived.

But there was always a soft spot in him, and

it was like mold in cheese, for it spread and

spread, and nothing that you could do would

stop it. Mother saw it just as clearly as I

did, but she went on spoiling him all the

same, for he had such a way with him that

you could refuse him nothing. I did all I

could to hold him in, and he hated me for

my pains.

" At last he fairly got his head, and nothing

that we could do would stop him. He got

off into New York,and went rapidly from bad

to worse. At first he was only fast, and then

he was criminal ; and then, at the end of a year
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or two, he was one of the most notorious

young crooks in the city. He had formed a

friendship with Sparrow MacCoy, who was at

the head of his profession as a bunco-steerer,

green-goodsman, and general rascal. They

took to card-sharping, and frequented some

of the best hotels in New York. My brother

was an excellent actor (he might have made

an honest name

for himself if he

had chosen), and

he would take the

parts of a young

Englishman of

title, of a simple

lad from the West,

or of a college

un dergraduate,

whichever suited

Sparrow MacCoy's

purpose. And

then one day he

dressed himself as

a girl, and he

carried it off so

well, and made

himself such a

valuable decoy,

that it was their

favorite game

afterwards. They

had made it right

with Tammany

and with the

police, so it

seemed as if noth

ing could ever

stop them, for

those were in the

days before the

Lexow Commis

sion, and if you

only had a pull,

you could do

pretty nearly anything you wanted.

would not do that. I made him understand,

however, that our mother's heart was being

broken in any case, and that I had set firm

on the point that I would rather see him in

a Rochester gaol than in a New York hotel.

So at last he gave in, and he made me a

solemn promise that he would sec Sparrow

MacCoy no more, that he would go to Europe,

and that he would

turn his hand to

j any honest trade

" HE FORMED A FRIENDSHIP WITH SPARROW MACCOY."

"And nothing would have stopped them

if they had only stuck to cards and New

York, but they must needs come up Rochester

way, and forge a name upon a check.

It was my brother that did it, though every

one knew that it was under the influence

of Sparrow MacCoy. I bought up that

check, and a pretty sum it cost me. Then

I went to my brother, laid it before him on

the table, and swore to him that I would

prosecute if he did not clear out of the

country. At first he simply laughed. I

could not prosecute, he said, without break

ing our mother's heart, and he knew that I

that I helped him

to get. I took him

down right away

to an old family

friend, Joe Will-

son, who is an ex

porter of American

watches and

clocks, and I got

him to give

Edward an agency

in London, with a

small salary and a

5 per cent, com

mission on all

business. His

manner and ap

pearance were so

good that he won

the old man over

at once, and with

in a week he was

sent off to London

with a case full of

samples.

" It seemed to

me that this busi

ness of the check

had really given

my brother a fright,

and that there

was some chance

of his settling

down into an honest line of life. My mother

had spoken with him, and what she said had

touched him, for she had always been the

best of mothers to him, and he had been the

great sorrow of her life. But I knew that

this man Sparrow MacCoy had a great

influence over Edward, and my chance

of keeping the lad straight lay in breaking

the connection between them. I had a

friend in the New York detective force, and

through him I kept a watch upon MacCoy.

When within a fortnight of my brother's

sailing I heard that MacCoy had taken a

berth in the Etruria, I was as certain as if

he had told me that he was going over to
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England for the purpose of coaxing Edward

back again into the ways that he had left.

In an instant I had resolved to go also, and

to put my influence against MacCoy's. I

knew it was a losing fight, but I thought, and

my mother thought, that it was my duty.

We passed the last night together in prayer

for my success, and she gave me her own

Testament that my father had given her on

the day of their marriage in the Old Country,

so that I might always wear it next my heart.

"' Who is it, anyway ?' asked one of

the dudes.

" ' He's Sparrow MacCoy, the most notori

ous card-sharper in the States.'

" Up he jumped with a bottle in his hand,

but he remembered that he was under the

flag of the effete Old Country, where law and

order run, and Tammany has no pull. Gaol

and the gallows wait for violence and murder,

and there's no slipping out by the back door

on board an ocean liner.

" UP HE JUMPED WITH A BOTTLE IN HIS HAND."

" I was a fellow-traveller, on the steamship,

with Sparrow MacCoy, and at least I had

the satisfaction of spoiling his little game for

the voyage. The very first night I went into

the smoking-room, and found him at the

head of a card table, with half-a-do/en young

fellows who were carrying their full purses

and their empty skulls over to Europe. He

was settling down for his harvest, and a rich

one it would have been. But I soon changed

all that.

"'Gentlemen,' said I, 'are you aware

whom you are playing with ?'

"'What's that to you? You mind your

own business!' said he, with an oath.

" ' Prove your words, you !' said he.

" ' I will!' said I. ' If* you will turn up

your right shirt-sleeve to the shoulder, I will

either prove my words or I will eat them.'

" He turned white and said not a word.

You see, I knew something of his ways, and

I was aware that part of the mechanism

which he and all such sharpers use consists

of an elastic down the arm with a clip just

above the wrist. Is is by means of this clip

that they withdraw from their hands the

cards which they do not want, while they

substitute other cards from another hiding-

place. I reckoned on it being there, and it

was. He cursed me, slunk out of the saloon,
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and was hardly seen again during the voyage.

For once, at any rate, I got level with Mister

Sparrow MacCoy.

" But he soon had his revenge upon me,

for when it came to influencing my brother

he outweighed me every time. Edward had

kept himself straight in London for the first

few weeks, and had done some business with

his American watches, until this villain came

across his path once more. I did my best,

but the best was little enough. The next

thing I heard there had been a scandal at

one of the Northumberland Avenue hotels : a

traveller had been fleeced of a large sum by

two confederate card-sharpers, and the matter

was in the hands of Scotland Yard. The

first I learned of it was in the evening paper,

and I was at once certain that my brother and

MacCoy were back at their old games. I

hurried at once to Edward's lodgings. They

told me that he and a tall gentleman

(whom I recognised as MacCoy) had gone

off together, and that he had left the lodgings

and taken his things with him. The land

lady had heard them give several directions

to the cabman, ending with Euston Station,

and she had accidentally overheard the tall

gentleman saying something about Man

chester. She believed that that was their

destination.

" A glance at the time-table showed me

that the most likely train was at five, though

there was another at 4.35 which they might

have caught. I had only time to get the later

one, but found no sign of them either at the

depot or in the train. They must have gone

on by the earlier one, so I determined to

follow them to Manchester and search for

them in the hotels there. One last appeal

to my brother by all that he owed to my

mother might even now be the salvation of

him. My nerves were overstrung, and I lit

a cigar to steady them. At that moment,

just as the train was moving off, the door of

my compartment was flung open, and there

were MacCoy and my brother on the plat

form.

"They were both disguised, and with good

reason, for they knew that the London police

were after them. MacCoy had a great astra

khan collar drawn up, so that only his eyes

and nose were showing. My brother was

dressed like a woman, with a black veil half

down his face, but of course it did not deceive

me for an instant, nor would it have done so

even if I had not known that he had often

used such a dress before. I started up, and

as I did so MacCoy recognised me. He said

something, the conductor slammed the door,
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and they were shown into the next compart

ment. I tried to stop the train so as to

follow them, but the wheels were already

moving, and it was too late.

"When we stopped at Willesden, I

instantly changed my carriage. It appears

that I was not seen to do so, which is not

surprising, as the station was crowded with

people. MacCoy, of course, was expecting

me, and he had spent the time between

Euston and Willesden in saying all he could

to harden my brother's heart and set him

against me. That is what I fancy, for I had

never found him so impossible to soften or

to move. I tried this way and I tried that;

I pictured his future in an English gaol; I

described the sorrow of his mother when

I came back with the news; I said everything

to touch his heart, but all to no purpose.

He sat there with a fixed sneer upon his

handsome face, while every now and then

Sparrow MacCoy would throw in a taunt at

me, or some word of encouragement to hold

my brother to his resolutions.

" ' Why don't you run a Sunday-school ?' he

would say to me, and then, in the same breath :

' He thinks you have no will of your own.

He thinks you are just the baby brother and

that he can lead you where he likes. He's

only just finding out that you are a man as

well as he.'

" It was those words of his which set me

talking bitterly. We had left Willesden, you

understand, for all this took some time. My

temper got the better of me, and for the first

time in my life I let my brother see the rough

side of me. Perhaps it would have been

better had I done so earlier and more

often.

" ' A man !' said I. ' Well, I'm glad to

have your friend's assurance of it, for no one

would suspect it to see you like a boarding-

school missy. I don't suppose in all this

country there is a more contemptible-looking

creature than you are as you sit there with

that Dolly pinafore upon you." He coloured

up at that, for he was a vain man, and he

winced from ridicule.

" ' It's only a dust-cloak,' said he, and he

slipped it off. ' One has to throw the

coppers off one's scent, and I had no other

way to do it.' He took his toque off with

the veil attached, and he put both it and the

cloak into his brown bag. ' Anyway, I don't

need to wear it until the conductor conies

round,' said he.

"'Nor then, either,' said I, and taking

the bag I slung it with all my force out of

the window. ' Now,1 said I, ' you'll never
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make a Mary Jane of yourself while I can

help it. If nothing but that disguise stands

between you and a gaol, then to gaol you

shall go.'

" That was the way to manage him. I

felt my advantage at once. His supple

nature was one which yielded to roughness

far more readily than to entreaty. He

flushed with shame, and his eyes filled with

tears. But MacCoy saw my advantage also,

and was determined that I should not pursue

it.

" ' He's my pard, and you shall not bully

him,' he cried.

" ' He's my brother, and you shall not ruin

him,' said I. 'I believe a spell of prison is

the very best way of keeping you apart, and

you shall have it, or it will be no fault of

mine.'

" ' Oh, you would squeal, would you ? ' he

but his anger against me and my resentment

towards him had both for the moment been

swallowed up in this sudden tragedy. It was

he who first realized the situation. The train

was for some reason going very slowly at the

moment, and he saw his opportunity for

escape. In an instant he had the door open,

but I was as quick as he, and jumping upon

him the two of us fell off the foot-board and

rolled in each other's arms down a steep em

bankment. At the bottom I struck my head

against a stone, and I remembered nothing

more. When I came to myself I was lying

among some low bushes, not far from the

railroad track, and somebody was bathing my

head with a' wet handkerchief. It was

Sparrow MacCoy.

" ' I guess I couldn't leave you,' said he.

' I didn't want to have the blood of two of

you on my hands in one day. You loved

"*l GUESS I COULDN'T LKAVK YOU,' SAID UK."

cried, and in an instant he whipped out his

revolver. I sprang for his hand, but saw

that I was too late, and jumped aside. At

the same instant he fired, and the bullet

which would have struck me passed through

the heart of my unfortunate brother.

" He dropped without a groan upon the

floor of the compartment, and MacCoy and I,

equally horrified, knelt at each side of him,

trying to bring back some signs of life. Mac-

Coy still held the loaded revolver in his hand,

your brother, I've no doubt; but you didn't

love him a cent more than I loved him,

though you'll say that I took a queer way to

show it. Anyhow, it seems a mighty empty

world now that he is gone, and I don't care

a continental whether you give me over to

the hangman or not.'

" He had turned his ankle in the fall, and

there we sat, he with his useless foot, and I

with my throbbing head, and we talked and

talked until gradually my bitterness began to
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soften and to turn into something like

sympathy. What was the use of revenging his

death upon a mail who was as much stricken by

that death as I was ? And then, as my wits

gradually returned, I began to realize also

that I could do nothing against MacCoy

which would not recoil upon my mother and

myself. How could we convict him without

a full account of my brother's career being

made publicâ��the very thing which of all

others we had to avoid ? It was really as

much our interest as his to cover the

matter up, and from being an avenger

of crime I found myself changed to a con

spirator against Justice. The place in which

we found ourselves was one of those pheasant

preserves which are so common in the Old

Country, and as we groped our way through it

I found myself consulting the slayer of my

brother as to how far it would be possible to

hush it up.

" I soon realized from what he said that

unless there were some papers of which we

knew nothing in my brother's pockets, there

was really no possible means by which the

police could identify him or learn how he had

got there. His ticket was in MacCoy's pocket,

and so was the ticket for some baggage

which they had left at the depot. Like

most Americans, he had found it cheaper and

easier to buy an outfit in London than to bring

one from New York, so that all his linen and

clothes were new and unmarked. The bag,

containing the dust cloak, which I had

thrown out of the window, may have fallen

among some bramble patch where it is still

concealed, or may have been carried off by

some tramp, or may have come into the

possession of the police, who kept the

incident to themselves. Anyhow, I have

seen nothing about it in the London papers.

As to the watches, they were a selection from

those which had been intrusted to him for

business purposes. It may have been for the

same business purposes that he was taking

them to Manchester, butâ��well, it's too late

to enter into that.

" I don't blame the police for being at

fault. I don't see how it could have been

otherwise. There was just one little clew that

they might have followed up, but it was a

small one. I mean that small circular mirror

which was found in my brother's pocket. It

isn't a very common thing for a young man

to carry about with him, is it ? But a

gambler might have told you what such a

mirror may mean to a card-sharper. If you

sit back a little from the table, and lay the

mirror, face upwards, upon your lap, you can

see, as you deal, every card that you

give to your adversary. It is not hard to

say whether you see a man or raise him

when you know his cards as well as your

own. It was as much a part of a sharper's

outfit as the elastic clip upon Sparrow

MacCoy's arm. Taking that, in connection

with the recent frauds at the hotels, the police

might have got hold of one end of the string.

" I don't think there is much more for me

to explain. We got to a village called

Amersham that night in the character of two

gentlemen upon a walking tour, and after

wards we made our way quietly to London,

whence MacCoy went on to Cairo and I

returned to New York. My mother died six

months afterwards, and I am glad to say that

to the day of her death she never knew what

had happened. She was always under the

delusion that Edward was earning an honest

living in London, and I never had the heart

to tell her the truth. He never wrote; but,

then, he never did write at any time, so that

made no difference. His name was the last

upon her lips.

" There's just one other thing that I have

to ask you, sir, and I should take it as a kind

return for all this explanation, if you could

do it for me. You remember that Testament

that was picked up. I always carried it in

my inside pocket, and it must have come out

in my fall. I value it very highly, for it was

the family book with my birth and my

brother's marked by my father in the begin

ning of it. I wish you would apply at the

proper place and have it sent to me. It can

be of no possible value to anyone else. If

you address it to X, Bassano's Library, Broad

way, New York, it is sure to come to hand."



A Curious Cure.
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ROTESQUE as it may ap

pear, it is good physic for

me" concluded my friend,

" and I am going back for a

third dose this summer. Will

you come ? "

Experiment and companionship were alike

attractive ; I was said to need a holiday;

there was a justifying balance at the bank.

" I will!" I cried, and I did; and this is the

story of our doings.

Husbands and wives, we were a party of

four. For ten pounds odd per head we were

carried, second-class, and in some forty-eight

hours, through Paris. Zurich, Innsbruck, and

Toblach to Villach. Thence, a few shillings

and a few more hours of train brought us to

the village of Veldes, Oberkrain, Austria, the

scene of the experimentâ��nearly a thousand

miles from home, barely a hundred from

the Adriatic, and remote enough from the

conventionalities of civilization to warrant

the strange life we were about to lead.

Veldes, scattered about an idyllic lake, lies

some thousand feet above sea, amid the

easternmost undulations of the Julian Alps.

Away in the west rises the lofty dolomitic

mass of the Triglau, and from north to east,

within easy walking distance, runs the range

of the rugged Karawanken. A brown river

brawls through the valley; tufts of the

fragrant wild cyclamen scent the woods;

picturesque white villages, set amidst orchards

and maize - fields, and teeming with un

intelligible peasant children, are dotted about

the lower slopes of the hills ; beyond stretches

for miles the solitude of juniper bush and

pine forest.

The clear, dry

atmosphere, some

supposed virtue in

the water, and the

general charm of

the surroundings

bring, each sum

mer, many a jaded

Viennese to

Veldes in search

of sun and air as

ordinarily pre

scribed. But ours

was a different

quest. The first

-and every sub

sequentâ��night of our stay, for instance,

we spent upon the edge of the lake, within

a few feet of the water, in a couple of rough

wooden huts without frontsâ��with some

forebodings, it must be confessed, although

it was in August; but, as we afterwards

found, with only good effects.

We had come for a month as the paying

guests, amongst a hundred others, of a man

who for thirty years past has been preaching

â�� not altogether in the wilderness â�� the

healing power of light, sun, and air, applied

to the body of man as God made it. The

tailor's art, he insists, is anti-hygienic, a source

of moral and physical degradation. There

may be occasions for simple covering, but

there are equally, in the interests., of whole-

someness and vitality, occasions for absence

of clothing.

In accordance with the rules of the

game, therefore, we rose every morning

soon after five, and having walked, my

friend and I, to the Hill of Men, our

wives to the Hill of Women, in the

scantiest clothing consistent with what is

called decency, we forthwith spent the

early hours wandering or reclining in sun or

shadow, jumping, digging, or reading, accord

ing to temperament, and breakfasting on the

milk, bread, and honey we had brought

with us from the hut. The humours

of the situation we may leave to the ready

imaginationâ��they will appeal to every

body ; the delightsâ��though our tastes will

be called in questionâ��we can vouch for out

of our own experience; the advantages,

which will be obvious probably to nobody,
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OUR AIR-HUT AT THE WATERS EDGE.

shall be set forth by the " Doctor," our host,

in his own wordsâ��put into English some

twenty years ago, and still unretracted :â��â�¢

" There is no life without air: no health

without light ... we not only breathe

through our lungs, but through our skin,

which contains millions of minute blood

vessels thirsting for oxygen, and millions of

nerves thirsting for light. Where there is

blood there ought to be air; where there are

nerves there ought to be light. . . . The light

of the sun favours the change of matter; in

other words, the

process of life. . . .

Another beneficial

influence of the

air-bath lies in the

constant changes

of sunlight and

shade, heat and

cold of the atmos

phere, by which

the skin is stimu

latedâ��a stimulus

that does not

remain confined to

the surface of the

body, but is ex

tended, through

the nerves, to the

remotest internal

organs. . . . Thus,

in opposition to

the common allo

pathic system

which makes the

stomach the scape

goat of its efforts, the physico-

hydriatic system effects its cures

principally through the skin.

Leaving the internal organs un

disturbed, and allowing them to

perform their functions in peace,

or to repair damages themselves

without any direct stimulus on the

part of the physician, the alternate

application of heat and cold on

the surface of the body produces

a powerful effect, not only on the

skin, but through the skin upon

the whole organism in its remotest

parts. Millions of peripheral

nerves propagate the impressions

received to the nervous centres

and the vital organs ; millions of

capillary vessels discharge the

effete matter with which they are

loaded through the pores of the

skin, and carry the oxygenated

blood to the interior of the body. No

poisonous drugs are required to call forth

a healthy reaction. The vitality of every

molecule is raised, the strength of the indi

vidual increased."

After our strange air-bath on the top of

the hill, we used to walk back, clothed, to

another strange bath at the bottom, where,

for the best part of an hour, we lay out on a

slanting roof bare, save for our heads, to

the full blaze of the sun. Then, for twenty

minutes by the clock, we were swathed tight
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in our blankets, and then taken indoors,

plunged into a tub of tepid water, and

massaged by expert attendants. By the time

we got back on our bareâ��and not infre

quently tenderâ��feet to the huts, we were

quite ready for the simple vegetarian mid-day

meal that awaited us under the huge

common dining-roof.

"The chief object of the light and air

bath," to quote for the last time, " is the

invigoration of the nervous system of the

whole organism, while the chief object of the

sun-bath is the purification of the blood. . . .

The direct effects of the sun upon the skin

are remarkable: the skin is reddened and

raised, the capillaries are swelled up, readily

yield the effete matter with which they are

loaded, and greedily imbibe the oxygen of

the surrounding air, the peripheric circulation

becomes much improved, stagnations are

resolved, rheumatic pains relieved, and the

change of matter

accelerated. . . .

It is through the

complete removal

of the waste pec

cant matter and

the invigoration of

the nervous

system that har

mony in the func-

tions of the

organism is re

stored, the body

as it were rejuven

ated. But no

rejuvenation can

take place without

the assistance of

air, light, water,

proper diet, and

exercise. We can

not buy health in

the apothecary's

shop."

The virtue of

strenuous laziness

during the healing

time being also

sternly inculcated

by the healer, the

afternoon generally

opened with deli

cious sleep, fol

lowed, at the

option of the

individual, by

either a modified

repetition of the

morning's airing and sunning, or by a lazy

stroll with camera or book. Soon after six

the evening meal of soup, vegetables, and

sweets was over, and by nine â�� coffee,

tobacco, and chatter having achieved their

purpose â�� we were generally sleeping our

Adamic sleep. On the nights when, for the

purposes of the cure, the body, or some part

of it, was " packed " in a cold water bandage,

dreaming was sometimes delayed; but if that

particular part of the treatment was distaste

ful, you were a free man as soon as the

attendant's back was turned.

Though the " Doctor's " fees are based

upon sound commercial principles â�� the

inclusive charge per month ranging from

.Â£12 to ^15â��he has absolute belief in his

own seriousness. And his numerous patients

for the most part take him seriously, though

in varying degrees. The consumptive, for

instance, who has been to him for fifteen

ON THE HILL OK MENâ��GYMNASTICS.
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successive summers

and is still alive, takes

him most seriously;

my friend, who is

returning for the fifth

time this summer,

because he finds he

weathers the winter

after a month in

Yeldes better than

after a month any

where else, takes

him more (or less)

seriously; while I,

who have been twice

and still would goâ��

partly for the rents it

patches in the body,

A GRIM JOKE.

chiefly for the

rents it tears in

the commonplace

â�� can hardly be

said, I suppose, to

take him not

seriously.

Two questions

will occur to every

reader: How often

does it rain, and

how far off is the

nearest medical

man with the

IN THE SUN-BATH.

orthodox qualifications ? We

have never recorded, or seen

recorded, either the depth or

the frequency of the rainfall, so

we can only give the general

impression formed by our own

experiencesâ��that rain is apt to

fall in Veldes as elsewhere, but

that it does not spoil upon an

average more than one day a

week. Indeed, " spoil" is scarcely

the word, inasmuch as soft, warm

rain upon the naked body is an

added delight, and a bath of

steam instead of sun an added

experience. We have, it is true,

been sometimes kept indoorsâ��if

indoors it can be calledâ��by heavy

cold rains, or terrific thunder

storms, but even they have had

their compensations.
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The nearest qualified doctor is to be found

in the institution itself, to which, by order of

the Austrian Government, he is attached as

responsible medical officer. Any, then, who

will trust the qualifications of other lands

need have no fear. But it should be said

that the nursing staff, like everything else,

is rough and primitive, and that delicate

people accustomed to gentle-handed attention

should, if inclined to make the venture, take

with them their

own attendant

and â�� pace the

" Doctor " â�� their

own medicine-

chest.

I am not in

league with this

arch-heretic, so do

not recommend

all sorts and con

ditions of sick

men and women

to exchange physic

for nakedness.

But I am sure no

man whose fleshly

ills go no deeper

than rry own could

fail to profit by

making the experi

ment. Nor need

there be any fear

of boredom. The

lake is good for swimming and boating, and

for such as love them there are cycles, and

tennis courts, and music gardens. For my

self, when I tired of book or friend, medita

tion upon the strangeness and significance of

my doings afforded a sufficient distraction.

The body is still too often confounded with

the flesh, and it is a stimulating experience to

assist, even in so small a measure as at

Veldes, in its spiritualization.

THE ISLANDâ��VELD!



EW objects on this earth are

more beautiful than a Consular

Kawass. His wages may be

small, but that is more than

compensated for by the gor-

geousness of his clothes. His

outer garment unites the merits of an Inver

ness coat, a lady's cloak, an Arab abbaye

and an Ulster. Sometimes it is short, and

comes only to his waist; often it is long,

reaching down to his heels. It is wonderfully

embroidered with threads of silver and of

gold, and also threads of silk, coloured green,

crimson, yellow, blue, and purple. There

are wings attached to this garment at the

shoulders, which give the Kawass the ap

pearance of a huge bird of tropical climes as

he hurries down a Turkish street; and as if

this were not enough glory, there is worked

on his back the coat-of-arms of the country

he represents. The emblems of some coun

tries suit the back of a Kawass better than

the devices of others. There is Austria, for

instance, whose double-headed black eagle

stands out strongly in contrast with the

rainbow splendour of the coat, and an eagle's

head standing out on each shoulder-blade

makes the balance perfect.

When the Consul drives abroad in his

carriage, the Kawass mounts upon the seat

with the coachman, and has his hands

crossed over the hilt of a broad, semi-circular
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scimitar : that new-moon-shaped sword which

we see the executioner in Eastern pictures

wiping on the tail of his coat, after he has

rolled off a few heads on the pavement. As

the Kawass usually has great, sweeping black

moustaches, the addition of the sword gives

him an appearance of great bloodthirstiness,

which is most impressive. As a matter of

fact, however, he is a harmless individual,

who runs errands for the Consul, and

conducts tourists to mosques and places of

that sort, accepting with thankfulness a

small gift in recognition of his services.

Mr. Turner's Kawass knocked at the door

of the Consular room, and on being told to

enter, displayed to the Consul a face labouring

under some powerful agitation.

" Well, what is it ? " asked Consul Turner.

" Excellency, the man who disappeared

has come back."

" What man who disappeared. Selim ? "

"The cold-water man, Excellency."

"Oh, McSimmins? He didn't disappear;

he went home, you remember. He sent his

papers to me about a month ago, with a

request for a permit to leave the country,

which was quite unnecessary. You brought

me the papers, and I gave them back to you."

" So he has returned, has he ? What does

he want ? "

" Yes, Excellency," said the Kawass,

nervously.

â�¢, in the United States of America.
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" Yes, Excellency ; and he demands to see

you, but I thought it better not to let him in."

"Why, Selim?"

" I think he is insane, Excellency.'

" Oh, that is nothing new. I thought it

from the first."

" He is here, Excellency, in a Turkish

Pasha's uniform, and he will not go away.

Then he acted very strangely, and it may

not be safe to let him in."

" Oh, nonsense ! Let him come in.

McSimmins wouldn't hurt anybody."

The Kawass departed with evident

reluctance, and shortly after an extra

ordinary figure presented itself to the

Consul's view. He wore the costume

of a Turkish Pasha, and had stuck

on his head a red fez with a long

silken tassel. He came in, stepping

with gingerly caution, as if walking

on thin ice. He held his open hands

tremblingly before him, as if antici

pating a fall, and his head bobbed

about in an erratic manner that

threatened to dislodge the tnrbush

he wore, and kept the silken tassel

swaying to and fro.

" Iâ��Iâ��Iâ��I'm afraid," he said,

with a stammer, " that you won't

recognise me, Mr. Turner."

" Oh, yes, I do," replied the Consul.

"You are Mr. McSimmins, who came

over here to convert the Turk by

means of a daily bath, quite ignoring

my suggestion that the Turk already

performed his ablutions five

times a day."

" Ah, yes, Consul, quite true,

quite true; but only his hands

and feet, and I still hold that if

you submerge the Turk once a

day, he would prove a different

man."

"Well," said the Consul, "I

have often thought that if the

whole country were submerged

minutes it would be, on

improvement; still, that is an

must not be mentioned outside the Consular

residence. But, as I suggested to you

before, if cleanliness were your object, the

Turkish bath is not altogether unknown

even in our own country, and is supposed

to be reasonably efficient."

for

" Yes, I remember you did," began the

Consul, but he was interrupted by McSimmins

suddenly precipitating himself on the floor,

and clutching wildly at the carpet. The

Consul sprang to his feet with an exclamation

of dismay.

" It's all right," cried McSimmins ; "don't

be alarmed. The room is spinning round,

but it will steady down in a minute ; then I'll

IT*S ALL RIGHT,' CKIEU MCSIMMINS; 'DON'T DE ALARMED.1'

twenty

the whole, an

opinion that

get up. Just wait till things come to a stand

still again."

" It is warm and enervating," said

McSimmins, speaking with stuttering hesi

tation, which seemed to show that his theory

was not perfectly grounded. " I advocate

cold water, you know."

Presently the grovelling man rose to his

knees, and then, tremulously, to his feet.

"You will excuse me if-1 sit down?" he

asked.

" Certainly," said the Consul, also seating

himself. " What is the trouble- St. Vitus's

dance, or anything of that kind ? "

" Something of that kind," echoed the

visitor. " I don't really know what the

trouble is, but I'll tell you what it feels like.

It feels as if my brain had become loosened

from the inside of my skull, like a ripe kernel
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in a nut; then if I walk hurriedly it turns

over, and the whole world turns with it, and

I have to get down on my hands and knees

and shake my head till my brain gets right-

side up again. Do I make myself clear ? "

" Oh, perfectly clear," said the Consul,

edging his chair back a little. " Will you

excuse me, Mr. McSimmins, while I call in

my Kawass ? I have some business for him

to do, and you can tell your story with perfect

freedom in his presence, for I make a

confidant of him anyhow/' and the Consul

reached his hand towards the bell.

McSimmins smiled grimly.

" You needn't be afraid, Consul; I am not

going to touch you. Of course, no man

makes a confidant of his Kawass, and you

think now that I am crazy. I don't blame

you at all, and if you are really afraid of me,

draw your chair near the door, and I'll stay

over in the remotest corner of the room ; but

I would like you to listen to what I have to

say, officiallyâ��that is what you are here for,

you know."

" Oh, I am not afraid at all," replied the

Consul, thinking it, however, worth while to

add, " I never think myself in danger, because

I keep my loaded revolver in the drawer

here before me," saying which he took the

weapon out and placed it on his table.

" A most sensible precaution," rejoined

McSimmins, nodding his head. The nodding

seemed to be unfortunate, for he paused

breathlessly, put his two open palms up to

the side of his face, gave his head a few jerks,

this way and that, and then murmured, with

a sigh of contentment : "That's all right."

The Consul thought it well to ignore the

re-turning of the brain, which was evidently

taking place under McSimmins's manipula

tion, and so he said, as if nothing extra

ordinary had happened:â��

"\Vhendicl you return, Mr. McSimmins?"

" Return ; from where ? ''

" You sailed for home about a month ago."

" Oh, no, I didn't!" corrected the visitor.

" Well, you sent your papers here, and

asked for a permit to leave the country, and

1 wrote a note to you saying that a permit

was not necessary, and not hearing from you

again, I took it for granted that you had

sailed."

" Ah, I see," mused McSimmine, about to

nod again, which motion he suddenly stopped

by putting his hand to his forehead. " I have

never left Turkey ; in truth, I have been the

guest of Zimri Pasha for the last month."

" Really !" said the Consul. " Well, the

Pasha is a most excellent man, and I wish

there were more officials like him. He told

me he took a great interest in your cold-

water scheme, and was doing his best to help

you, and seemed surprised to hear that 1

didn't take much interest in it myself."

" Yes, I think I converted him," said

McSimmins, " but only this afternoon.

About a month ago he sent a messenger to

me asking me to bring my papers to him, and

added that he would be glad to learn some

thing further of the scheme I had in hand, as

he was inclined to believe in it, and wished

for more information."

"That's what he told me," remarked the

Consul, " and lie expressed his regret at your

early departure."

" Very well. I called on him at the hour

named, which was after dark. You know the

Pasha's house, perhaps, Consul ? "

" Yes, I have visited him somewhat fre

quently. He is, as I have said, the most

intelligent Turkish official I have yet met,

and seems to have a sincere desire to elevate

the people."

"That describes him exactly," agreed

McSimmins. " He delights in the elevation

of the people, and is very successful at it,

too."

" I shouldn't go so far as to say that,''

demurred the Consul. " I have never

observed any practical results from his

endeavours in that line.'

" Ah, there you do him wrong," pleaded

McSimmins, earnestly. " You see, I know

the Pasha better than you do, for I have

been his guest for a month. But to go on

with my story. On entering, I was led past

the semi-public room in which the Pasha

transacts his business, taken across the first

court, in which the palm trees grow, into a

smaller room beyondâ��a room along the

three sides of which were divans covered

with rich Oriental rugs ; and here, asking

me to be seated, the attendant disappeared

between the heavy curtains which hung over

the doorwny. Presently that obsequious

secretary of the Pasha came in, followed

by a servant bearing a tray on which

were two tiny cups of coffee. The

secretary saluted me with that grovelling

deference of which he is the cringing master,

and asked me to lie good enough to give

him all my papers, so that the Pasha might

scrutinize them. The Pasha, he added,

would have pleasure in meeting me socially

after the business was transacted. I had my

passport, teskary, and the document giving

me the right of domicile, in a blue envelope

reposing in my inside pocket, and this
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envelope I handed to the secretary. He

then bade me, in his master's name, regale

myself with the coffee, which I did. I

imagine the coffee was drugged, for shortly

after taking it 1 became sleepy, and re

membered no more until I found

myself securely pinioned in the

Court of the Great Fountain.

Have you seen the Court of the

Great Fountain ? "

" No," . replied the Consul ;

" I have never been admitted

further into the residence of

the Pasha than the Court of the

Palms."

"The Pasha's house is an

enormous conglomeration of

buildings, somewhat resembling

a stone-walled city. Beautiful

as the Court of Palms is, it

does not compare with the

magnificence of the Court of

the Great Fountain. The pave

ment is a mosaic of various

coloured marble ; all the rest is

of the purest white. Arabic

arches are supported by very

slender, glistening pillars, which

seemed to me to be made of

onyx, or some rare white stone.

The arches themselves are of

marble, looking like carved

virgin snow ; these form a broad,

cool veranda that completely

surrounds the court. The floor

of the veranda is elevated

perhaps six inches above the

tessellated pavement, and is

almost covered with rich Persian rugs.

But the striking feature of the court is

the fountain. The water, I imagine, is

obtained from some stream or lake in the

neighbouring mountains, and the fountain

consists of one huge jet as thick as a man's

thigh, which shoots straight up into the

air like a liquid palm tree. It falls back

musically into a deep, broad pond, which is

bordered by a heavy coping of marble. The

convolutions of this coping form a margin to

this pond that is ama/ingly irregular, and, the

Pasha told me, spells out in Arabic his

favourite text from the Koran."

" What an excellent idea," interrupted the

Consul.

" Isn't it ? " agreed his visitor. " Perhaps

I didn't appreciate it at the moment as much

as I should have done, for I found myself in

a most cramped and uncomfortable position.

A stout stick had been thrust under my

knees, and my arms had been drawn under

the projecting ends of this stick, until the

elbow-joints permitted them to bend up

against my breast. My wrists were strapped

together, and the straps fastened in some

"AN UNCOMKOKTAHLK POSITION."

way behind my back. My ankles were

united by fetters, and I lay thus in a helpless

heap like a trussed fowl. The Pasha sat

cross-legged on a pile of rugs and pillows

under the veranda, peacefully smoking a

water pipe, whose hubble-bubble was drowned

by the musical plashing of the great fountain.

He sipped now and then some coffee

from a little cup on a table by his side, and

regarded me placidly with that serene, con

templative ga/.e which you may have noticed

in his dreamy eyes when he is inclined to

converse on philosophic subjects. Standing

near him were four stalwart Nubians, black

as ebony, whose tongues the Pasha afterwards

informed me he had been compelled to order

to be removed, as irresponsible gossip among

his menials was irksome to him.

" After a time the Pasha was good enough

to address me. He expressed in choice

phrase his pleasure at seeing me a guest



THE PASHA'S PRISONER.

S3

under his humble roof, although at the

moment the roof above me was the sky,

besprinkled with brilliant stars. He added

that he had been much interested in my cold-

water scheme, and would be pleased to learn

from my own lips how I was getting on since

! had honoured his district with my presence.

" I replied, with a glance at my bonds, that

just at the moment 1 was not getting on with

any degree of rapidity. The Pasha was

condescending enough to smile at this, and

bow towards me; then, after a few whiffs at

his pipe, and a sip of coffee from a cup on

the table beside him, he proceeded, with the

utmost suavity :â��

"' I have been giving some attention of

late to the cold-water problem, and have

determined to make some practical experi

ments that will test its value. The marble

coping round the fountain at your back was

constructed by a Greek slave whom I once

possessed, who, although he had most

artistic hands, laboured under the affliction

of a flighty head, which I was compelled to

remove. Under my directions he did his

work well, and the coping spells in Arabic

the phrase : â��

" ' " If you meet a friend in the desert who

lacks for water, give him of your store

plenteously.''

" ' I now propose to vivify this motto by

following its counsel on your behalf.'

" ' Indeed, Pasha,' said I, ' there is a suffi

ciency of water about me already, and my

clothes are even now wet through.'

'" My Nubians,'returned the Pasha, calmly,

'were reluctantly compelled to dip you in

the fountain, so that you might return to the

full enjoyment of your senses, which had

seemingly departed from you ; this submer

sion has happily had the desired result, and

thus I have the privilege of holding converse

with you. But my bounty does not stop so

meagrely. The adage says, " Plenteously,"

and upon that adage I purpose lo act.'

" ' I beg to call your attention, Pasha, to the

fact that I am a citizen of a country at peace

with the Government of the Sultan. With

the utmost respect towards your authority, I

hereby protest against my present treatment,

and warn you that, if you contemplate further

indignity, you will earn,- it out at your peril.'

prove a disturbing element. Let us confine

ourselves to your cold-water theories.' With

this he made a sign to his Nubians, and two

of them springing forward picked me up as"

if I had been a bale of goods, and, swaying

me backwards and forwards, suddenly heaved

me into the up-spring of the fountain. The

tremendous jet cf water struck me on the

back as if it were a battering ram, and I felt

myself projected into the air like a shot from

a cannon's mouth. Unfortunately, I have not

at my command the language to depict the

horror of that moment. I was whirled round

and round with dizzying rapidity, and when

I tried to scream, the water dashed into my

open mouth with choking force. My agony

was mental rather than physical, for except

when I turned over and lay mouth down

ward to the jet, I cannot say there was much

bodily inconvenience. Once, when I remained

for a few moments in a sitting posture, I saw

that I was high in the air above the tops of

the tallest palms, popping up and down like

a pea on a hot griddle. In spite of the

motion, I could easily recognise the deserted

city, lying calm in the moonlight, and so,

remembering the hard marble pavement far

below, I feared that I would tumble help

lessly over and be smashed into fragments

on the stone. Such a catastrophe', however,

did not happen, and by-and-by I saw that it

was utterly impossible to escape from the

influence of the water-jet. The great danger

was of being smothered in the spray : drowned

in mid-air. I had the peculiar sensation of

sinking into a watery cushion, whose rebound

dandled me as if I were a baby. Sometimes,

when the powerful fountain gave me an extra

fling aloft, I turned over and came head down

wards with sickening swiftness into what

seemed to be a hollow tube of water ; then I

came near to suffocation ; but, by-and-by, the

heaving column would reassert its power and

toss me aloft again, when I could breathe

once more. Now and then I caught a glimpse

of the full moon in the cloudless blue sky,

and it appeared to be dancing a hilarious

jig with me. In spite of the noise of the

water, I heard the Pasha clap his hands.

and express approval of the spectacle.

" The Pasha stroked his beard, and acknow

ledged my remark with a courteous bow.

"'Excellent, excellent,' he cried; 'the

gifted McSimmins dances with gratifying

ability.'

"'That introduces the elements of an

international discussion into our conversa

tion,' he said, with a reproachful tinge in

his tone, 'and in social intercourse I think

anything of a political nature is prone to

" My torture for that night ended with a

moment of most intense fear. I imagine

that the Pasha gave a sign, and a slave, with

a lever, suddenly turned oft the water. I

seemed left for an instant suspended in the

sky ; then I dropped like a falling star. The
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concentrated anguish of that infinitesimal

portion of time, I shall never forget. It was

in my mind that the Pasha intended to im

pale me on the standpipe from which

the jet issued, but such was not the

case. The water was turned on again

before I reached thu level of the veranda,

and such was the terrific force of the impact,

it rising and me falling, that I became

instantly insensible, and when I woke to

no light, and very little air, and there I lay

all night unable to sleep, sprawling round on

the floor, which seemed to be heaving under

me. Next evening I was taken out again,

and once more flung into the fountain. All

the while I anticipated that dreadful drop

again; but the Pasha, fearing probably that

he would kill me outright, amused himself

by modifying the torture. The slaves gave

periodical jerks at the lever, cutting off a

" ALOFT.'

consciousness I found myself stretched on

some rugs under the veranda, my wet

garments removed. But, perhaps, I weary

you with this lengthened recital ? "

'' On the contrary," said the Consul, " I

was never more interested in my life."

The visitor nodded, and having disturbed

his brain by doing so, re-adjusted it by

manipulating his head with his hands.

" 1 was taken to a cell in which there was

little water at a time, and lowering it a few

feet, so that I descended by stages until

almost on a level with the veranda, then I

would be shot up into mid-air again. Night

after night of this gave me that loosening

sensation in the brain of which I complained

to you, and the result of which you saw when

I fell on the carpet. I sometimes got a

little sleep in my cell during the day, but my

rest was always broken, for the moment I
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*' SPRAWLING ROUND ON THE FLOOR."

began to dream I was tossing in the fountain

again. At last I saw that insanity was

hound to intervene, so I resolved on suicide.

One evening, by a great effort, being more

loosely bound than usual, I turned a kind of

somersault and flung myself free of the

column of water. I hoped to strike the

marble pavement, but I fell, instead, into the

]>ond, and was instantly fished out by the

Nubians. I told the Pasha I was determined

to kill myself, and so for several nights

I was not brought out from my cell. Some

times I thought that he had relented, but the

more I pondered over the situation I saw

that he dare not let me go, for if I could get

my Government to believe the extraordinary

tale I had to tell, they would be bound to

bring him to book for it. When again I was

dragged into the Court of the Great Fountain,

1 found that in the interval he had built a

sort of basket around the stand pipe. This

was .made of. springy steel, or iron, and it

opened like a huge flower, upwards, some

thing like a metal calla lily of network, if you

understand what I mean ?

"' I should be delighted, Mr. McSimmins,'

said the Pasha, most blandly, ' if you would

favour me again with your vault from the top

of the column.' I favoured him, and fell

into the network of the basket, and was

hurled instantly into the jet, and aloft again

almost before I realized that I had

dropped. This amused the Pasha

very much, and he was loud in his

praise of the feat. Wishing to test

still further the efficacy of the

basket, the fountain, being gradually

shut off, lowered me into the recep

tacle, then the Nubians took me

out of it, undid my bonds, and set

my limbs free. When this was

done, at a sign from the Pasha,

they flung me sprawling into the

basket. I clasped the network and

shrieked, while they pushed me

farther in, until at last the water

caught me once more. Breathless

with its force, I found myself afloat,

but this time with arms and legs

loose, sprawling like the wings of a

windmill gone mad. I was amazed

to find, after a time, that I could

acquire the art of balancing myself,

because of this freedom of the

limbs, and before the night had

passed I was able to stand upright

and tread water, as it were, keeping

my position for some time, by the

exercise of great care. Of course,

every now and then all my calculations were

overset by the sudden ceasing of the fountain,

which, removing my support and instantly

undermining my confidence, left me flounder

ing helplessly in the basket, until it resumed

its impetus. After the basket had been

constructed, the Pasha, apparently selfishly,

wished to enjoy the spectacle alone,

and accordingly sent his slaves away, and

they remained absent until the clapping of

his hands brought them into the court again,

when I was lowered and taken to my cell.

And now, Consul Turner, you see how I have

been treated. I have no complaint to make,

and do not intend to give you any trouble in

this matter at all ; but I am fatigued with

talking, and if you will charitably allow me a

bed in your house to-night, I shall be deeply

grateful to you.'

"Certainly, Mr. McSimmins, certainly. But

how did you escape ? "

" If you will permit me. Consul, after the

manner of the 'Arabian Nights,' to leave the

remainder of the story untold until to

morrow morning, it will be a great kindness

to me in my present state of fatigue."

" But it won't take you long, Mr.

McSimmins, to give me the climax. Do you

mean to say that this treatment of you lasted

the whole of the past month ? "

" Up to this very evening, Consul. I have
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my own reasons for wishing to postpone the

culmination of my narrative until to-morrow

morning, if you will be so good as to indulge

me. You see that I am in a shattered con

dition ; my nerves are wrecked, and although

I do not know that I can sleep, I would like

very much to go to bed.'

" You are perfectly safe here," said the

Consul, " and need have no further anxiety.

I shall make my Kawass sleep outside your

door to protect you."

"No, no, Consul, I don't want a Turk near

me, and I distrust your Kawass, and all the

rest of them. Would you mind to-night, if

you have a double-bedded room, to be in the

same room with me ? ''

" I can do better than that," said the

Consul; " there is a room opening off mine,

and I shall have a bed put in it, then no one

can come near you without passing through

my room."

"That will do excellently," said McSimmins,

seemingly much relieved.

''Tile difficulty in obtaining redress," con

tinued the Consul, " will be in proving what

you say ; but somehow I find myself believing

your story, incredible as it is, and I also

believe the Pasha's secretary gave your papers

to my Kawass, so that, in a way, is direct

proof. I shall call the Pasha to account to

morrow morning."

" No," said McSimmins, " I do not wish

redress, nor do I ask you to take the slightest

trouble on my account.'1

" But such treatment of a free citizen of a

friendly country is intolerable, and we must

at least attempt to obtain justice, although I

am not confident that you will get any satis

faction."

" Well, if you don't mind, we will discuss

that to-morrow morning. I really feel unable

to cope with even the simplest problem

to - night. Remember, 1 spent the fore

part of this evening at the top of that

fountain."

The Consul, without more ado, led

McSimmins to his chamber, and several

times that night heard him thumping round

the room on the floor.

It was early in the morning when Consul

Turner entered his guest's room, and found

him lying awake.

" I am afraid," he said, " that you did not

have much rest last night."

" Oh, indeed, I feel quite refreshed, thank

you ; although I precipitated myself on the

floor several times during the night. I hope

I did not disturb you ? "

"Not at all," replied the Consul. "And

now, will you excuse my curiosity and tell inc

how you escaped ?''

" That was, after all, a very simple matter.

I don't know whether 1 told you that, to save

themselves trouble, they were in the habit ol"

flinging me into the fountain stark naked ;

but, as 1 think I mentioned, I became quite

expert at balancing myself on the top of the

jet. Last night, when the slaves had departed,

I put my hands over my head and projected

myself into the air, endeavouring to fall clear

of the basket, which I did. In a moment I

scrambled over the marble coping, and I

think the Pasha was dozing, for he made no

motion either to stop me or to call his slaves.

I was afraid my brain would play me a trick,

and so I acted with intense celerity. In a

moment I was at his throat, and had him

pinioned and helpless on his back. Gripping

his windpipe with my left hand, I undid his

scarf with my right, and soon had it bow-

stringed round his neckâ��

" You surely did not strangle him ? " cried

the Consul, horrified.

" Oh, no, I shouldn't think of doing such

a thing. I have a great respect for the

position of Pasha. I gagged him so that he

could not cry out, and tied his hands so

that he could not clap them together ; then,

with some difficulty, I stripped him and put

on his clothes. He seemed stunned and

helpless by the suddenness of my onslaught;

almost pallid with fear. Seeing that he

was too panic-stricken to cry out, I un-

gagged him and unbound his hands, then

pic-king him upâ��all the time 1 was struggling

with him, remember, I saw three Pashas, my

brain wobbling about like loose nails in a

rolling barrel, but I steadily concentrated my

attention on the middle Pasha, and resolved

to attend to the other two afterwards, if they

were there ; so, as I say, I flung him, back

downwards, into the basket, and before you

could snap your fingers, he was dancing on

the water-spout high above the palm trees.

The other two Pashas had gone up with him,

and so, folding his robes around me, I walked

calmly down the passage, through the Monkey

Court, along the other passage, through the

Court of Palms, and so out into the street

unimpeded ; the watchman opening the

gate for me, and closing it behind me

without a word. That is the beauty of

having well-trained servants, unaccustomed

to question any act a man does. From

there I- came directly to your residence, and

here I remain until you can get me on ship

board."

" But, great Heaven, McSimmins ! You
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don't mean to say you have left the Pasha

there all night ? "

" I have but followed his own Arabic text,

which you will find engraved around his

fountain. I have given him water, and

plenty of it. It was not for me to interfere

further. I did not tell you last night, fearing

you might consider it your duty to intervene.

small personal matter like this, knowing they

would talk a great deal, and do nothing And,

after all, one cannot pay a greater compliment

to his host than to follow his example."

" I must send down at once and see what

is the outcome of this."

"Certainly," returned McSimmins; "it

would only he a neighbourly thing to do."

HE WAS DANCING ON THE WATFK-SmUT.

If the Pasha likes his position at the top of

the fountain, he has doubtless remained

there, and I can assure him, from experience,

that it will take him several days before he is

able to make the dive I took."

"Oh, but this is most serious, McSimmins,

taking the law into your own hands in that

way, and endangering the person of the

Pasha."

" I took the Pasha into my own hands, but

there is no law in his caravansary, and I

didn't like to trouble my Government over a

But at that moment the gorgeous Kawass

rapped at the Consul's door.

" Excellency," he said, a thrill of fear in

his quivering voice, " news has come that the

Pasha Zimri has been found drowned in his

own fountain. Mysterious are the ways of

Allah, the good Pasha is gone."

"Ah," said McSimmins, grimly, "every

situation has its compensations. If he has

had too much water in this world, it is not

likely that he will have to complain of an

over-supply in the next."



Portraits of Celebrities at Different Times of their Lives.

H.R.H. PRINCE

CHRISTIAN.

BORN 1831.

RINCE CHRIS

TIAN, otherwise

playfully called

"Uncle Chris

tian " by the

younger folks of our Royal

Family, is perhaps the most

popular man in their home

AC.E 31.

From a Fhvto. by Hills tt Saundtrs, Eton.

circle. He married Princess Christian in

1866, when he received the title of Royal

Highness by command of Her Majesty, being

also created a Knight of the Garter. On

From a Photo, by W. A D. Downey.

their Royal Highnesses'

marriage, Parliament

granted the Princess a

do'.ver of ^30,000 and an

annuity of ^6,000. The

Prince is a great lover

of all athletic and manly

sports, and the many

fine hunting trophies that

adorn his residence at

Cumberland Lodge,

Windsor Great Park, are

ample evidence of his

various successes.

AGE 50.

From a 1'hoto. Ity Alex. Banana.

PRESENT DAY.

From a Plato. Of AUx.
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H.R.H. PRINCESS

CHRISTIAN.

HE third daughter

of our beloved

Queen is well

deal of good work. Like all

the Indies of our Royal Family,

she is essentially a womanly

woman.

body for the great

From Uu Picture bv F. WinterliaHir

interest she takes in the welfare

of the working classes, and for

her untiring zeal in all move

AC-.F. 32.

From a Photo, by W. <t D. Domuf.

ments of philanthropy, especially with

regard to nursing associations, such

as the Royal British Nurses' Asso

ciation, Which is doing an immense From a Plait. W PRESENT DAY. IBu!lin?*Â«m, Harrv^tm Boat
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MR. EDWARD JOHN

GREGORY, R.A.

BORN 1850.

= |R. E.J.GREGORY, one

* of our latest R.A.'s, is

the son of John Gregory,

who was engineer-in-

charge of the auxiliary

engines in Sir John Franklin's

Expedition. At the age of thirty-

Prrnn a]

AGE 14.

nine he obtained the gold and

silver medals at the Paris Inter

national Exhibition ; and among

his most brilliant achievements

Promo]

AGE 33.

may be mentioned "Dawn," " Last Touches,"

"St. George," "Sir Galahad," a wonder

ful likeness of Miss Galloway, in itself

[Photograph.

a masterpiece of portraiture, and " Boulter's

Lock.'' Mr. Gregory's pictures are few in

number, and generally small in size; but

wherever they appear they are always in the

front rank, and it is, therefore, not surprising

to note that Mr. Gregory's work is most

appreciated by the elite of the artistic world.
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Cniise on a Modern Ram.

BY J. A. GUTHRIE.

SHORT descriptive narrative

of the cruise of the United

States ram Katahdin, the

" only nautical engine of war

of its class in the navies of

the world," might prove both

interesting and instructive to your readers.

Of course, to those unacquainted with naval

architecture, and such as have their own ideas

about the heavy armoured battleships and

cruisers, the assertion that we possess the

only complete ram, and one, too, capable of

weathering storms, would seem paraphrastic;

but an investigation and careful examina

tion of the

accompanying

illustrations will

convince the

doubting public

of the facts of

the case. The

cruise, an ac

count of which

has never been

published be

fore, is an actual

record of the

experience of

those on board.

To come to

essentials, we

will commence

where the ship

first essayed her

career only a

short time

since.

About two

years ago, a

peculiar type of

THE RAM "KATAHDIN" IN

Prrnn a) OF

war vessel was launched at Bath, Maine, and

christened Katahdin, after a well-known

mountain located in the northern section of

that State. It is an aboriginal name,

significant and characteristic, as its meaning

relates to electric phenomena observed on

the summit by the natives. The Indians

supposed an enormous creature, with winged

daws, dwelt thereon, feasted on human flesh,

and emitted fire and smoke from its mouth.

They superstitiously venerated this abode of

their demure god, and offered propitiatory

sacrifices ; for, according to their traditional

religion, this was absolutely necessary to ward

off evil, and shield them from harm and

danger. Historic Mount Katahdin was not

renowned in American classics as an Olympus

or Parnassus, yet it does seem quaintly

apposite that such a name, so rich in Indian

lore, should be selected for a most destructive

war machine, deadly and terrific in attack,

swift, strong, and enduring.

In order to comprehend what a ram

really is, and by analogy compare this

recent addition to our navy with other war

ships, a brief description may be opportune,

DOCKâ��WITH RAM AT SURFACE

WATER. [Photo.

so we can under

stand its qualifi-

cations for

cruising on the

high seas, and

its fighting

share in the

dreadful havoc

of war.

The arched

armoured deck

rising some 5ft.

above the water-

line forms a pro

tective covering

and ironclad

roof the entire

length and

breadth of the

ship, varying in

thickness zin.

on the crown,

gradually in

creasing to 6in.,

and fashioned

into a cutting

edge at or below the water-line as the case

may be. The water-line depends upon

whether the ship is trimmed for actual

warfare or not. When ready for action the

trimming tanks are full of water, but other

wise are kept empty. Besides the armoured

deck there is a submerged armour belt

backed by several feet of solid oak entirely

surrounding the ship, as also the air passages,

steam and smoke outlets are one and all

armoured some distance above the crown

of the deck, â�¢
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The conning-tower being of supreme

importance, and the objective point in an

engagement, is consequently protected with

the thickest armour, i8in. steel plate. From

it all communications must be preserved, the

engines, steering gear, etc., operated and

controlled. Here the commanding officer

is stationed, and directs the manoeuvresâ��it is

the pilot-house as well as the central station

for orders to all parts of the vessel. In a

fight it is conse

quently exposed

to the furious and

concentrated fire

of an enemy who

seeks to disable

it, and therefore

we must expect to

receive many tell

ing blows ; but if

no penetration is

made, the inmates

are comfortably

safe, as ample

provision exists to

guard against

violent jarring

and concussion,

such as cellulose

padding lining

the inner walls,

and extra hold

ing down bolts

outside.

THE ARMOURED DECK, A

Pram.

The dimensions of the ram Katahdin are

25oft. length and 4oft. 6in. beam; the

average draught is about i6ft. 6in., producing

a displacement of over 2,100 tons. From

the measurements, and reckoning the speed

at 15 knots an hour, the striking force may

be calculated enormously powerful in foot-

tons, and it is estimated with nine and exact

certainty that a violent blow thus dealt

would drive entirely through one of our

unprotected cruisers.

The principle upon which the Katahdin

was constructed and designed embodied

the one idea in its conceptionâ��a powerful

ram as an engine of destruction; exposed above

the water surface as little as possible ; strength,

celerity, and ready obedience to her steering

apparatus. To attain this end, everything in

conflict with that view was sacrificed, notably

in the weight of her armament, as her battery

consists of only four six-pound guns to chase

off torpedo-boats approaching too near, and

to repel boarders. Ramming being the

main force and the purpose of her plan, pro

vision was made, to resist and lessen the

tremendous concussion incident thereon, her

frame being laid in such a manner, making

the most numerous and heaviest run fore and

aft, converging at each end and bound together

forward into an amalgamation with the solid

casting that represents the ram proper. Her

boilers and engines are braced by a wedge

system that prevents their displacement, and

doubly provided with extra braces holding

them down when the shock reaches that part

FTâ��WITH FIRST OFFICER,

a PAolo.

of the ship. In

fact, every pos

sible care is taken

to prevent any

detachable article

from being moved

or overturned at

the critical

moment.

But what be

comes of the

officers and work

ing crew, and how

are they supplied

with fresh air in

this sunken iron

nondescript as she

rushes through

the waters in

search of an un

wary enemy?

The ventilating

system and supply

of fresh air are

necessarily imperfect, but to remedy this

deficiency, lofty ventilators tower above,

and refresh and purify the air between

the decks. When the semi-submersion

for cruising occurs, all hatches, dead - lights,

and other means of communication with

the external atmosphere are closed, water

tight, hermetically sealed, as it were, and

the high shafts must supply breathing air

to the living quarters, carry off the foul,

and renew the requisite quantity of fresh.

There are two of these shafts, armoured some

distance up, situated immediately aft of

amidships. Each is a double tube, the outer

5ft. 6in., the inner 3ft. 6in. diameter. The pure

air gravitates down the outer tube, while the

vitiated escapes through the inner, which

projects above the top of the outer. The

descending air is distributed by secondary

conduits all throughout the ship, supplying

the place of the already used and contami

nated air, which is pumped out by steam

fans, which constantly vibrate.

This system of artificial supply does not

exactly replace atmospheric inhalation to
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RAM AT FULL SPEED, STEAMING WITH THE WIND.

those confined between decks, because, firstly,

rarefaction produces condensation of mois

ture on all metallic surfaces ; secondly, dis

agreeably perceptible in going from one

compartment to another on opening and

shutting a water-tight door leading therefrom,

one often feels a sudden change in pressure

upon the drums of one's ears, evidenced by the

sharp click, which is oftentimes painful. Still,

sanitary science was consulted and made

tributary to preserve the health and respira

tion of the men who are to manage and fight

this leviathan of the deep.

To ram a vessel in a storm amid the

howling winds and surging billows will

certainly disconcert those on boardâ��unless

the ram immediately sinks her adversary;

and this is a new departure in marine war

fare. It is a singular fact demonstrated by

this cruise, that a marked difference exists

between a rarn and the ordinary warship in

encountering and driving through high, rough

seas ; yet, shaped as she is, there is practically

no rolling, no pitching, no combination cork

screw motion, the terror of the victims of

mal-de-mer; but plunging straight ahead,

ignoring the mighty seas that threaten to

overwhelm her, like a great, strong, and stout

whale, full of lusty life, she bucks her way

regardless of the immense weight of thunder

ing water encircling and poured in torrents

I/â�¢'â�¢â�¢â�¢/..

upon her in every direction. Well may the

furious seas splash with all the force born of

a raging storm, and beat angrily upon a skin

built to resist the most improved modern

ordnance.

Imagine this sea monster some blark,

tempestuous, and rainy night, accompanied

by terrific peals of thunder and vivid flashes

of lightning, away off from landâ��some

hundreds of miles of ocean interveningâ��

suddenly coming through the sea at full

speed upon the flank of an unsuspecting

enemy. Who would direct the shot to check

her devastating career, or what projectile

could pierce her slippery armour-coat amidst

this tumultuous tempest ? The chances are

the enemy's shot, if she were perceived by the

search-light, would be wide of the mark, and if

she should be accidentally hit, would ricochet

into the sea. Perhaps the advantage of steam

ing through the trough of the sea during a

storm is not geneially understood and

appreciated, but it has been one of the

axioms of seafaring men that no vessel could

live in the trough, as they express it, and

now we find there is an exception to the rule.

The formidableness of this seaworthy ram

under these conditions can be better illus

trated and exemplified after a personal

experience on board in stormy weather.

The Katahdin is coated entirely with a
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dull green paint, which renders her almost

invisible on a cloudy night; quite so, if all the

running lights are extinguished. Then how

terrible must be this monstrous, invisible,

and living projectile hurled with all its massive-

ness against some battleship! What can guard

against this appalling danger lurking around in

the Stygian darkness ? Not even the warning

pulsations of the engines ; for the roar of the

mighty waves would drown all minor noises,

and the whistling wind still the escaping

steam. The Katahdin experienced one of

these dark, dreary, and stormy nights on her

voyage from New York to Hampton Roads

last March. We were on this ship altogether

forty-eight hours ; owing to the impenetrable

darkness we lost our reckoning and parted

our tiller ropes, which occasioned the delay.

While repairing these in the storm, and keep

ing ourselves up in the wind as best we

could by constant use of the engines, we

drifted to the south of the Capes at the

mouth of the Chesapeake Bay, and there it

/â�¢â�¢mm al

was we discovered what little difference

it was to us whether we were in the trough

of the sea or headed to ; and here too we

found ourselves right in the thickest of one of

the very worst gales that had visited the sea

board for some years. Despite the high seas

and howling winds, strange to relate, no one

seemed to heed the storm without, for below

decks it was not supposed to be anything out

of the ordinary ; but we were soon afterwards

made aware that a French tramp had

pounded herself to pieces not many miles

away from us ; and to think we were quietly

taking our soup without so much as a rack

on the table ; and so small was the degree of

roll, that not even a glass of water over

turned. Words are inadequate to convey

an idea of this novel and exhilarating

experience at sea in a ram of this calibre, in

a fearful tempest without knowing it, without

feeling the rocking motion or the jars of the

great mountains of seething and foaming

water that the high winds lashed into fury.

THE RAM KOUNUIMi THE LAST BUOY ON TRIAL TKIP.
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V.â��THE ADVENTURE OF THE IMPROMPTU MOUNTAINEER.

Bv GRANT ALLEN.

HE explosion and evaporation

of Dr. Fortescue-Langley (with

whom were amalgamated the

Comte de Laroche-sur-Loiret,

Mr. Higginson the courier,

and whatever else that versatile

gentleman chose to call himself) entailed

many results of varying magnitudes.

In the first place, Mrs. Evelegh ordered a

fireat Manitou. That, however, mattered

little to " the firm," as I loved to call us

(because it shocked dear Elsie so); for, of

course, after all her kindness we couldn't

accept our commission on her purchase, so

that she got her machine cheap for ^Â£15 from

the maker. But, in the second place â��I declare

I am beginning to write like a woman of busi

nessâ��she decided to run over to England for

the summer to see her boy at Portsmouth,

being certain now that the discoloration of

her bangle depended more on the presence of

sulphur in the india-rubber bottle than on the

passing state of her astral body. 'Tis an abrupt

descent from the inner self to a hot-water

bottle, I admit; but Mrs. Evelegh took the

plunge with grace, like a sensible woman.

Dr. Fortescue-Iangley had been annihilated

for her at one blow : she returned forthwith

to common-sense and England.

" What will you do with the chalet while

you're away?" Lady Georgina asked, when

she announced her intention. " You can't

shut it up, to take care of itself. Every

blessed thing in the place will go to rack and

ruin. Shutting up a house means spoiling it

for ever Why, I've got a cottage of my own

that I let for the summer in the best part of

Surreyâ��a pretty little place, now vacant, for

which, by the way, I want a tenant, if you

happen to know of one : and when it's left

empty for a month or two "

" Perhaps it would do for me ?" Mrs.

Evelegh suggested, jumping at it. " I'm

looking out for a furnished house for the

summer, within easy reach of Portsmouth and

London, for myself and Oliver."

I.ady Georgina seized her arm, with a face

of blank horror. " My dear," she cried.

" For you ! I wouldn't dream of letting it to

you. A nasty, damp, cold, unwholesome

house, on stiff clay soil, with detestable drains,

in the deadliest part of the Weald of Surrey,

â�� why, you and your boy would catch your

deaths of rheumatism."

Vol. xvLâ��9.

" Is it the one I saw advertised in the

Times this morning, I wonder?" Mrs. Evelegh

inquired, in a placid voice. " ' Charming

furnished house on Holmesdale Common ;

six bedrooms, four reception-rooms; splendid

views ; pure air ; picturesque surroundings ;

exceptionally situated.' I thought of writing

about it.'7

" That's it! " I^ady Georgina exclaimed,

with a demonstrative wave of her hand. " I

drew up the advertisement myself. Ex

ceptionally situated ! I should just think it

was! Why, my dear, I wouldn't let you rent

the place for worlds ; a horrid, poky little

hole, stuck down in the bottom of a boggy

hollow, as damp as Devonshire, with the

papei peeling off the walls, so that I had to

take my choice between giving it up myself

ten years ago, or removing to the cemetery;

and I've let it ever since to City men with

large families. Nothing would induce me to

allow you and your boy to expose yourself

to such risks." For Lady Georgina had taken

quite a fancy to Mrs. Evelegh. " But what

I was just going to say was this: you can't

shut your house up ; it'll all go mouldy.

Houses always go mouldy, shut up in

summer. And you can't leave it to your

servants ; / know the baggages : no con

science â�� no conscience ;' they'll ask their

entire families to come and stop with them en

bloc, and turn your place into a perfect piggery.

Why, when I went away from my house in

town one autumn, didn't I leave a policeman

and his wife in chargeâ��a most respectable

manâ��only he happened to be an Irishman ?

And what was the consequence ? My dear,

I assure you, I came back unexpectedly

from poor dear Kynaston's one day--at a

moment's noticeâ��having quarrelled with him

over Home Rule or Education or something

â��poor dear Kynaston's what they call a

Liberal, I believe â�� got at by that man

Roseberyâ��and there didn't I find all the

O'Flanagans, and O'Flahertys, and O'Flynns

in the neighbourhood camping out in my

drawing-room ; with a strong detachment

of O'DonohufS, and O'Dohertys, and

O'Driscolls lying around loose in possess

ion of the library? Never leave a house

to the servants, my dear! It's positively

suicidal. Put in a responsible caretaker of

whom you know somethingâ��like Lois here,

for instance."
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" NEVER LEAVE A HOUSE TO THE SERVANTS, MY DKAK

" Lois ! " Mrs. Evelegh echoed. " Dear

me, that's just the very thing. What a

capital idea ! I never thought of Lois ! She

and Elsie might stop on here, with Ursula

and the gardener."

I protested that if we did it was our clear

duty to pay a small rent ; but Mrs. Evelegh

brushed that aside. " You've robbed your

selves over the bicycle," she insisted, "and

I'm delighted to let you have it. It's I who

ought to pay, for you'll keep the house dry

for me."

I remembered Mr. Hitchcockâ��" Mutual

advantage : benefits you, benefits me "â��and

made no bones about it. So in the end

Mrs. Evelegh set off for England with C^cile,

leaving Elsie and me in charge of Ursula,

the gardener, and the chalet.

As for Lady Georgina, having by this

time completed her " cure " at Schlangenbad

(complexion as usual ; no guinea yellower),

she telegraphed for Gretchenâ��" I can't do

without the idiot"â��and hung round Lucerne,

apparently for no other purpose but to send

people up the Briinig on the hunt for our

wonderful new machines, and so put money

in our pockets. She was much amused

when I told her that Aunt Susan (who

lived, you will remember, in respectable

indigence at Blackheath) had written to

expostulate with me on my "unladylike"

conduct in becoming a bicycle commission

agent. " Unladylike ! " the Cantankerous

Old Lady exclaimed, with warmth. " What

does the woman mean ? Has she got no

gumption? It's 'ladylike,' I sup

pose, to be a companion, or a

governess, or a music-teacher, or

something else in the black-thread-

glove way, in London ; but not to

sell bicycles for a good round

commission. My dear, between

you and me, I don't see it. If

you had a brother, now, he might

sell cycles, or corner wheat, or rig

the share market, or do anything

else he pleased, in these days, and

nobody'd think the worse of him â��

as long as he made money: and

it's my opinion that what is sauce

for the goose can't be far out for

the ganderâ��and vice-versa. Besides

which, what's the use of trying to

be ladylike ? You are a lady, child,

and you couldn't help being one ;

why trouble to be like what nature

made you ? Tell Aunt Susan from

me to put that in her pipe and

smoke it!"

I did tell Aunt Susan, by letter, giving

Lady Georgina's authority for the statement ;

and I really believe it had a consoling effect

upon her ; for Aunt Susan is one of those

innocent-minded people who cherish a pro

found respect for the opinions and ideas of a

Lady of Title. Especially where questions

of delicacy are concerned. It calmed her to

think that though I, an officer's daughter, had

declined upon trade, I was mixing at least

with the Best People !

We had a lovely time at the chaletâ��

two girls alone, messing just as we pleased in

the kitchen, and learning from Ursula how to

concoct fot-au-feu in the most approved Swiss

fashion. We pottered, as we women love to

potter, half the day long; the other half we

spent in riding our cycles about the eternal

hills, and ensnaring the flies whom Lady

Georgina dutifully sent up to us. She was

our decoy duck : and, in virtue of her handle,

she decoyed to a marvel. Indeed, I sold so

many Manitous that I began to entertain a

deep respect for my own commercial faculties.

As for Mr. Cyrus W. Hitchcock, he wrote to

me from Frankfort : "The world continues to

revolve on its axis, the Manitou, and the

machine is booming. Orders romp in daily.

When you ventilated the suggestion of an

agencyat Limburg, I concluded at a glance you

had the material of a first-class business woman

about you ; but I reckon 1 did not know

what a traveller meant till you started on the

road. I am now enlarging and altering this

factory, to meet increased demands. Branch
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offices at Berlin, Hamburg, Crefeld, and

Diisseldorf. Inspect our stock before deal

ing elsewhere. A liberal discount allowed to

the trade. Two hundred agents wanted in

all towns of Germany. If they were every one

of them like you, missâ��well, I guess I

would hire the town of Frankfort for my

business premises."

One morning, after we had spent about a

week at the chalet by ourselves, I was sur

prised to see a young man with a knapsack

on his back walking up the garden path

towards our cottage. " Quick, quick, Elsie ! "

I cried, being in a mischievous mood. "Come

here with the opera-glass ! There's a Man in

the offing !"

"A what?" Elsie exclaimed, shocked as

usual at my levity.

"A Man," I answered, squeezing her arm.

" A Man ! A real live Man ! A specimen of

the masculine gender in the human being !

Man, ahoy ! He has come at lastâ��the lode

star of our existence ! "

Next minute, I was sorry I spoke ; for as

the man drew nearer, I perceived that he

was endowed with very long legs and a

languidly poetical bearing. That supercilious

smileâ��that enticing moustache ! Could it

be?â��yes, it wasâ��not a doubt of itâ��-Harold

Tillington !

I grew grave at once ; Harold Tillington

and the situation were serious. " What can

he want here ? " I exclaimed, drawing back.

" Who is it ? " Elsie asked ; for, being a

woman, she read at once in my altered

demeanour the fact that the Man was not

unknown to me.

" Lady Georgina's nephew," I answered,

with a tell-tale cheek, I fear. " You remember

I mentioned to you that I had met him at

Schlangenbad. But this is really too bad of

that wicked old Lady Georgina. She has

told him where we lived and sent him up to

see us."

" Perhaps," Elsie put in, " he wants to

charter a bicycle."

I glanced at Elsie sideways. I had an

uncomfortable suspicion that she said it slyly,

like one who knew he wanted nothing of the

sort. But at any rate, I brushed the sugges

tion aside frankly. " Nonsense," I answered.

'â�¢ He wants me, not a bicycle."

He came up to us, waving his hat. He

did look handsome ! "Well, Miss Cayley,"

he cried, from afar, " I have tracked you to

your lair! I have found out where you

;ibide ! What a beautiful spot ! And how

well you're looking ! "

"This is an unexpected " I paused.

He thought I was going to say, " pleasure,"

but I finished it, "intrusion." His face fell.

" How did you know we were at Lungern,

Mr. Tillington ? "

" My respected relative," he answered,

laughing. "She mentionedâ��casuallyâ��"his

eyes met mineâ��" that you were stopping in

a chalet. And as I was on my way back to

the diplomatic mill, I thought 1 might just

as well walk over the Grimsel and the Furca,

and then on to the Gotthard. The Court is

at Monza. So it occurred to me .... that

in passing .... I might venture to drop in

and s;iy how-do-you-do to you."

"Thank you," I answered, severelyâ��but

my heart spoke otherwiseâ��" I do very well.

And you, Mr. Tillington?"

" Badly," he echoed. " Badly, since you

went away from Schlangenbad."

I gazed at his dusty feet. "You are

tramping," I said, cruelly. " I suppose you

will get forward for lunch to Meiiingen?"

" Iâ��I did not contemplate it"

"Indeed?"

He grew bolder. " No ; to say the truth,

I half hoped I might stop and spend the

day here with you."

"Elsie," I remarked, firmly, "if Mr.

Tillington persists in planting himself upon

us like this, one of us must go and investigate

the kitchen department."

Elsie rose like a lamb. I have an im

pression that she gathered we wanted to be

left alone.

He turned to me imploringly. " Lois," he

cried, stretching out his arms, with an appeal

ing air, " I may stay, mayn't 1 ? "

I tried to be stern ; but I fear 'twas a feeble

pretence. "We are two girls, alone in a

house," I answered. " Lady Georgina, as a

matron of experience, ought to have protected

us. Merely to give you lunch is almost

irregular. (Good diplomatic word, irregular.)

Still, in these days, I suppose you may stay,

if you leave early in the afternoon. That's

the utmost I can do for you."

" You are not gracious," he cried, gazing

at me with a wistful look.

I did not dare to be gracious. " Uninvited

guests must not quarrel with their welcome,"

I answered, severely. Then the woman in me

broke forth. " But indeed, Mr. Tillington, I

am glad to see you."

He leaned forward eagerly. "So you are

not angry with me, Lois ? I may call you

Loisl"

I trembled and hesitated. " I am not

angry with you. Iâ��I like you too much to

be ever angry with you. And I am glad you
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"i MAY STAY, MAYN'T i?"

cameâ��just this onceâ��to see me. . . . Yes,

â��when we are alone â�� you may call me

Lois."

He tried to seize my hand. I withdrew it.

"Then I may perhaps hope," he began, "that

some clay "

I shook my head. " No, no," I said, regret

fully. " You misunderstand me. I like you

very much ; and I like to see you. But as

long as you are rich and have prospects like

yours, I could never marry you. My pride

wouldn't let me. Take that as final."

I looked away. He bent forward again.

" But if I were poor ? " he put in, eagerly.

I hesitated. Then my heart rose, and I

gave way. " If ever you are poor," I faltered,

â�� "penniless, hunted, friendlessâ��come to

me, Harold, and I will help and comfort

you. But not till then. Not till then, I

implore you."

He leant back and clasped his hands.

" You have given me something to live for,

dear Lois," he murmured. " I will try to

be poorâ��penniless, hunted, friendless. To

win you I will try. And when that day

arrives, I shall come to claim you."

We sat for an hour and had a delicious

talkâ��about nothing. But we understood

each other. Only that artificial

barrier divided us. At the end

of the hour, I heard Elsie

coming back by judiciously slow

stages from the kitchen to the

living-room, through six feet of

passage, discoursing audibly to

Ursula all the way, with a tardi

ness that did honour to her

heart and her understanding.

Dear kind, little Elsie ! I

believe she had never a tiny

romance of her own ; yet her

sympathy for others was sweet

to look upon.

We lunched at a small deal table

in the veranda. Around us rose

the pinnacles. The scent of pines

and moist moss was in the air. Elsie

had arranged the flowers, and got

ready the omelette, and cooked the

chicken cutlets, and prepared the

junket. " I never thought I could

do it alone without you, Brownie ;

but I tried, and it all came right by

magic, somehow." We laughed and

talked incessantly. Harold was in

excellent cue; and Elsie took to

him. A livelier or merrier table

there wasn't in the twenty - two

Cantons that day than ours, under

the sapphire sky, looking out on the sun-

smitten snows of the Jungfrau.

After lunch, Harold begged hard to be

allowed to stop for tea. I had misgivings,

but I gave wayâ��he was such good company.

One may as well be hanged for a sheep as a

lamb, says the wisdom of our ancestors : and,

after all, Mrs. Grundy was only represented

here by Elsie, the gentlest and least censorious

of her daughters. So he stopped and chatted

till four ; when I made tea and insisted on

dismissing him. He meant to take the rough

mountain path over the screes from Lungern

to Meiringen, which ran right behind the

chalet. I feared lest he might be belated,

and urged him to hurry.

" Thanks, I'm happier here," he answered.

I was sternness itself. " You promised

me !" I said, in a reproachful voice.

He rose instantly, and bowed. "Your

will is lawâ��even when it pronounces sentence

of exile."

Would we walk a little way with him ?

No, I faltered ; we would not. We would

follow him with the opera-glasses and wave

him farewell when he reached the Kulm.

He shook our hands unwillingly, and turned

up the little path, looking handsomer than
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ever. It led ascending through a fir-wood to

the rock-strewn hillside.

Once, a quarter of an hour later, we caught

a glimpse of him near a sharp turn in the

road ; after that, we waited in vain, with our

eyes fixed on the Kulm ; not a sign could

we discern of him. At last I grew anxious.

" He ought to be there," I cried, fuming.

" He ought," Elsie answered.

I swept the slopes with the opera-glasses.

Anxiety and interest in him quickened my

senses, I suppose. " Look here, Elsie," I

burst out at last. " Just take this glass and

have a glance at those birds, down the crag

below the Kulm. Don't they seem to be

circling and behaving most oddly ? "

Elsie gazed where I bid her. " They're

wheeling round and round," she answered,

after a minute ; "and they certainly do look

as if they were screaming."

" They seem to be frightened," I suggested.

" It looks like it, Brownie."

" Then he's fallen over a precipice ! " I

cried, rising up; " and he's lying there on a

ledge by their nest. Elsie, we must go to

him ! "

She clasped her hands and looked terrified.

" Oh, Brownie, how dreadful!" she exclaimed.

Her face was deadly white. Mine burned

like fire.

" Not a moment to lose ! " I said, holding

my breath. " Get out the rope and let us

run to him !"

" Don't you think," Elsie suggested, " we

had better hurry down on our cycles to

Lungern and call some men from the village

to help us ? \Ve are two girls, and alone.

What can we do to aid him ? "

" No," I answered, promptly, " that won't

do. It would only lose timeâ��and time may

be precious. You and I must go ; I'll send

Ursula off to bring up guides from the

village."

Fortunately, we had a good long coil of

new rope in the house, which Mrs. Evelegh

had provided in case of accident. I slipped

it on my arm, and set out on foot: for the

path was by far too rough for cycles. I was

sorry afterwards that I had not taken

Ursula, and sent Elsie to Lungern to rouse

the men ; for she found the climbing hard,

and I had difficulty at times in dragging her

up the steep and stony pathway, almost a

watercourse. However, we persisted in the

direction of the Kulm, tracking Harold by

his footprints ; for he wore mountain boots

with sharp-headed nails, which made dints in

the moist soil, and scratched the smooth

surface of the rock where he trod on it.

We followed him thus for a mile or two,

along the regular path ; then of a sudden, in

an open part, the trail failtd us. I turned

back, a few yards, and looked close, with my

eyes fixed on the spongy soil, as keen as a

hound that sniffs his way after his quarry.

" He went off here, Elsie!" I said at last,

pulling up short by a spindle bush on the

hillside.

" How do you know, Brownie?"

" Why, see, there are the marks of his

stick ; he had a thick one, you remember,

with a square iron spike. These are its

dints ; 1 have been watching them all the

way along from the chalet."

" But there are so many such marks !"

" Yes, I know ; I can tell his from the

older ones made by the spikes of alpenstocks

because Harold's are fresher and sharper on

the edge. They look so much newer. See,

here, he slipped on the rock ; you can know

that scratch is recent by the clean way it's

traced, and the little glistening crystals still

left behind in it. Those other marks have

been wind-swept and washed by the rain.

There are no broken particles."

" How on earth did you find that out,

Brownie ? "

How on earth did I find it out ! I won

dered myself. But the emergency seemed

somehow to teach me something of the

instinctive lore of hunters and savages. I

did not trouble to answer her. " At this

bush, the tracks fail," I went on ; " and,

look, he must have clutched at that branch

and crushed the broken leaves as the twigs

slipped through his fingers. He left the

path here, then, and struck off on a short cut

of his own along the hillside, lower down.

Elsie, we must follow him."

She shrank from it; but I held her hand.

It was a more difficult task to track him no\v ;

for we had no longer the path to guide us.

However, I explored the ground on my hands

and knees, and soon found marks of foot

steps on the boggy patches, with scratches on

the rock where he had leapt from point to point,

or planted his stick to steady himself. I

tried to help Elsie along among the littered

boulders and the dwarf growth of wind-swept

daphne : but, poor child, it was too much

for her: she sat down after a few minutes

upon the flat juniper scrub and began to

cry. What was I to do? My anxiety was

breathless. I couldn't leave her there

alone, and I couldn't forsake Harold. Yet

I felt every minute might now be critical.

We were making among wet whortleberry

thicket and torn rock towards the spot where
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I had seen the birds wheel and circle, scream

ing. The only way left was to encourage

Elsie and make her feel the necessity for

instant action. " He is alive still," I exclaimed,

looking up ; " the birds are crying ! If he

were dead, they would return to their nest--

Elsie, we must get to him !"

She rose, bewildered, and followed me. I

held her hand tight, and coaxed her to

scramble over the rocks where the scratches

showed the way, or to clamber at times over

fallen trunks of huge fir trees. Yet it was

hard work climbing ; even Harold's

sure feet had slipped often on the

wet and slimy boulders,

though, like most of Queen

Margherita's set, he was an

expert mountaineer. Then,

at times, I lost the faint track,

so that I had to

diverge and look

close to find it.

These delays fretted

me. " See, a stone

loosed from its bed

â�� he must have

passed by here

That twig

is newly snapped ;

no doubt he caught

at it Ha,

the moss there has

been crushed ; a

foot has gone by.

And the ants on

that ant - hill, with

their eggs in their

mouths â�� a man's

tread has frightened

them." So, by some

instinctive sense, as

if the spirit of my

savage ancestors

I ADVANCED ON MY HANDS A

KNEES TO THE EDGE OF THE

revived within me, PRECIPICE.

I managed to re

cover the spoor again and again by a miracle,

till at last, round a corner by a defiant cliffâ��

with a terrible foreboding, my heart stood still

within me.

We had come to an end. A great pro

jecting buttress of crag rose sheer in front.

Above lay loose boulders. Below was a shrub-

hung precipice. The birds we had seen from

home were still circling and screaming.

They were a pair of peregrine hawks.

Their nest seemed to lie far below the broken

scar, some sixty or seventy feet beneath us.

" He is not dead ! " I cried once more, with

my heart in my mouth. " If he were, they

would have returned. He has fallen, and is

lying, alive, below there ' "

Elsie shrank back against the wall of rock.

I advanced on my hands and knees to tlie

edge of the precipice. It was not quite sheer,

but it dropped like a sea-

cliff, with broken ledges.

I could see where

Harold had slipped. He

had tried to climb round

the crag that blocked

the road, and the ground at the edge of

the precipice had given way with him ;

it showed a recent founder of a few

inches. Then he clutched at a branch

of broom as he fell; but it slipped through

his fingers, cutting them ; for there was

blood on the wiry stem. I knelt by the side

of the cliff and craned my head over. I

scarcely dared to look. In spite of the birds,

my heart misgave me.

There, on a ledge deep below, he lay in a

mass, halt raised on one arm. But not dead,

I believed. " Harold ! " I cried. " Harold ! "

He turned his face up and saw me ; his

eyes lighted with joy. He shouted back

something, but I could not hear it.

I turned to Elsie. " I must go down to

him !"

Her tears rose again. " Oh, Brownie ! "

I unwound the coil of rope. The first
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thing was to fasten it. I could not trust to

Elsie to hold it; she was too weak and too

frightened to bear my weight: even if 1

wound it round her body, I feared my

mere mass might drag her over. I

peered about at the surroundings. No tree

grew near ; no rock had a pinnacle sufficiently

safe to depend upon. But I found a

plan soon. In the crag behind me was

a cleft, narrowing wedge - shape as it

descended. I tied the end of the rope

round a stone, a good big water-worn

stone, rudely girdled with a groove near

the middle, which prevented it from

slipping; then I drop

ped it down the fissure

till it jammed; after

which, I tried it to see

if it would bear. It

was firm as the rock

itself. I let the rope

down by it, and waited

a moment to discover

whether Harold could

climb. He shook his

head, and took a note

book with evident pain

from his pocket. Then

he scribbled a few-

words, and pinned

them to the rope. I

hauled it up. "Can't

move. Either severely

bruised and sprained,

or else legs broken."

There was no help

for it, then. I must go

to him.

My first idea was

merely to glide down

the rope with my gloved

hands, for I chanced to

have rny dog-skin

bicycling gloves in my

pocket. Fortunately,

however, I did not

carry out this crude

idea too hastily; for

next instant it occurred

to me that I could not

swarm up again. I

have had no practice in

" But the ones above will pull out with

your weight."

" I don't think so. Still, to make sure, I

shall tie them with this string. I must get

down to him."

I threaded a sufficient number of loops,

trying the length over the edge. Then I said

to Elsie, who sat cower

ing, propped against

the crag, " You must

come and look over,

and do as I wave to

you. Mind, dear, you

must! Two lives

depend upon it"

I GKIl'l'EU THE HOI'E AND LET MYSELF DOWN.

rope-climbing. Here was a problem. But

the moment suggested its own solution. I

began making knots, or rather nooses or

loops, in the rope at intervals of about

eighteen inches. "What are they for?"

Elsie asked, looking on in wonder.

" footholds, to climb up by."

" Brownie, I daren't!

I shall turn giddy and

fall over!"

I smoothed her

golden hair. " Elsie,

dear," I said, gently,

gazing into her blue

eyes, "you are a

woman. A woman can

always be brave, where

those she loves are con

cerned ; and I believe

you love me." I led

her, coaxingly, to the

edge. " Sit there," I

said, in my quietest

voice, so as not to

alarm her. "You can

lie at full length, if you

like, and only just peep

over. But when I wave

my hand, remember,

you must pull the rope

up."

She obeyed me like

a child. I knew she

loved me.

I gripped the rope

and let myself down,

not using the loops

to descend, but just

sliding with hands and

knees, and allowing the

knots to slacken my

pace. Half-way down,

I will confess, the

eerie feeling of physical

suspense was horrible. One hung so in mid

air ! The hawks flapped their wings. But

Harold was below; and a woman can always

be brave where those she lovesâ��well, just

that moment, catching my breath, I knew I

loved Harold.

I glided down swiftly. The air whiz/ed.
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At last, on a narrow shelf of rock, I leant

over him. He seized my hand. " I knew

you would come ! " he cried. " I felt sure

you would find out. Though, how you found

out, Heaven only knows, you clever, brave

little woman !"

" Are you terribly hurt ? " I asked, bending

close. His clothes were torn.

" I hardly know. I can't move. It may

only be bruises."

" Can you climb by these nooses with my

help?"

He shook his head. " Oh, no. I couldn't

climb at all. I must be lifted, somehow.

You had better go back to Lungern and

bring men to help you."

" And leave you here alone ! Never,

Harold; never!"

" Then what can we do?"

I reflected a moment. " Lend me your

pencil," I said. He pulled it out â��his arms

were almost unhurt, fortunately. I scribbled

a line to Elsie. " Tie my plaid to the rope

and let it down." Then I waved to her to

pull up again.

I was half surprised to find she obeyed the

signal, for she crouched there, white-faced

and open-mouthed, watching ; but 1 have

often observed that women are almost always

brave in the great emergencies. She pinned

on the plaid and let it down with commend

able quickness. I doubled it, and tied firm

knots in the four corners, so as to make it

into a sort of basket; then I fastened it at

each corner with a piece of the rope, crossed

in the middle, till it looked like one of the

cages they use in mills for letting down sacks

with. As soon as it was finished, I said,

" Now, just try to crawl into it."

He raised himself on his arms and crawled

in with difficulty. His legs dragged after

him. I could see he was in great pain. But

still, he managed it.

I planted my foot in the first noose. " You

must sit still," I said, breathless. " I am

going back to haul you up."

" Are you strong enough, Lois ? "

" With Elsie to help me, yes. I stroked

our boat at Girton."

" I can trust you," he answered. It thrilled

me that he said so.

I began my hazardous journey; I mounted

the rope by the noosesâ�� one, two, three, four,

counting them as I mounted. I did not dare

to look up or down as I did so, lest I should

grow giddy and fall, but kept my eyes fixed

firmly always on the one noose in front of

me. My brain swam : the rope swayed and

creaked. Twenty, thirty, forty! Foot after

foot, I slipped them in mechanically, taking

up with me the longer coil whose ends were

attached to the cage and Harold. My hands

trembled ; it was ghastly, swinging there

between earth and heaven. Forty-five, forty-

six, forty-sevenâ��I knew there were forty-eight

of them. At last, after some weeks, as it

seemed, I reached the summit. Tremulous

and half dead, I prised myself over the edge

with my hands, and knelt once more on the

hill beside Elsie.

She was white, but attentive. "What

next, Brownie ? " Her voice quivered.

I looked about me. I was too faint and

shaky after my perilous ascent to be fit for

work, but there was no help for it. What could

I use as a pulley ? Not a tree grew near ; but

the stone jammed in the fissure might once

more serve my purpose. I tried it again.

It had borne my weight; was it strong enough

to bear the precious weight of Harold ? I

tugged at it, and thought so. I passed the

rope round it like a pulley, and then tied it

about my own waist. I had a happy thought:

I could use myself as a windlass. I turned

on my feet for a pivot. Elsie helped me to

pull. " Up you go ! " I cried, cheerily. We

wound slowly, for fear of shaking him. Bit

by bit, I could feel the cage rise gradually

from the ground ; its weight, taken so, with

living capstan and stone axle, was less than I

should have expected. But the pulley

helped us, and Elsie, spurred by need, put

forth more reserve of nervous strength than

I could easily have believed lay in that tiny

body. I twisted myself round and round,

close to the edge, so as to look over from

time to time, but not at all quickly, for fear

of dizziness. The rope strained and gave.

It was a deadly ten minutes of suspense and

anxiety. Twice or thrice as I looked

down I saw a spasm of pain break over

Harold's face; but when I paused and

glanced inquiringly, he motioned me to go

on with my venturesome task. There was

no turning back now. We had almost got

him up when the rope at the edge began to

creak ominously.

It was straining at the point where it grated

against the brink of the precipice. My heart

gave a leap. If the rope broke, all was over.

With a sudden dart forward, I seized it

with my hands, below the part that gave ; then

â��one fierce little run backâ��and I brought

him level with the edge. He clutched at

Elsie's hand. I turned thrice round, to wind

the slack about my body. The taut rope cut

deep into my flesh ; but nothing mattered

now, except to save him. " Catch the cloak,
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Elsie ! " I cried ; " catch it : pull him gently

in '" Elsie caught it and pulled him in, with

wonderful pluck and calmness. We hauled

him over the edge. He lay safe on the bank.

Then we all three broke down and cried like

children together. I took his hand in mine

and held it in silence.

When we found words again I drew a deep

breath, and said, simply, " How did you

manage to do it ?"

" I tried to clamber

past the wall that

barred the way there

by sheer force of

strideâ��you know, my

legs are long â�� and

1 somehow over

balanced myself. But

I didn't exactly fall

â��if I had fallen, I

must have been

killed; I rolled and

slid down, clutching

at the weeds in the

crannies as I slipped,

and stumbling over

the projections, with

out quite losing my

foothoW on the

ledges, till I found

myself brought up

short with a bump at

the end of it."

"And you think no

bones are broken ? "

" I can't feel sure.

It hurts me horribly

to move. I fancy

just at first I must

have fainted. But

I'm inclined to guess

I'm only sprained and

bruised and sore all

over. Why, you're as

bad as me, 1 believe.

See, your dear hands

are all torn and

bleeding ! "

" How are we ever

to get him back

above and attracted their attention. They

hurried down to where Harold lay, and,

using my cage for a litter, slung on a young

fir-trunk, carried him back between them

across their shoulders to the village. He

pleaded hard to be allowed to remain at the

chalet, and Elsie joined her prayers to his ;

but, there, I was adamant. It was not so

much what people might say that I minded,

but a deeper difficulty.

For if once I nursed

him through this

trouble, how could I

or any woman in my

place any longer

refuse him ? So I

passed him ruthlessly

on to I,u n ge r n

(though my heart

ached for it), and

telegraphed at once

to his nearest relative,

Lady Georgina, to

come up and take

care of him.

I ROLLED AND SLID DOWN.

again, Brownie ?" Elsie put in. She was

paler than ever now, and prostrate with the

after-effects of her unwonted effort.

"You are a practical woman, Elsie," I

answered. "Stop with him here a minute

o. two. I'll climb up the hillside and halloo

for Ursula and the men from I.ungern."

I climbed and hallooed. In a few minutes,

worn out as I was, I had reached the path

VoL xvi.â��W.

He recovered

rapidly. Though sore

and shaken, his worst

hurts, it turned out,

were sprains ; and in

three or four days he

was ready to go on

again. I called to see

him before he left. I

dreaded the inter

view ; for one's own

heart is a hard enemy

to fight so long: but

how could I let him

go without one word

of farewell to him ?

" After this, Lois,"

he said, taking my

hand in hisâ��and I

was weak enough, for

a moment, to let it lie

there â��â�¢ "you cannot

say No to me ! "

Oh, how I longed

to fling myself upon

him and cry out, " No, Hnrold, I cannot ! I

love you too dearly !" But his future and

Marmaduke Ashurst's half million restrained

me: for his sake and for my own, I held

myself in courageously. Though, indeed, it

needed some courage and self-control. I

withdrew my hand slowly. " Do you remem

ber," I said, " you asked me that first day

at Schlangenbad"â��it was an epoch to
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me now, that first dayâ��"whether I was

medineval or modern ? And I answered,

'Modern, I hope.' And you said,' That's well!'

â��You see, I don't forget the least things you

say to me. Well, because I am modernâ��"

my lips trembled and belied meâ��"I can

answer you No. I can even now refuse you.

The old-fashioned girl, the mediaeval girl,

would have held that because she had saved

your life (if I did save your life, which

is a matter of opinion) she was bound to

marry you. But / am modern, and I see

things differently. If there were reasons at

Schlangenbad which made it impracticable

for me to accept you â�� though my heart

pleaded hard â�� I do not deny it â�� those

reasons cannot have disappeared merely

because you have chosen to fall over a

precipice, and I have pulled you up again.

My decision was founded, you see. not on

passing accidents of situation, but on

permanent considerations. Nothing has

happened in the last three days to affect

those considerations. We are still our

selves : you, rich ; I, a penniless adven

turess. I could not accept you when you

asked me at Schlangenbad. On just the

.same grounds, I cannot accept you now. I

do not see how the unessential fact that 1

made myself into a winch to pull you up the

cliff, and that I am still smarting for it "

He looked me all over comically. " How

severe we are ! " he cried, in a bantering tone.

" And how extremely Girtony ! A System

of Logic, Ratiocinative and Inductive, by

Lois Cayley ! What a pity we didn't take a

professor's chair. My child, that isn't you '

It's not yourself at all ! It's an attempt to

be unnaturally and unfemininely reasonable."

Logic fled. I broke down utterly.

" Harold," I cried, rising, " I love you ! I

admit I love you ! But I will never mam1

you â�� while you have those thousands, or

the chance of inheriting them."

" I haven't got them yet !"

He smothered my hand with kissesâ��for I

withdrew my face. " If you admit you love

me," he cried, quite joyously, " then all is

well. When once a woman admits that, the

rest is but a matter of timeâ��and, Lois, I can

wait a thousand years for you."

" Not in my case," I answered, through my

tears. " Not in my case, Harold ! I am a

modern woman, and what I say I mean. I

will renew my promise. If ever you are poor

and friendless, come to me; I am yours.

Till then, don't harrow me by asking me the

impossible ! "

I tore myself away. At the hall door,

Lady Georgina intercepted me. She glanced

at my red eyes. "Then you have taken

him ? " she cried, seizing my hand.

I shook my head firmly. I could hardly

speak. " No, Lady Georgina," I answered,

in a choking voice, " I have refused him

again. I will not stand in his way. I will

not ruin his prospects."

She drew back and let her chin drop.

" Well, of all the hard-hearted, cruel, obdurate

young women I ever saw in my born days, if

you're not the very hardestâ��:â�� "

I half ran from the house. I hurried home

to the chalet. There, I dashed into my own

room, locked the door behind me, flung

myself wildly on my bed, and, burying my

face in my hands, had a good, long, hard

hearted, cruel, obdurate cryâ��exactly like

any other mediaeval woman. It's all very

well being modern ; but my experience is

that, when it comes to a man one lovesâ��well,

the Middle Ages are still horribly strong

within us.
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ZINE of certain facts connected

with the early appearance of the

rift in the Liberal lute which,

slowly widening, made its music

mute, has brought me several

communications of historical interest. From

these I am permitted to frame a fuller narra

tive of a political event which in national

importance, in influence on the careers of

individuals, and in dramatic effect finds its

nearest parallel in Sir Robert Peel's conver

sion to Free Trade

and what followed

thereupon.

THF RFNT Publ'CatiÂ°n in the APril

IN THE

LIBERAL

TEMPLE :

BEHIND

THE VEIL.

In the middle of

December, 1885,

what was subse

quently recognised

as a ballon d'essai

was sent up from

Leeds announcing

that Mr. Gladstone

had determined to

celebrate the

Liberal triumph at

the General Elec

tion by bringing in

a measure con

ferring Home Rule

upon Ireland. This

was circumspectly

denied. But the

Whig section of the

Liberal Party, of

whom IxDrd Hart-

ington and Me

Goschen were re

presentatives, took

fright. Ix>rd Hart-

independence of Ireland" had been com

municated to him. As the weeks slipped by

doubt deepened into certainty. The Whig

wing of the Liberal Party drew farther apart

from Mr. Gladstone. The situation was

accentuated when, on the 26th of January,

1886, Lord Salisbury, who, in spite of heavy

defeat at the poll, had met the new Parlia

ment as Premier, was with his Government

overthrown.

THE WHIGS TAKE FRIGHT.

ington found an opportunity of publicly

announcing that " no proposals on the

policy to be adopted by the Liberal Party in

reference to the demand of a large number

of Irish representatives for the legislative

It was Mr. Jesse Collings who led the

attack, his battle flag proudly emblazoned with

the famous design of three acres and a cow.

Behind him stood

Mr. Chamberlain.

Lord Hartington

and Mr. Goschen

spoke against the

amendment, and

were accompanied

into the Ministerial

division lobby by

Sir Henry James.

When, a week later,

Mr. Gladstone

formed his Ad

ministration, Lord

Hartington and Sir

Henry James de

clined to join it,

the latter sacrificing

for conscience'

sake the prize of

the Woolsack.

Mr. Chamberlain

and Sir George

Trevelyan, accept-

ing what they

understood as

assurances that the

now inevitable

Home Rule Bill would not imperil the unity

of the Empire,' joined Mr. Gladstone's

Cabinet, one as President of the Local

Government Board, the other as Secretary

for Scotland.
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MR. JESSE COLUNGS LEADS THE ATTACK.

On the ayth of March these two Ministers

resigned. In Cabinet Council they had

learned the full truth about the Home Rule

Hill. When it was first drafted it contained

a clause establishing the supremacy of the

Imperial Parliament, and retaining at West

minster the collaboration of the Irish

members. In a slightly modified form this

clause appeared in the second draft of the

Bill. In the third and final form Mr.

Gladstone, yielding to the imperative con

ditions of Mr. Parnell, master of eighty-six

votes, eliminated the clause. Whereupon Mr.

Chamberlain and Mr. Trevelyan withdrew.

This brief resumt of events is

necessary for the full understand

ing of the narrative that follows.

The public have during the past

ten years grown so accustomed

to finding Mr. Chamberlain and the peer who

was Lord Hartington working together in the

unity of Liberal Unionism, that they are apt

to suppose the same conditions existed from

the first As a matter of fact, in February,

1886, Mr. Chamberlain was as widely dis

severed from Lord Hartington as-a month

later he came to be parted from Mr. Glad

stone. The Radical Anti-Home Rulers,

following his lead, were bitterly resentful of

the Whig Anti-Home Rulers, captained by

Lord Hartington, a feeling accentuated by

the vote given by them on Mr. Jesse Collirags's

amendment to the Address, which made an

end of Lord Salisbury's foredoomed Adminis

tration.

WHIG AND

RADICAL

DISSEN

TIENTS.

This was Mr. Gladstone's opportunity, used

in the fitful negotiations that almost recaptured

the Radicals. Lord Hartington and his friends

in council didn't want Home Rule on any

terms. Mr. Chamberlain and his more than

half-hundred Radical followers were quite

willing to give Ireland Home Rule if the

control of the Imperial Parliament were

jealously conserved.

In conference with his colleagues the

Premier finally agreed to the adoption of

provisions whereby the Irish members should

This state of things existed

A FLAG up to Monday, the loth of

OF TRUCE. May, 1886, on which day

Mr. Gladstone rose to move

the second reading of his Bill. The position

of the Government was critical. There

were ninety-three Liberals who had declared

against the Bill. If they carried their objec

tion as far as the division lobby it would be

thrown out, and Mr. Gladstone and his

Government must go with it. Many dis

cerned the dire peril of the Liberal Party.

One perceived a way of averting it. This

was Mr. Labouchere, who, whilst an uncom

promising Home Ruler, at the time enjoyed

the confidence of Mr. Chamberlain. He

appointed to himself the task of re

uniting the Radical section of the Liberal

Unionists with what later came to be known

as the Gladstonians. The fissure had opened

on the question of the retention of Irish

members at Westminster. If Mr. Gladstone

gave way on that point all might be well.

MR. LABOUCHERK AS THE MESSENGER OF THE GODS.
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sit and vote on questions of Imperial range,

including matters of finance. On Saturday,

the 8th of May, Mr. I.abouchere, having

obtained this assurance in Downing Street,

sought an interview with Mr. Chamberlain,

who after some hesitation consented to accept

this understanding as a basis of reconcilia

tion. The agreement was put in writing,

Mr. Chamberlain dictating the terms, Mr.

Labouchere acting as scribe â�� an arrange

ment which recalls the circumstances under

which what is known in history as the

Benedetti Treaty was committed to paper.

Mr. Labouchere, having carried this flag of

truce to Downing Street, went off to the

country for a Sunday's rest, which he felt he

had well earned.

Coming back to

A town on the

HITCH, memorable

M on cl a y , the

morn of the day on which

the second reading of the

Home Rule Bill was to be

moved in terms and upon

conditions that would bring

back to the fold the strayed

sheep, Mr. Labouchere dis

covered that his patriotic

labour was undone. A

note from Mr. Chamberlain

awaited him, bitterly com

plaining that Mr. Gladstone

.was backing out, an

assurance based on what

an authorized paragraph

London papers, in

was represented as

dencies will understand how desperately he

struggled against any appearance of being

overcome in fight, more especially by a

former lieutenant, and that lieutenant Mr.

Chamberlain. When the emissary of the

newspaper brought him news of the currency

of this telegram, and asked if it were true,

the temptation to Mr. Gladstone to con

vince himself that he had yielded nothing

would be irresistible.

NLGOTIA-

CAPTAIN O SHEA.

When this bolt from the blue

swiftly descended, threatening to

destroy the edifice of peace care

fully built up, the architect turned

to Mr. Gladstone. He found the Premier

was staying with a friend at Sheen. Thither

was dispatched a messenger

on a swift horse with an

account of the new dilemma

and request for instructions.

Mr. Gladstone replied, it

was quite true he had agreed

to two alterations in his Bill

â�� (i) allowing Irish mem

bers to vote on Imperial

matters ; (2) on finance of

an Imperial character. The

first amendment he under

took to draw up himself.

The second he said he did

not fully comprehend. If

Mr. Chamberlain would

formulate his demand in

the shape of a clause,

he did not doubt that he would be able

to accept it. Mr. Labouchere brought this

proposal to Mr. Chamberlain, who plainly

denounced it as an effort to shirk the

question, reading into Mr. Gladstone's letter

a determination not to adopt the second

amendment.

.

- - , j.~ r

a SJitteh made at the Darnell Commission.

purported to be

in one of the

which Mr. Gladstone

protesting that he

had yielded on no point connected with

his Bill. Mr. I,abouchere made haste to

communicate with the Liberal Whip, and

learned what had happened whilst he was

spending a peaceful Sabbath day on the

banks of the Thames. It had been brought

to Mr. Gladstone's knowledge that Mr.

Chamberlain, after his interview with Mr.

Labouchere on the Saturday, sent round to

his friends a telegram announcing "absolute

surrender " on the part of the Premier.

Captain O'Shea received one of these

messages. He showed it to Parnell, who

sent it on to Mr. Gladstone.

The great statesman was, after all, only

human. At this epoch he had been con

vinced of the impossibility of carrying, against

the defection of a powerful section of his

followers, the Home Rule Bill in its original

form. He was ready to compromise. But

those familiar with his constitutional ten-

Mr. Labouchere, industrious, in-

DISAPPOINT- domitable, did not despair. All

MENT. was not lost as long as the Bill

awaited the second reading. If

Mr. Gladstone would only announce intention

of dropping the Bill after its broad principle

had been approved by a vote on the second

rending, it might be brought up again next

Session, with reconstruction of the 241)1 and

39th Clauses meeting the objection of Mr.

Chamberlain and his friends. On such

understanding the fifty-five Radicals who

followed Mr. Chamberlain would vote for the

second reading, crisis would be averted, the

Ministry would be saved, the Session might

be appropriated for other business, and the

work approached on safer grounds in 1887.

On the eve of the motion for the second



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

reading, Mr. Labouchere believed he had

Mr. Gladstone's definite and distinct assur

ance that he would take this course. It is

difficult to believe that so shrewd a man, one

so well versed in affairs, can have been

deceived on this important point.

What happened in the interval

between Mr. Labouchere's last

message from the Premier and the

delivery of the speech in the House

of Commons ? Perhaps if Mr.

Parnell were alive and in communi

cative mood, he might tell. How

ever it be, the Radicals below the

Gangway sat straining their ears for

the promised words of concession and

conciliation. They were not spoken,

and when Mr. Gladstone resumed his

seat after moving the second reading

of his Bill, it was felt that all was over.

This is the scene described in the

April Number. I may add that the

member deputed by Mr. Chamber

lain to follow Mr. Gladstone, and

accept the flag of truce he was

expected to hold out, was Sir Lewis

Mclver, then Radical member for

Torquay, a member who, in a quiet,

effective way, had much to do with

the Radical revolt against the Bill.

Mr. Labouchere, through the Whip, sent Mr.

Gladstone a message on the Treasury Bench

to inform him that the ambiguity of his phrase

had wrought final and fatal mischief. Mr.

Gladstone privily replied that he had meant

it to be clearly understood that the Irish

members were to sit at West

minster. Somehow or other

the accustomed master - of

plain English had failed to

make himself understood.

Prepared to yield, he wanted

things to look as little as

possible like surrender, and

so the opportunity of building

the golden bridge sped. Mr.

Gladstone suggested that Lord

Herschell should have an

interview with Mr. Chamber

lain, when all would be ex

plained. Mr. Chamberlain

hotly replied that he would

have no more negotiation,

but would vote against the Bill.

THE

FOREIGN

OFFICE

MEETING.

he surprisingly omitted to say on moving the

second reading. He asserted in the most

emphatic manner the supremacy of the

Imperial Legislature, and promised to frame

a plan that would entitle Irish members to

sit and vote at Westminster when

Imperial questions arose, or when

any proposal for taxation affecting

the condition of Ireland was sub

mitted. He even offered to withdraw

the Bill before going to a second

reading.

SIR LEWIS MC1VER.

These were the points of his con

cession. Wrapped up in a speech

an hour long, they still had about

them a disquieting air of mistiness.

Desiring to put the matter in a nut

shell, Mr. Whitbread, at the con

clusion of the speech, rose and said,

" Then we understand that the Irish

will sit at Westminster ? "

" Mr. Gladstone positively glared

upon his interrogator" (I quote from

the private notes of a member who

was present). " ' I do not,' he said,

'understand the technicalities of

drafting, so I will read again what I

am prepared to do.' Then he re

read the passage laboriously turned

so that it might appear that, whilst

conceding the demands of Chamberlain

and his party, he was really doing nothing

more than what he had contemplated from

the first, the alterations in the Bill being

quite immaterial. In short, having been right

in proposing that Irish members should not

sit at Westminster, he was

equally right in now promising

that they should."

MR. WHITBREAD.

On the 3ist of

TOO May a meeting

LATE ! of the Radical

Party was held in

one of the Committee-rooms

of the House of Commons in

order to decide what course

they should adopt in the

approaching division. Rarely

has so momentous a meeting

been held under the roof of

the Palace at Westminster.

These fifty-five men held the

fate of the Government in

If they voted with Mr. Glad

stone, the second reading of the Home Rule

Bill would be triumphantly carried. If they

abstained, it would creep through and the

Ministry would be saved. If they voted against

it, the Bill must go and the Ministry with it.

At a meeting of the Liberal

Party, held at the Foreign Office,

on the 27th of May, the second

reading debate being still in pro

gress, Mr. Gladstone said what

their hands.
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All this was clear enough. None in the

room, nor any waiting at the doors to hear

the decision, had the slightest forecast of the

momentous events hanging on their decision ;

changes amounting to a revolution of English

political parties, accompanied by

far-reaching consequences at home

and abroad.

Mr. Chamberlain submitted the

issue in a speech which one

present tells me was a

model of judicial impar

tiality. There were open to

them, he said, the familiar

three courses. They might

vote for the Bill ; they

might vote against it; they

might abstain from the divi

sion lobby. He advocated

no one of the three, con

fining himself to the task

of summarizing the conse

quences thatwouldseverally

follow. He suggested that

in coming to a decision

the process of the second

ballot should be adopted. On the first

division of the fifty-five members present

three voted in favour of the Bill, thirty-nine

against it, thirteen electing to abstain. On a

second vote, the three who had voted in

favour of the Bill stood by their guns. Of

the abstainers nine went over to the stalwarts,

and the die was cast.

DIVISION ON

the secret negotiations with Mr. Gladstone,

which were conducted exclusively with Mr.

Chamberlain's section. I have the best

reason to know that these began and ended

without the personal knowledge of Lord

Hartington and his inner

council, who learned the

facts for the first time from

the April Number of THE

STRAND MAGAZINE.

On referring to

"Annals of Our

Time," I find

under date 31 st

May, 1886, that the figures

in the divisions taken at

the fateful meeting of

Radical Dissentients, pre

sided over by Mr. Cham

berlain on the eve of the

second reading, slightly vary

from my account. It was

rumoured in the Lobby of

the House of Commons

that fifty - four members

met; that three declared

for the second reading ; twelve would abstain ;

and that thirty-eight were in favour of voting

against it. This it will be observed accounts

for only fifty-three. The figures I give are

supplied by a member who took a leading

part in the revolt.

JOSEPH ADDRESSING HIS BRETHREN,

A HISTORICAL FRAGMENT.

.Shortly after the stroke of one

THE SECOND.

KEADING.

o'clock on the morn-

ing of June 8th the

House divided, and a

second reading was refused the

Home Rule Bill by 343 votes

against 313. Of the majority

there were 250 Conservatives

and ninety - three Dissentient

Liberals. Of these last fifty-five

were followers of Mr. Chamber

lain, forty-eight men whom on

other platforms and in times

not long past they angrily de

nounced as Whigs. They were

now united under a common

flag, and have to this day, with

few notable defections, remained

in unity.

It is important to note that the

two sections came together for

the first time in avowed alliance

at a meeting held at Devon

shire House on the I4th of

May, 1886, some time after

MR. CAINE KEEPING MR. BRIGHT ADVISED.

MR.

HEIGHT'S

LETTER.

" A great impression," it is written in the

" Annals," " was made by a letter from Mr.

Bright, who stated that though he would not

speak he would vote against the

Bill." I have had communicated

to me some curious particulars

about that unpublished letter,

the importance of which upon

the history of the country can

scarcely be exaggerated. In

those troubled times, on the eve

of the dissolution of life-long

friendships, one surpassing all,

Mr. Bright could not bring him

self to resume his attendance

at the House of Commons. He

spent his evenings at the Reform

Club, an arrangement being

made that Mr. W. S. Caine, who

acted as Whip of the inchoate

party, should see him every

evening about nine o'clock, and

report progress. The final

meeting of the Chamber-

lainites having been decided

uponâ��by a striking coin

cidence it was held in
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Committee-room No. 15, at a later stage

famous in connection with another episode

of the Irish questionâ��Mr. Caine saw Mr.

Bright, and begged him to attend it. Mr.

Bright declined, but agreed to write a letter

that might be read at the gathering. After it

had been read it was destroyed, no copy being

kept. There was a report current

at the time that an enterprising

journal had offered Mr. Caine

jC\oo for the text of the letter.

Mr. Bright was not

FRIENDLY Emitted to receive

tion from Mr.Came

of what was going forward at

this crisis. Mr. Labouchere,

the friendly broker throughout

the whole business, posted off

to the Reform Club as soon as

he heard the decision arrived

at by the Radical meeting on

the 3ist May.

BROKER. fXd"S1Ve 'nfÂ°mla-

" What have they done ? "

eagerly asked Mr. Bright, as

he entered.

Mr. Labouchere, who suspected that only

a portion of the letter had been read to the

meeting, asked Mr. Bright to give him a copy

for publication. Mr. Bright consented to the

publication, but said he had kept no copy.

Mr. Caine arriving at this moment, Mr.

Bright said, " Give I>abouchere my letter to

go to the papers." Mr. Caine

had already destroyed it.

This narrative of

the inner history

of the historical

epoch, oo m p i 1 e d

from letters and

oral communications made to

me from leading members in

the various camps, will enable

the judicious reader to form

his own opinion as to who

killed the Home Rule Bill.

THE FRIENDLY BROKER.

" They have resolved to vote against the

Bill," said Mr. I^ibouchere.

According to Mr. Labouchere's account of

this interview, given at the time to a friend

who permits me to use his notes, Mr. Bright

expressed regret at this conclusion. The

purport of Mr. Bright's letter was that, whilst

he distrusted the compromise Mr. Gladstone

was at this date prepared to makeâ��to with

draw the Bill after the second reading, re-

introducing it the following Session amended

in the direction of the views of Lord

Harrington and Mr. Chamberlainâ��he would

fall in with whatever conclusion the meeting

arrived at. That is the sum

mary of the letter given by one

who heard it read at the meet

ing. Mr. Labouchere, on the

contrary, was under the im

pression that Mr. Bright had

announced his intention to vote

against the Bill. Mr. Labou

chere reminding him that he

had earlier stated he would

abstain from voting, Mr. Bright

answered that he had been

grossly insulted in public by

Mr. Sexton, an incident in his

long connection with Ireland

which had decided him finally

to break with the Nationalist

party.

WHO

KILLED

COCK

ROBIN ?

"Who defeated the Bill?"

one of the fifty-five meeting in

Committee-room No. 15, still a

trusted member of the Unionist

party, writes. He answers him

self with ascending notes of

admiration, preserved from his text: " Hussey

Vivian ! W. S. Caine ! ! Winterbotham !! !

George Trevelyan ! !!! These, following in

succession with bitter non-surrender speeches,

turned the feeling which Chamberlain's speech

had left in a condition of icy impartiality."

" The man who was bitterest against any

compromise," writes another leading member

of the fifty-five, who has since found salva

tion, "and was most determined that the

Bill should be thrown out, was not Bright,

but George Trevelyan, who made a vehement

speech, which undoubtedly settled the line

the meeting took."

STORMING DOWN TO DOWNING STREET.

A third correspondent, going

back earlier to the date of the

first negotiation conducted by

Mr. Labouchere between Down

ing Street and Prince's Gardens,

writes : " It having leaked out

that negotiations were going

forward on the basis of retain

ing Irish members at Westmin

ster, and in other directions

securing the supremacy of the

British Parliament, Parnell went

storming down to Downing

Street, about two o'clock on

the Saturday afternoon before

the second reading speech, and

knocked the whole arrangement

into pie."
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HE popularity of this gem

among seaside resorts for the

wanderings of the honeymoon

pair, a visit will at once ex

plain. Nature here is lavish in

the grandeur and variety of

her giftsâ��the wild, rock-bound coast, fraught

with a thousand perils to the mariner; the

sweeping moors, bare, bleak, solitary, sad ;

the mountainous cliffs and headlands ; the

VoL xvi â��II.

sweet and secluded valleys; the wild roaring

of the open sea; and the gentle ripple of the

fern-clad stream: such are some of the

attractions which spread the fame of this

veritable fairyland of the Lyn.

Of the several routes by road and water

which lead to Lynmouth, the approach by

water is truly a charming and impressive one.

The traveller takes in, almost at a glance,

the whole bay with its surrounding beauties

*F**"~-

â�¢Sr

SEA-FISHING AT LYNTON.
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of cliff and sands, deep embowered caves,

and wealth of vegetation, with the harbour

and its shipping, the quaint watch-tower and

village of Lynmouth as the central attrac

tion. From these houses and flower-covered

cottages, dotted here and there on the face of

I,yn Cliff, carry the eye upwards to the larger

village of Lynton, 4ocft. above.

There is neither pier nor landing-stage of

any description ; none of the usual means of

arrival are possible here. At high tide, as at

low tide, the passage from steamer to shore

is accomplished by the means of small

boats, manned by the native fishermen, who

may be depended upon to bring us safely

ashore, though not always by the most

dignified method. For at very low tides

some difficulty is experienced in getting the

boats to shoreâ��a long stretch of sea-weed

covered boulders â�� progress can only be

measured by inches. The boatmen, taking

advantage of

the breakers

as they roll in,

urge the craft

slowly forward;

....â�� - but with a full

complement of

pa s se ngers,

their utmost

exertions will

frequently fail

to bring the

burden nearer

than some

twenty feet of the beach. Then it

is that our helplessness is so apparent,

and we renew a far-away experience

of childhood's days when the boat

men â�� in high boots, prepared for

the emergency â�� take us in their

arms, and, retaining the perpendicular

with what grace the nature of the

beach will allow, carry us ashore,

placing us dryshod among the rocks.

A scramble of ten or fifteen minutes,

according to our agility, over these

is necessary before we reach what we

feel may be safely regarded as terra

firma.

By road, we have a choice of

several different routes ; but the

coach drive from Minehead stands

out distinctly in our experience as

the first and best. It lies over a

magnificent line of coast, and by this

route, therefore, on this occasion, we

will enter the charming seclusion of

the twin - villages. The coach has

accomplished the greater part of the long

journey ; we have long left flower-embossed

Porlock, have climbed the long hill on foot,

and have resumed our seats behind the

eager steeds ; have crossed a large part of

Exmoor, and we are within easy reach of our

destination.

The approach from Countisbury Foreland

is probably unique. The scene which is

suddenly unfolded is likely, when visited for

the first time, to prove somewhat appalling,

and the face of the young bride who, with

a newly-fledged Benedict, is nearly certain

to be numbered among the travellers, will

pale as the expanse below meets her half-

fearful gaze, and were it not for other eyes,

no doubt an arm would steal round the slim

waist, and a voice promise protection even

though the coach with its living burden should

be hurled into the depths below. From this

giddy height we look sheer down the jagged
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THE CASTLE ROCK.

face of the cliff and see the minute ripples of

the sea shimmering at a depth of hundreds of

feet below. On a distant hill in front of us

we get a glimpse of the higher village of

Lynton, with its many windows facing sea

wards. The old watch-tower of Lynmouth,

too, shows dark on the surf of the incoming

tide, and steamers outward and homeward

bound leave their long, dark wreaths of smoke

on the evening sky, and their ever-widening

trails prove their progress on the pathless

deep. On the occasion of which we write

the impressiveness of the scene was doubly

enhanced by a brilliant rainbow with three

attendant reflections, and together composed

a picture never to be forgotten.

As we dash down over the steep incline,

for a medium pace is scarcely possible, the

view is lost in the thick foliage of the trees

between which we rush, and our journey is

ended as the coach with its steaming horses

pulls up on the bridge which spans the Lyn.
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For once, even in steam-driven England,

we get an ideal ending to an ideal journey,

such as might soothe the spirit of Ruskin

himself. We are landed in the very bosom

of the most romantic scenery, free from the

shrill confusion of the modern railway station.

Flowers of every hue, creepers of every form

of trailing loveliness, covering old fashioned

cottages from doorway to chimney, delight

the eye with their colour and careless beauty.

A few yards to our right the West Lyn

merges with the sister stream, and together,

almost before mingling, they glide beyond

the old Rhine Tower, and become one with

the great sea.

In marked contrast to the crowded

greenery of the streams is the breadth and

freedom of the cliff-side, which is traversed

by a winding path cut in the very ribs of the

rocky wall. It is called the North Walk, and

leads directly to the Valley of Rocks.

Approaching the valley from Lynton we

enter it at its most eastern point, and absorb

its beauties by degrees. Starling, however,

from Lynmouth, we take the cliff-railway

already referred to, and alight at the North

\Valk. This is by far the more interesting

and picturesque route, and, introducing us

into the valley somewhat unexpectedly, adds

to the pleasure we derive from the charming

A ROUGH MORNING.

One of the most formidable tasks that

presented itself to the visitor, formerly, was

the journey from Lynmouth to Lynton. To

accomplish this it was necessary to under

take a most fatiguing climb up the terrible

hill that separates the villages. A vehicle

could be hired, but if one were able-bodied,

compassion would force one to alight, rather

than weight the poor horse unnecessarily ;

but a beneficent company has changed all

that, and though at first lovers of these

villages were somewhat shocked at the idea

of a cliff-railway, the site was so well chosen,

and the benefits derived from it so great,

that the innovation is hailed with consider

able satisfaction.

The coach still climbs the hill, and our

drawing, " Up the Hill to Lynton," gives some

idea of the steep slope of this hill-side road.

view. It is, indeed, a delightful promenade,

affording uninterrupted views along the coast

and across the sea. Great masses of rock,

bright with clinging vegetation, overhang the

stony beach two hundred feet below. To

our left, the precipitous cliff-wall continues

its upward stretch : jagged masses of rock

threaten immediate descent, and here and

there, adding a touch of life to the scene :â��

Up scour the startling stragglers of the (lock,

That on green plots o'er precipices browse ;

at each turn of the path as it winds with the

formation of the face of the cliffs, disclosing

more and more extended views of the coast,

until in its final turn we get the first view of

the Castle Rock, a grandly picturesque mass

of limestone. A gap in the cliffs at this point

provides as foreground a level stretch of grass,

from which the south side of the rock rises ; the
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north side, hoary and weather-worn, reaches to

its full height of four hundred feet perpen

dicularly from the sea. The landward side,

covered with bracken and bramble, has a

rugged path which leads with little difficulty

to the summit, and we remember that it was

here, on this exalted platform, that, with a

sheep and a goat as combatants, a vigorous

battle raged, watched with sympathetic

interest from the valley below by John

Ridd, when, love-sick, he visited the Devil's

Cheeswring to obtain the potent advice of

Mother Melldrum. Roused by the unequal

contest, he bounded up the rocky crag, only,

as we know, to see the inoffensive sheep

succumb to the wild onslaught of his

antagonist, who tossed it headlong into the

THE EAST LYN.

sea below. Remembering, too, how speedily

the goat followed his vanquished foe, we

venture near the edge and take n half-fearful

glance into the hazy depths, and instinctively

recoil to safer vantage ground.

Looking westward we see a glorious stretch

of rocky coast with Lee Abbey firm based

and pinnacled on the nearer headland in the

middle distance, each succeeding headland

becoming less insistent in detail, broadening

in effects of purple and of gold.

But these beauties may not always be ex

plored under the beneficent rays of the sua
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Dame Nature is not always propitious ; she

varies the sunshine with the shower, and, as

in the drawing, "A Rough Morning," pro

vides a scene of wild grandeur as interesting

as the gentler mood. We walk through the

beautiful Valley of Rocks to Lynton, and

go down the cliff-railway once again to Lyn-

mouth. Fishermen clad in oil-skin coats and

sou' - westers keep

watch at the sea

wall ; visitors in

waterproofs seek

sanctuary in any

sheltered nook

which permits a

view of the in-

coming sea; the holiday aspect

has j/ivcn way ; Nature seems to

have real business on hand, and

serious its results are likely to

prove to any craft caught unpre

pared on this cavernous coast.

Fortunately, our backs are to the

south - west, and the wild wind

carries the spray back to the sea. So dense

is the spray that the headland of Countis-

bury is hidden from view, and the mist of it

drives white against the grey sky.

The streams grow in turbulence, in keep

ing with the spirit of the coast, and the

angler's hopes rise, as he notes the swelling

of the pools and the dimming of their pebbly

bed.

The steep hill-sides at whose foot the East

Lyn rushes noisily along for many a mile

through scenes of fairyland form what we

WATEKSMEET.

will style our " Honeymoon Valley," where

we meet the various types of them that seek

seclusion. Let us note their occupations.

We see the pair who, with sketch-book,
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are intent on securing in colour some

lasting impression of the river's charms ;

the bridegroom who, with rod and line,

would tempt the wary trout he never

catches, while his bride, ensconced between

two lichened boulders, and cushioned

with the stringy moss, is mingling with her

present joy the sweet love story, now two

centuries old, which has invested the locality

with perennial interest. We have the happy

pair who, strolling arm-locked, unconscious

Tying: the photographer must needs go" far

afield, and one's sympathies for the poor

bride are continually enlisted, whether our

excursions take us east, west, north, or south,

far or near. The two flying figures are always

in view, the modern Orpheus with camera in

front, perspiring Eurydice behind !

But, happily, the landscape survives, and

we will take that portion of Honeymoon

Valley where the East Lyn has its course,

and wander along the rugged path by its

DEVONSHIRE CREAM.

of the glory that surrounds them, have, for

the moment, eyes and thoughts for nothing

but each other. The " demon " photographer,

of course, is here, also in the character of a

Benedict; but now, as ever, he is a photo

grapher first, with tripod on shoulder and

cloth of velvet flying at its head, rushing from

point to point, as though the morrow would

find all things changed. Meanwhile, the

new-made wife, mindful of promises so

recent, strives, as in duty bound, to keep

pace with her enthusiastic spouse, doomed,

even in these early days of married bliss,

to carry a weighty box of plates. The

charms that lie near at hand prove unsatis-

side, which leads us now up the far-famed

Watersmeet Valley.

We pass through the rustic street of Bren-

don, where through an open door we catch

a glimpse of an old dame busy in the most

interesting occupation of this districtâ��the

making of the far-famed Devonshire cream.

Our drawing, " Making Cream," illustrates

the old-fashioned method of " raising the

cream," which is being rapidly superseded

by the more mojern system of the store, not

to mention the use of steam, the service of

which valuable and universal agent is called

upon for the more wholesale production of

this popular addition to our lighter meals,
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Leaving Brendon, the course of the river

is less secluded, and there are occasional

stretches of bare hill-side, a foretaste of the

higher reaches of the stream. At Malms-

meadâ��we give a sketch of the old bridge and

farm-houses â�� we enter

the Doone Country, but

a short walk from the

valley which formed the

stronghold of this family

freebooters, which flourished

two centuries ago, and now

lives again in the vivid pages of

Black more's " Lorna Doone."

The associations of this story

pervade the whole district.

The nature of the scenery

has entirely changed ; the banks of the

streamâ��here called Badgeworthy Waterâ��are

for the most part treeless, and the bare

slopes of Exmoor, in purple and brown,

stretch before us. Here the trout increase

in numbers, and here is the famous water-

slide where the wonderful loach were forked,

and the climbing of which led to such

momentous developments in the simple life

of the owner of Plover's Barrows, inseparable

from these moors and streams. So full of

this romance are we that, in the gloom and

of

mystery of our surroundings, we almost feel

that the " girt Jan Ridd " is only a little in

advance of us, and that the huge form may

at any moment appear to .our mortal eyes,

and so present us with a lasting impression

of his build and bearing.

We complete our climb of the weird

stream and gain the open, but there is no

John Ridd. Two hundred winters have

frozen the woods since he laid his offering of

fresh-caught loach at the feet of the divine

Lorna. Here it was that the heroine had her

bower, and we are not a little surprised that

MAl.MSMEAU.

we have reached the trysting-place with so

small an amount of trouble ; but times since

then are changed, and we feel that the water-

slide, somehow, must have changed with

them.

Returning by the river as far as Malms-

mead, we prepare ourselves for a long, up-hill

climb across the moors to Countisbury. We

have left the solitary streams and woodlnnds

for the open wilderness of bracken and

heather, and a wild tangle of undergrowth.

We are impressed with a sense of solitariness ;
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not a single cottage

lends its influence

to banish the lone

liness of the sweep

ing moors. As we

climb and reach

the higher lands a

magnificent pano

rama stretches

before us, hill

beyond hill, in

ever - varying light

and shade; hills,

brown with dying

bracken, become

lustrous gold in

the evening light,

strengthened in

effect by the

gloom of the hills

behind; they in

turn discarding

their purple robes

for gold and crim

son, as the low

clouds yield them

sight of the wester

ing sun. Deep in

the gloom of the valleys lie the

villages of Oare, Malmsmead, and

Brendon, and things seem to be other

than they are. If it were but the

season, the blue mists with the red

dening foliage would almost persuade

us that we had left behind, unnoticed,

broad beds of violets or bluebells.

The clanging of a cattle bell breaks the

silence, and as though in response, the long-

drawn note of a horn, sounding soft and

musical, reaches us from the distance,

announcing the home-returning coach. We

decide to intercept it, and make direct

through the dew-laden grass for the Porlock

Road, and are fortunate in finding vacant

seats. The reds and greens have faded

from the west; the Hollerday Hill tells back

against the sky as we cross the Foreland, and

the electric light twinkles brilliantly through

the foliage and down the winding village

street when, for the second time, we alight

on the Lyn Bridge.

that month a

little line was

opened to

Barnstaple. It

is only two feet

gauge, and

passes through,

without in any

way spoiling,

some very beau

tiful scenery.

Until May of this year Lynton was twenty

miles from any railway station, but during

Vol. xvLâ��12.

THE WATER-SLIDE

The directors determined that neither

Lynton nor Lynmouth should in any way

suffer from the unsightly requirements of a

station, and so have kept it outside the place,

and it cannot be seen from either of the two

villages.



An Experiment in Burglary

BY H. HOBART NICHOLS.

PUT aside my morning

paper as the breakfast

bell rang.

"Well, dear, what is

the news ? " inquired my

wife, when we were

seated at table.

" Nothing very stait-

ling," I replied, "except that the burglars

were at it again last night; the police think

they are an organized gang, and not local

thieves."

Washington had been the scene, for a fort

night past, of a series of daring robberies.

The police were mysti

fied, and seemed to be

unable to get the slight

est clue to their move

ments.

" I think, my dear,"

I continued, 'â�¢ that we

h:id better put our silver

in a safe deposit until

these fellows let up, for

it seems that they are

too much for the

authorities ; I should

not like to lose it, and

the fact that we have

quite a tempting lot

was well advertised

in the society columns

at the time of our

marriage."

" Nonsense, George," replied my wife, who

is not easily alarmed. " Do you suppose

those men ever read of what is going on in

society ? At any rate, no one could enter

this house in the night without arousing me ;

and, if they did, they would never find the

silver in that clever little device of yoursâ��

how could they ? "

" My dear, you don't seem to understand

how clever these professional burglars are ;

and as for your hearing them,

that's absurd. You have

always laboured under the

delusion that you are a light

sleeper, I know ; but you are

mistaken. Why, I'll wager 1

could break in and rifle

the house myself from

top to bottom without

your knowing it."

This last statement

naturally piqued

better half.

1 * /rW

â�¢S> I ; Kfr

"I'LL WACiER you A .\EW SILK HAI.

my

" I'll wager you a new

silk hat that you could

not," 'she retorted,

positively.

" I accept the chal

lenge," I replied. " What

do you want if I lose ? "
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"Oh, as far as that goes, the satisfaction

of being right will be quite enough for me,

George."

" Nevertheless," I laughed, although at

the time I had not the slightest intention

of trying the experiment; " nevertheless, I

agree to add another piece of silver to your

collection if I lose the wager."

After breakfast I went to my office as

usual, thinking no more of the conversation

just related. Very likely it would not have

occurred to me again, preoccupied as I was

with work that would keep me until late that

night, if my wife had not alluded to it as I

was about to leave the house after dinner.

" I have been thinking over our conversa

tion at breakfast," she said, " and I am more

positive than ever that we need not worry

about our valuables. The slightest sound is

heard all over the house, and one of us would

be sure to hear if anyone attempted to enter

in the night. Good-bye, dear. Don't work

custom of some doting young wives. So I

had no misgivings on her account as I started

to return home.

It was later than I had supposed, for the

cars had stopped, and I had to walk the half-

mile or so to my house. It was a warm

October night, and a fine mist had settled

over the city, obscuring the faint light of the

stars. The street lamps made great ghostly

blurs as they melted in the distance, and the

buildings grew more and more vague and

shapeless, until they became part of the haze.

The silence was profound, the streets almost

deserted, and the houses I passed dark and

gloomy as so many tombs.

"What a perfect night for a burglar!" I

reflected; and with the thought came the

recollection of my conversation with Alice at

breakfast and her complacent boast. Why

not put her to the test?

" By George ! " I exclaimed, half aloud, as

the suggestion materialized into a plan,

" 'WHAT A TERFECT NIGHT FOR A BIRGI.AR !' i REFLECTED."

too late; it isn't good for one with your

nervous temperament, you know," she added,

teasingly.

I smiled at her pleasantry, and went my

way.

As I put down my pen that night, with

the satisfaction one feels when conscious of

having performed a duty well, I glanced at

my watch, only to discover that it had

stopped at three minutes past midnight.

How much later it was I could only infer.

It was no unusual thing, however, for me to

remain out late, and Alice, being as amiable

as she was sensible, never made me feel un

comfortable by sitting up for me, as is the

" I'll do it; and if I succeed, won't I have

the laugh on Alice in the morning !"

I had once, having mislaid my keys,

managed to effect an entrance through

one of the dining-room windows. I would

do the same to-night, remove the silver

from its hiding-place, conceal it elsewhere,

let Alice herself discover its absence, and,

after enjoying her discomfiture, tell her the

whole story and claim the victory.

To be sure, there was the possibility of

failure. I might awaken Alice and frighten

her out of her wits, for I had all a man's

scepticism as to a woman's courage in the

face of danger. Still, I would not admit

that it was more than a shadow of a
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possibility. The more I thought of it, the

surer I felt of myself.

As I walked on I found myself entering

into my role with zest and enthusiasm.

As detail after detail presented itself, an

unholy delight in my own cleverness pos

sessed me; and as I reached my house

and tiptoed around the gravel walk to the

side and rear, all my senses were keenly

on the alert, and my heart beat with a

lawless excitement not felt since the days

when robbing corn-fields and water-melon

patches formed the chief joys of my in

nocent boyhood.

Trying the blinds of the dining-room

windows, I at last

found one that

was not merely

loose, but un

latched.

"What careless

ness ! " I reflected ;

" but so much the

easier for me."

Opening it

noiselessly, I was

further surprised

to discover that

the window was

raised. Plainly, I

reflected, the ser

vants must not be

trusted to lock up

the house here

after. Glancing

into the room, I

saw that every

thing was as usual;

the drop-light

burning dimly on

the table, as was

always the case

when I was out

late, in view of the

Cockney accent. "This his my game, hand

I don't need hany o' yer hassistance. When

I git through yer can 'ave what's left."

I saw in a flash that the fellow mistook

me for one of his own craft. My first

impulse was to obey his injunction to

"git hout" as speedily as possible, and

return promptly with a policeman or two.

Then I thought of Alice. Suppose the

fellow went up-stairs before I got back and

she should see him. With all her boasted

nerve, the shock would be terrible. No, I

must not leave the rascal. He was probably

one of the gang who had been operating in

Washington lately. If

-â�¢?â�¢ ?â�¢>,-.

â�¢Hv;:;V

"'GIT HOUT O' THIS, YER BLOAT'.' HE GROWLED."

nocturnal luncheon with which 1 endeavoured

to repair my wasted energies. After listening

a moment, I pulled myself up, thrust one leg

over the window-sill, and was half-way in

the room, when I was confronted by a

manâ��a burly fellowâ��who loomed suddenly

out of the semi-darkness, and, levelling a

revolver at me, brought me to a standstill.

To say that I was astonished is putting it

mildly ; and I have no idea what I should

have said or done had not the ruffian inad

vertently given me my cue, which I am proud

to say I was quick-witted enough to follow.

however, something

" Git hout o' this, yer bloat! " he growled,

in a deep, low voice, and with a decidedly

I were only cool

enough and clever

enough I might

be instrumental in

lodging him, and

possibly his pals,

in gaol, where I

certainly wished

him at the

moment. To do

this I must fall

into the rdle of

real burglar, to

which the fellow

had assigned me,

and in some way

bend ci re urn -

stances to my

purpose. But

though I had

never in my life

thought so rapidly

or so much to the

point as I did in

the ten seconds I

was looking into

the barrel of that

revolver, I confess

I could not see

my way clear ;

must be done, and

quickly. So with a wink and a swagger,

I motioned the revolver aside, and pulling

myself into the room, remarked, in a cautious

tone :â��

" Come, now, my lad, don't be a fool. I've

been watching my chance to crack this crib

for some time, and now that I am here I

don't mean that you shall stop me."

The fellow glared at me for a moment,

then lowered his weapon and hoarsely re

sponded :â��

" Well, don't 'rouse the 'ouse. I suppose

we'd better do the job t'gether than git

jugged."



AN EXPERIMENT IN BURGLARY.

93

Evidently, no doubt of my belonging to

his noble profession had yet occurred to him ;

but I realized perfectly that the smallest

mistake on my part might arouse his

suspicion. I saw at a glance that he was of

a low, brutal type, and that my only chance

lay in convincing him that I was the superior

cracksman of the two.

" Never mind who I am," I replied to his

inquiry as to my identity. " If you weren't

a stranger in these parts I think you'd know

me. Been taking a nap ?" I continued,

noting that he had secured nothing so far.

" Where's your swag ? "

"I jest got hin, but I'm 'anged if I sees

hanythink now's I'm 'ere," he replied, sullenly.

" You're right," I whispered, with a sly grin

that cost me a tremendous effort (and I may

as well add that my enjoyment of the role had

ceased from the moment when the amateur

became the professional), " they've got plenty

of stuff, and we've only got to find it."

He began pulling open drawers and closets,

tossing the table linen into a heap on the

floor and upsetting things generally. For

some moments he worked on stealthily,

I apparently assisting him, my mind revolv

ing plan after plan for bringing the situation

to a desirable end, without, however, arriving

at any decision.

I felt perfectly easy as far as our silver was

concerned ; no one not in the secret could

""

â�¢

" HE UECAN PULLING OPEN DRAWERS ANU CLOSETS."

I glanced about, remarking that there

didn't seem to be much in sight, and sug

gested that perhaps the house contained

nothing worth taking, hoping that I might

discourage him so that he would leave with

out further search.

" None o' your Yankee tricks with me,"

he growled, and his tone was threatening;

" yer knows there's a good 'awl to be made,

or yer wouldn't be 'ere. Didn't I see in th'

papers that these young 'uns were jest marrit

an' they got a 'cap o' silver give 'em ? "

possibly discover its hiding-place. But

another anxiety was sending the blood to my

brain. Supposing, finding nothing, the fellow

should propose going up-stairs? Scarcely

had the thought entered my mind when, with

an oath, he turned from the open drawers and

growled :â��

" They hain't nothink down 'ere; we'll 'ave

to go hup."

Even in my perturbed state of mind I felt

a satisfaction in knowing that I was again

rightâ��burglars did read the society column.

I made a mental note of the remark for

the further humiliation of my wife.

For a moment I was staggered; then,

" I guess you're right," I said. " But you'd

better let me go alone; I'm lighter on my

feet."

In our upper hall there is a messenger

call; it was in the house when we moved in.

Regarding it as a disfigurement to the wall,

we had meant to have it removed; but how
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glad I now was that we had procrastinated

can be imagined.

Breathlessly I awaited the villain's answer.

He fixed his beady eyes on me; then, with

a cunning leer : â��

"I'll go halong too," he said; "yer might

need protection, yer see."

He was troubled by no misgivings regard

ing my knavery, but evidently he did not

believe in the adage that there is honour

even among thieves; he was fearful lest I

cheat him out of what he considered his

share of the plunder. It seemed clear that the

only way to keep him down-stairs was to give

up my cherished plate. Perhaps if I had

had more time I might have thought of

another plan ; but there stood the burglar,

eyeing me suspiciously, and the crisis was at

hand. I am a small man, more of a student

than an athlete ; the burglar was a big fellow,

with fists like sledge - hammers â�� and a

revolver. So, inwardly cursing, but assuming

a patronizing and reckless air, I said :â��

" Well, I guess I'll have to let you into

this, after all. You English chaps are a

thousand years behind the times. You're

not on to our Yankee notions, I see."

I began moving along the wall, feeling the

paneling, until I came to the corner near the

door ; here I stopped and looked at him ; he

was watching me intently. I pressed one of

the beads in the moulding, and instantly two

of the panels slid apart, disclosing a tempting

array of household silver.

" Well, I be blowed !" ejaculated my

colleague, aloud, forgetting caution ; and

without delay he deftly began pulling out

piece after piece.

"You har a ruin 'un, you har ! Was goin'

to keep hit all to yerself, too. Say ! 'owd

yer git hon to it ? " he asked, with a touch of

deference in his manner.

" Oh, I'll divvy the silver, but I'll keep my

knowledge to myself," I replied, jocosely, for

I wanted to keep him in a good humour.

So far so good ; but what I was to do next

I had not the slightest idea. Ideas came and

went confusedly as I watched him stowing

away our silver in a sack which he drew from

beneath his waistcoat. Again the man un

wittingly suggested my course.

,"Say, you tap the top o' the crib while

I stow haway this swag."

At last, though he had the silver, it was

evident that I had his confidence. Perceiv

ing my opportunity, I was quick to seix.e it.

" All right ; but how do I know that you

won't skip with the silver while I'm at it?" I

replied.

" Do yer take me for a bloomin' hinnocent

in harms?" he grinned. " Dimons an'

watches his worth 'avin'."

I felt convinced of his sincerity; so,

slipping off my shoes, I pushed aside

the portiere and went into the hall. At

the foot of the stairs I paused; if I

aroused Alice she would suppose rightly that

it was I, and would certainly speak; the

fellow would hear her and bolt with the

silver. I dared not risk it. Instead, I went

through the library into a little room where

my telephone is located. Closing both doors

behind me, and putting my hand on the bell

to muffle the sound, I rang up Central.

" What is it ? " came the answer.

" Give me the Sixth Precinct quickly," I

whispered.

I waited an interminable time as it seemed

to me, then the same voice said:â��

" Can't get them ; the wire's out of order."

My heart sank within me; but I stated

the circumstances as briefly as possible to the

operator, requesting that he send word to the

police. I knew that there was nothing left

for me to do but keep the fellow occupied

HE AH'EARED IN THE 1>OOKWAY WITH A 1'IECB OF PIE

IN HIS HAND."
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until the officers arrived, but I had small

hope of succeeding. Stealing back to

the dining - room, I was bewildered to

find that the burglar had vanished; but

there on the floor lay the bag of silver.

Presently, however, I heard him in the

pantry, and a moment later he appeared

in the doorway with a piece of pie in

his hand.

"Where do they keep the liquor?" he

grumbled; then, seeing my hands empty, he

inquired :â��

" What luck hup-stairs ? "

I shook my head. " Nothing there worth

taking."

His brows knitted in a way that expressed

plainly that he doubted me. " Iâ��

" Hist! " I interrupted. " What's that ? "

There was certainly a noise outside.

My surprise was genuine, for it did not

seem possible that my summons could have

been answered so quickly.

The burglar sprang forward and turned

out the light, at the same time making a

grab for the silver. I was there before him,

however, and, bag in hand, made a rush for

the hall and threw open the front door, only

to find myself seized instantly by two officers

of the law.

" What's your hurry ? " coolly remarked one

11 ' I'M NOT THE ONE/ I GASPED.'

"IT REQUIRED ONLY A FEW WORDS FROM HER TO

CONVINCE THE OFFICERS OF MY IDENTITY."

of them, snapping a pair of hand

cuffs on my wrists.

' I'm not the one," I gasped ;

" he's in the dining-room."

" You'll do," replied the man ; " better give

over that bag; you won't need it."

" I am the proprietor of this house, and

this is my own silver," I protested, in

dignantly. "For Heaven's sake, go quick

and capture that ruffian in the dining-room."

" Come, we know you, and we don't want

any of your old tricks ; you can tell us those

fairy tales later," said the first officer, going

through my pockets with professional ease.

In my agitation I did not hear Alice come

downstairs, and only knew that she was

present when I heard her excitedly corrobo

rating my statements. It required only a

few words from her to convince the officers
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of my identity, though

evidently against their will;

for they continued to eye

me with suspicion, and

removed the handcuffs

with undisguised regret,

as Alice subsequently

asserted. When one of

them finally concluded to

investigate my statements

regarding the real burglar,

and made a rush for the

dining - room, it hardly

need be added that the

bird had flown.

The piece of pie on the

table, minus a large semi

circular portion, and the

disordered room, were the

sole traces of his presence,

if one excepts the bag

containing his intended

plunder.

After partaking of the

refreshments which I felt

it proper to offer them

the minions of the law

departed, still chuckling

over the events of the

evening and their

denouement.

" How perfectly dread

ful to find that revolver

thrust in your face ! " said

Alice, sympathetically, as

soon as we were alone, "and how splendidly

you behaved all through, you poor, dear

old George."

SHE HAD UEKN

DOWN

AROUSED BY NOISES

â�¢STAIRS."

" Yes," I acknowledged,

modestly, " it was a trying

situation for one of my

'nervous temperament.'"

Alice gave me an affec

tionate tap on the cheek.

" And if my policemen

had not appeared with

such amazing alacrity, you

might have lost both your

husband and your silver,

my dear; for that fellow

was getting very ugly."

" Your police ! " replied

my wife, smiling.

" The police I tele

phoned for," I explained.

Alice continued to smile.

" But they were not

your policemen, George;

they were mine."

It was now my wife's

turn to assume a patroniz-

ing tone â�� and she

did it.

It seemed that she had

been aroused by noises

down-stairs, and being

convinced that there was a

burglary in progress, like

the brave little woman she

is, had gone to the mes

senger call and summoned

the police; then, putting on

her wrapper and slippers,

quietly, if not calmly, awaited results.

The next day Alice was the happy pos

sessor of a silver tea-urn.
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XII.-A FOREIGN INVASION OF ENGLAND.

BY GRANT ALLEN.

UR worst enemies are not

always the most apparent ones.

It is easy enough to build

forts for the protection of our

towns and harbours against

French or Germans, but it is

very difficult to devise means of defence

against such insidious foreign invaders as

the influenza germ or the Colorado beetle.

France lost much by the war with Germany ;

but she probably lost more by the silent

onslaught of the tiny phylloxera, which

attacked her vineyards â��attacked them, liter

ally, root and branch, and paralyzed for

several years one of her richest industries.

Yet invasions like these, being less obvious to

the eye than the landing of a boat-load of

French or German marines on some bare rock

in the Pacific claimed by Britain, attract far less

attention than aggressions on the Niger or

advances in Central Africa. The smallness

of the foe makes us overlook its real strength.

It has the force of numbers. We forget

that while we can exterminate hostile human

bands with Armstrongs and torpedo-boats,

the resources of civilization are still all but

powerless against the potato blight, the vine

disease, and the destroying microbe.

The enemies of our corn crops in particular

are many and various. There is the wheat

beetle, for example, which ravages the

wheat-fields in two ways at once, the

grub devouring the growing young leaves,

whjle the perfect winged insect eats up at

leisure the grain as it ripens. There are the

various cockchafers, which vie with one

another in their cruel depredations on the

standing corn. There are the skip-jacks

and wire-worms and other queerly-named

beasties which attack the roots of the

plant underground. There is the corn saw-

fly, whose laiva feeds on the stalk of rye

and wheat, till it finally cuts off the whole

haulm altogether close to the soil at the

bottom. There are the midges which lay

their eggs in the swelling ear, where the

maggots develop and prevent the proper

growth of the impregnated grain. There is the

gout-fly, which causes a gouty swelling at

the joints, and the corn-moth, which de\ours

the stored wheat in the granary. There are

the red-maggot, and the grain-aphis, and the

Vol. )(vi,â��13

thrips, and the daddy-longlegs, all of which

in various ways prove themselves serious

enemies of the agricultural interest. And

there are dozens more, known only to men

of science by dry Latin names, and duly

chronicled by the farmer's friend, Miss

Ormerod, in many learned and exhaustive

monographs.

But as if these were not enough for our

"depressed" neighbours, the agriculturists,

the last ten years or so have seen England

invaded by a foreign foe, either from

Germany or America â�� a foe whose life-

history has been made a special subject of

study by my collaborator, Mr. Enock, and

whose strange story I shall detail (largely from

his materials) with no unnecessary scientific

verbiage in this present paper.

The new invader is called the Hessian fly ;

and he made his first appearance in Britain,

oral least first attracted official entomological

attention in this country, in 1886. If he was

here earlier, he skulked incognito. For more

than a century, however, he had already been

a great scourge in America, where he first

acquired the name of Hessian fly during the

revolutionary war, through the popular belief

that he had been imported from Europe into

Pennsylvania by the Hessian troops employed

as mercenaries by George III. in his fruitless

struggle against the revolted colonies. The

Hessians were the betes twires of the patriotic

Americans ; and the Yankee farmers, finding

their crops devastated by a pest till then

unknown, came, at once to the conclusion

that their enemy, King George, had sent the

two plagues, human and entomological, over

sea together. They regarded the question

much in the same spirit as that of the loyal

poet in the " Rejected Addresses," when he

asks about Napoleon, "Who fills the butchers'

shops with large blue flies?" The Briton

set down every natural misfortune to "the

Corsican ogre"; the American set down

all evils that befell him to the Rhenish

mercenaries.

Ever since that day, much controversy has

raged in America and Germany as to the

original home of the destructive creature.

One school of disputants hotly maintains

that the Hessian fly, v hich now abounds in

parts of France, Austria, and Russia, is a.



98

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

native of the Old World, and that its first

home coincided with that of our primitive

cereals, Southern Europe and Western Asia.

Another school, anxious to make out the

enemy an American citizen, fights hard for its

being an aboriginal inhabitant of the United

States. Thus much, at least, is certain, that at

the present day the " fly " is found in both

hemispheres in too great abundance, and that

in America in particular in certain disastrous

years it has almost ruined the entire wheat

crop. I have seen whole fields upon fields

there simply

pillaged by its

ravages. The

loss produced

by this insig

nificant little

creature, in

deed, has in

some seasons

been measured

by millions of

pounds ster

ling.

If you go

out into a

I.â��AN INVALID EARLEV PLANT.

barley-field in England where the Hessian

fly has effected his entrance, you will pro

bably find a large number of plants of barley,

like that delineated in No. i, with the stem

bent down sharply towards the ground at

the second joint. At first sight you might

imagine these stalks were merely broken

by the wind or fallen by their own weight;

but if you examine them closely in the

neighbourhood of the bend, which occurs

with singular unanimity in all the affected

plants at about the same point, you will find

inside the sheath of the

blade, where it encircles

the stem, a curious little

body which the farmers

with rough eloquence

have agreed to describe

as a "flax-seed." If

you watch the develop

ment of the " flax-seed,"

again, you will find that

it is not a seed at all,

but the pupa-case (or

rather the grub-shell) of

a small winged insect;

and it is the life-history

of this insect, the

Hessian fly, that I now

propose to sketch for

you in brief outline.

No. 2 shows the

mother fly herself, very much enlarged, for

in nature she is but a small black gnat,

belonging to the same group as our old friend

(and foe) the mosquito. You will observe

that she is a fairy-like creature, for all her

wickedness: she has two delicately fringed

wings (with " poisers " behind them), a pair of

long antennae with beaded joints, six spindle

legs, and a very full and swollen body. She

needs that swollen body, for she is a mighty

egg-layer. She flies about on the stubbles in

September, and lays her eggs on the self-

sown barley

plants and on

the aftergrowth

of the cut

crops ; as well

as in spring (a

second brood)

on the new

sprouting

barley. One

industrious

female which

Mr. E n o c k

watched when

so employed

laid no fewer than 158 eggs on six distinct

plants ; while another laid eighty on a

single leaf. He has noted in detail many

cases in the same way, and all show an

astonishingly high level of maternity. The

eggs are extremely minute, and are pale

orange in colour, with reddish dots.

Most of them are deposited on the leaf itself,

or on the sheath or tube which forms its

lower portion.

z. --THK SOURCE Or THE MISCHIEF: THE HESSIAN FLY.

And now see how clever this dainty little

creature is ! She lays her eggs with the head

end downward ; and as

soon as the tiny grub

hatches, which it does

about the fourth day, it

emerges from the shell,

and walks straight down

towards the stem, at

the point where the

protecting leaf-sheath

is wrapped closely

round it. The worm

forces itself in between

the stem and the

sheath, and after walk

ing steadily for four

hours, at the end of

which time it has

covered a record space

of nearly three inches,

it arrives at the joint,
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â�¢THE GRUB AT WOKK.

where the sheath begins, and so finds its way

blocked by the partition wall; it can get no

farther. Here then the young grub stops,

as you see in No. 3, wedged tightly in between

the leaf-sheath and the stem, and with its

head pointing downward. Being a hungry,

nnd therefore an industrious, creature, it at

once sets to work to eat the barley-plant.

This it does by fixing its sucker-like mouth

on the soft, sweet, and juicy portion of the stem

just above the jointâ��that same soft, sweet,

and juicy portion which children

love to pull out and suck, and

from which the grub, too, sucks

the life-juice of the barley-plant.

Naturally, however, you can't suck

a plant's life-blood without injuring

its growth ; so, after a very short

time, the enfeebled stem begins

to bend, as you see in No. 3, a

little distance above the point

where the grub is devouring it.

It has been undermined, and its

vitality sapped, so it gives way at

once near the source of the injury.

How much damage this action

does 'to the crop you can best

understand by a glance at the two

next contrasted illustrations. No.

4 represents "seven well-favoured

ears" of barley, unaffected by

Hessian fly, and with the grains

richly filled out as the farmer

desires them. No. 5, on the

contrary, shows you " seven lean

ears," attacked by the fly, and

bent and ruined in various degrees by

the indirect action of the silently-gnawing

larva. Look on this picture and on that,

and you will then appreciate the British

farmer's horror of his insignificant opponent.

You will observe, by the way, that I

speak throughout of barley, not of wheat.

This is because in England, where these

sketches are studied, the time of wheat-

sowing is such that the wheat has so

far escaped the pest; the female flies are all

dead before the crop has sprouted : whereas

in America the " fall wheat " comes up at the

exact moment when the female Hessian fly

is abroad and scouring the fields in search of

plants on which to lay the eggs of her future

generations. In England, therefore, it is barley

alone which is largely attacked ; and since

barley is mainly used for malting, to

make beer or whisky, the teetotaler may

perhaps reflect with complacency that

the fly is merely playing the game of the

United Kingdom Temperance Alliance. His

joy, however, is fallacious, for, on the other

hand, if we don't raise enough barley at home

to brew our ale, we don't on that account

refrain from malt liquors : we buy it from

elsewhere ; so that, in the eyes of the im

partial political economist at least, the Hessian

fly in Britain must be regarded as an unmiti

gated national misfortune.

The grub eats and eats, in his safe cradle

between the sheath and the stem, till he is

ready to pass into the adult condition. But.

4.â��SEVEN WELL-FAVOURED EARS. UNATTACKBD.
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From a]

2.â��APPLYING THE PLASTER.

All being ready, a few cheering words are

spoken to the unhappy victim and the

plaster is mixed. This is carefully poured

or sprinkled over the features (No. 2).

The following operations have then to be

performed with skill and celerity : Directly

the plaster lightly covers the face, a small but

in thickness. Ere this

has quite set, the before-

mentioned threads are

pulled up through the

mould, so as to cut the

plaster, otherwise it would

be impossible to remove

it from the face.

The subject whose

mask is being taken is

now having a lively time.

The plaster presses and

burns his cheeks. He

thinks of all the horrible

things that might happen

should those two little

quills get choked. Not

a sound of the outer

world can he hear, save

some indistinct rumbling,

and the thud, thud, of his

beating heart almost

Hours seem to pass, and

he is powerless to know what is going

on. He lays helplessly there, and, perhaps

out of curiosity, tries to raise an eyelid.

That settles him, as by this time the

plaster has hardened, and holds the lid

in an immovable grip. A sickly sensa-

(I'luto.

deafens him.

3.â��THE SIGNALâ��" ALL'S WELL.

strong thread is laid on either cheek, running

from the top of the head down to the neck,

and is pressed into the plaster until it almost

touches the skin. Additional plaster is now

placed on, until the whole is about an inch

IPIloto.

tion comes over himâ��he feels paralyzed,

and unconsciously gives a long groan. This,

by the way, can only come through the quills

in his nostrils, and it naturally alarms the

operator, who immediately shouts as loudly
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complicate the subject by introducing a

multiplicity of technical terms unknown

to my readers.) In No. 6 you can see

the adult grub in the very act of thus

turning round, head to tail, within his outer

skin, so that he may be able to emerge as

a full-grown fly, head upward. A tiger is

nothing to it, though a tiger moves within

his own integuments more freely than most of

us. You will note that during the feeding

stage, the grub's mouth and under side were

pressed against the stem ; when he has per

formed this curious somersault on his own

axis, so to speak, the head

is uppermost, but the mouth

and under side of the body

are turned outward towards

the sheath, not inward

towards the stem and

hollow centre of the barley-

plant. He wants now to

bite his way out, not to

suck at the stalk for its

nutritive juices.

I need hardly add that it

takes some watching to

detect such invisible move

ments inside a hard dark

case ; and only by the

closest and most unweary

ing attention was Mr. Knock

enabled to discover the true

use and meaning of the so-

called anchor-process. It

is really not an anchor, but

a sort of hooked foot or

lever, by whose aid the

apparently dormant grub

turns himself bodily over

within his own hardened

skin, now become too large

for his shrunken body.

itself in position for assuming the winged

stage, and emerging from its home head

upward, it begins next tc grow into a true

pupa, or chrysalis. It is in the pupa, of course,

that all winged insects acquire their wings and

become definitely male or female, and this stage

is, therefore, one of the most important. As

soon as the grub begins to reach it, he swells

once more and grows quite tight inside his

larval skin, which is stretched so much that

it seems to be bursting. At last, as he

wriggles and twists within it, the skin does

burst, first over the mouth and head, and

then over the central joints

of the body. Again the

insect twists and wriggles

inside this half-broken skin,

and again he pushes it back

ward towards his tail, till at

last he has sloughed it all

off entirely, and it remains,

a shrivelled relicâ��an empty

case â�� in the spot where

he has hitherto lived and

breathed and had his being.

He is now a true pupa,

white at first, but gradually

growing a delicate pink,

and then rosy.

7.â��THE CLIMBING PUPA ; BELOW,

THE EMPTY CASE.

Discoveries like these are

hard to make ; yet they bring little return in

money or glory. But it is only by such

patient and careful investigation that a way

can be discovered to get rid of pests which

cost civilization many hundreds of thousands,

nay, many millions, annually.

The grub in the turning stage is thus by

no means what he looks â�� a dormant

creature ; on the contrary, he is a gymnast

of no small skill and activity. The muscular

contortions by which he seeks to free himself

of discomfort when disturbed by man show

that he possesses great power of contraction,

and that he can exercise a considerable force

of leverage.

After the grub has succeeded in putting

Just at first, however,

the pupa looks almost as

formless as the grub it

replaces, revealing no limbs

or distinct segments. But

little by little, feet and legs

and eyes and wings begin

to be visible through the

semi - transparent shell of

the chrysalis. He is chang

ing slowly into a winged

insect, and you can watch

the change through the

delicate horny coverings.

Stranger still, the Hessian fly at this stage

is not torpid and quiescent like most ordinary

insects. The pupa, as in many of this

family, is locomotive. It has legs and feet,

and it can wriggle its way up, as you see in

No. 7, where the lower object is the empty

larval skin, now deserted by its inmate, while

the upper one is the pupa, emerging from the

sheath, and making its first experiences of the

wide, wide world outside its native leaf-

bound hollow. It is ready now to come forth

from the pupa stage, and to fly abroad in

the open air in search of a mate with whom

to carry on the serious business of replenishing

the fields with new generations of similar

larvae.
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The succeeding illustrations show you in

detail the various stages in the process of

emergence. No. 8 gives you the beginning

of emancipation. The pupa has here bitten

its way through the leaf-sheath with its hard,

horny jaws, and is protruding visibly. Just

at first, only the head itself gets free ; then

the insect rests a while after its arduous

labour, and begins wriggling and writhing

again, this time working out its body or

thorax. After another short interval for

recuperation after such a terrific effort, it

manages to pull its legs through the hole, and

to support itself upon them by resting them

like a bracket against the stem of the barley.

This is the point just reached in the

illustration No. 8. There the pupa stops

8.â��THE PUPA COMES OUT.

short, having got himself into a con

venient position for dispensing with his

coverlet; for the sheath of the barley grasps

the pupa-skin tight as in a vice, and he can

wriggle his winged body free within it, with

out paying any further attention to the dis

used mummy-case which once confined it.

In No. 9, the pupa being thus safely

anchored, the fly is emerging. It is a slow

anddelicate process, for with so many legs and

wings and antennae and appendages to get

free from the mummy-case, one cannot hurry :

haste might be fatal. At this first stage of

emergence, as you will observe, all the im

portant parts are still cramped at their ends

within the pupa-shell; but you can see how

the legs and antennae are striving to dis

engage themselves. The pupa-covering is

9.â��AND THE FLY COMES OUT OF IT.

propped as before by the empty leg-shells

so as to form a bracket.

In No. 10â��hurrah ! with a supreme effort,

our fly has got her antennae free ! She can

move them to and fro now, in all their jointed

and tufted glory. That enables her to wag

her head in either direction without difficulty,

and encourages her to go on to fresh exertions

for the rest of the deliverance. But her feet

are still fast in that hampering mummy-case ;

she must try her hardest now to free them

each carefully.

First, however, let her get the tips of her

wings free to help them. One good jerk and

10.â��ANTENN* FÂ»EÂ«!
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II.â��WINGS FREE I

out comes the 'first

wing. Now she

bends backward and

forward and seems

straining every nerve.

Halloa, that did it;

the other wing is

free ! Not as yet,

however, plimmed

out and flattened as

it will be a little

later; both wings at

present look some

what thick and lumpy

and stick-like. Such

as they are you see

them in No. u,

rather clumsy speci

mens, while our lady

goes on with re

doubled energy, now concentrating her

efforts on her front pair of legsâ��for when

you have six to think of, one pair at a time is

about as much as you can easily manage.

12.â��NOW FOR THE LEGS !

In No. n, the first pair, you will note, are

all but free. She wriggles out one of them,

and then its fellow. Oh, how she tugs and

pulls at them ! Meanwhile, the tufts of hairs

on the antennae, which at first were bunchy

and little developed, have begun to expand ;

she looks, by this time, distinctly more like a

respectable insect. Well done, once more;

two pairs of legs now free. No. 12 shows them.

But, take care; we are getting now rather far

out of the mummy-case. Be sure you don't

overbalance, and tumble bodily out, tearing

your hind pair of legs off, with the force of

your fall. Those thin shanks are brittle, and

you find little support now from the empty

skin and the hollow bracket.

Nature, however, is wiser than her critics.

Just when it looks as if next moment the fly

must lose her balance and topple over, she

twists suddenly round, with a dexterous lunge,

catches the bent stem with two of her free

legs, and anchors herself securely. No. 13

shows how this is done. Below is the now

almost empty pupa-shell, still inclosing the

last two legs, on freeing which our astute

little enemy is busily occupied. But with

the two legs on her upper side (as she

stands in the illustration) she has caught at

the barley-stem, one foot being firmly planted

below the bend, and one above it. This

gives her a fine purchase to depend upon in

her last wild blow for freedom. A long pull,

and a strong pull,

and she has got â��

what the modern

woman so ardently

cravesâ�� complete

emancipation ! The

third pair of legs are

out at last ; she has

all the woild before

her to wander over

and lay eggs in.

In No. 14 you see

her, then, free, but

resting. She has

now shaken herself

out, and left her

empty mummy-case

imprisoned at her

side in the sheath

which holds it Its

13.â��THE LAST PULL ; THE USE OF LEVERAGE.
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fate no longer interests her. Then she crawls

a little way along the surface of the barley-

stem, and presently, clasping it with her four

front legs, she hangs herself up, tail down

ward, to dry in the sunshine. No. 14 graphi

cally represents this curious position. Almost

all flying insects, when they emerge from the

chrysalis stage, do something analogous.

Their wings are still club-like, their antennas

undeveloped or not fully expanded, their

jointed legs weak and groggy. But after a time,

as they breathe or inflate themselves with air,

all these parts grow fuller, lighter, and harder.

The Hessian fly in this predicament waves

her wings to and fro several times across her

back ; and in about

a quarter of an hour

they have plimined

out fully, so that she

can soar away on

her marriage - flight

to meet her prospec

tive aerial husband.

As for the tiny

silvery shroud or

deserted pupa-case,

it is left protruding

from the stem of the

barley.

This that I have

given you is the

history of a success

ful and fortunate

fly ; but not every

individual of the

species is quite so

lucky. As in the

case of the mos

quito, nature at

times makes not a

times the flies have

in freeing themselves

coverings ; sometimes

their legs or wings,

14.â��HANGING HERSELF UP TO DRY.

few failures. Some-

insuperable difficulty

from their articulated

they break or spoil

and become helpless

cripples. Yet so strong is the impulse of

every species to fill the world with its like

that sometimes, says Mr. Knock, even these

poor maimed insects will manage to crawl to

a proper food-plant, and will lay their eggs

on it bravely like their more fortunate sisters.

He noted one crippled female which in spite

of its feebleness was eighty times over a

happy mother. This is usually the case with

such small insect pests ; their life consists,

indeed, of two things only : eating their way to

the winged stage, and then laying as many

eggs as possible, to do like damage in the

next generation.

The average life-time of the Hessian fly in

the adult winged stage seems to be about

five days for the females, and probably a

good deal less for the males. The bachelors

in search of a wife fly sometimes for long

distances across country ; but their prospec

tive partners are almost always shyer and

more maidenly ; they hide under the leaves

and travel but short-distances, considering it

more ladylike to stop at home and wait for

suitors than to go out and seek them. They

are not new women. Indeed, so great is their

modesty that they often hide in holes in the

ground to escape observation ; and they

usually alight on the earth, as their colour is

blackish, and they are there less exposed to

the attacks of birds

and other enemies

than on the green

foliage. It is a

noticeable fact in

nature that many

species of animals

seem thus to know

instinctively the

colours with which

their own hues will

best harmonize, and

to poise by prefer-

ence on such

colours ; many dap

pled or speckled

insects, for example,

resting with folded

wings on the dappled

and speckled flower-

bunches of the

carrot tribe, while

green insects affect

rather green leaves,

and brown or black insects come to anchor

on the soil, which best protects them. This

is not quite the same thing as what is

called protective colouring, such as occurs

in desert animals, most of which are spotted

like the sand, or in the fishes and crabs

which frequent the sargasso-weed in the

Sargasso Sea, all of which are of the same

pale lemon-yellow tint as the seaweed they

lurk among; for this case of the Hessian fly

includes a deliberate choice of ingrained

habit. The insect has many objects of many

different colours spread about in its neigh

bourhood, but it habitually selects as its

resting-place those particular objects which

most closely approach its own peculiar

ground-tint.

It is a curious fact, however, that in spite

of all the apparent pains bestowed upon

securing the perpetuation of such destructive
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creatures as the Hessian fly, the pest itself

has its own enemies, as fatal to its life as it

is to the barley. Ichneumon flies and other

parasites prey by millions on the Hessian

fly in its grub condition ; and many good

authorities believe that the safest way of

checking the depredations of the barley-

plague is by encouraging the multiplication

of its natural enemies. No. 15 shows us

one of these industrious little scourges

actually at work. She alights on a stem of

barley infested by grubs of the Hessian fly,

and walks slowly along it, tapping gently as

she goes, much as a wood

pecker taps with his bill

on a tree-trunk to discover

the spot where a worm

lies buried. After carefully

examining the surface, she

finds at last a place where

something, either in the

sound or the feeling of

the stem, reveals to her the

presence of a Hessian fly

grub within the leaf-sheath.

Having accurately diag

nosed the spot (like a

doctor with a stethoscope),

she brings her ovipositor

(in plain English, her egg-

layer) just above the place

where the grub is lying

snug in its green bed, and

pierces the hard leaf-blade

with her sharp little lancet.

Then she lays her egg in

the body of the larva.

This egg gives rise in time

to a parasitic grub, inside

the first one ; and the para

site eats out his host's body, and emerges in

due time as a full-grown fly, ready to carry

on the same cycle in future. More than

nine-tenths of the Hessian fly grubs hatched

out in America are thus destroyed by

parasites before they reach maturity ; and it

seems likely that the surest way of fighting

insect plagues like the Hessian fly is by

encouraging the increase of such natural

destroyers.

15.â��WTLY ENEMY

THE

LAVING HER EGGS IN

LARVA.

At first sight, to be sure, it may seem im

probable that man could do anything to

" encourage " the reproduction of such very

Vol. xvi.-W.

small creatures ; but that is not really so. All

that is necessary-is to keep the straw in which

the parasitic grubs abound, and so allow the

two hostile kinds to fight it out among them

selves for the farmer's benefit. Mr. Enock

mentions an instructive case of this sort from

America, where the Californian orange-

growers were almost being ruined by the

depredations of the scale-insect, a queer little

beast which you may often find on the rind

of certain imported oranges. But an enemy

to the scale-insect was discovered in Australia

â��an enemy to the scale-insect, and, there

fore, an ally of the harassed

orange-grower. It was a

particular kind of lady

bird, which devours in its

larval stage whole tribes

of the scale-insects. That

wonderful entomologist,

Professor Riley, whose ser

vices were worth many

millions of pounds to the

American farmers, got

wind betimes of this new

destroyer, and imported

a few specimens, actually

sending a skilled agent to

Australia to collect them.

The precious little crea

tures were housed at once

in a muslin tent, covering a

scale-infested orange tree;

and there, rising to a sense

of the duty imposed upon

them, they laid their eggs on

the leaves with commend

able promptitude. The

larva? soon hatched out,

and began feeding upon the

scale-insects; and in an incredibly short time

there were beetles enough on that single tree

to distribute by boxfuls among the distressed

agriculturists. The result was that before very

long the scale-insect became a rare specimen

in California. But that was in the United

States ; we English are too " practical" to

take any notice of those theoretical men of

science. We put our hands in our pockets

and let our crops get destroyed in the good old

" practical" way; then we shake our heads

and observe with a smile that " there are great

difficulties " in the way of doing anything.
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waited only for customers in shoals to pour

in upon us. /called them "customers"; Elsie

maintained that we ought rather to say

" clients." Being by temperament averse to

sectarianism, I

did not dispute

the point with

her.

We reposed

on our laurels

â�� in vain.

Neither cus

tomers nor

clients seemed

inanyparticular

hurry to disturb

our leisure.

I confess I

took this ill. It

was a rude

awakening. I

had begun to

regard myself

as the special

favourite of a

fairy god-

mother; it sur

prised me to

find that any

undertaking of

mine did not

succeed im

mediately. However, reflecting that my fairy

godmother's name was really Enterprise, I

recalled Mr. Cyrus W. Hitchcock's advice,

and advertised.

But we sat in our office and bit our thumbs

all day: the thousands stopped at home.

We had ample opportunities for making

studies of the decorative detail on the

' FAINTING THE SIGN-BOAKD.

"There's one good thing about Florence,

Elsie," I said, just to keep up her courage.

" When the customers do come, they'll be

interesting people, and it will be interesting

work. Artistic work, don't you knowâ��Fra

Angelico, and Delia Robbia, and all that sort

of thing ; or else fresh light on Dante and

Petrarch !"

" When they do come, no doubt," Elsie

answered, dubiously. "But do you know,

Brownie, it strikes me there isn't quite that

literary stir and ferment one might expect in

Florence. Dante and Petrarch appear to be

dead. The distinguished authors fail to

stream in upon us as one imagined with

manuscripts to copy."

I affected an air of confidenceâ��for I had

sunk capital in the concern (that's business

likeâ��sunk capital I). " Oh, we're a new firm,"

I assented, carelessly. " Our enterprise is yet

young. When cultivated Florence learns

we're here, cultivated Florence will invade us

in its thousands."

Campanile, till

we knew every

square inch of

it better than

Mr. Ruskin.

Elsie's note

book contains, I

believe, eleven

hundred separ

ate sketches of

the Campanile,

from the right

end, the left

end, and the

middle of our

window, with

eight hundred

and five distinct

distortions of

the individual

statues that

adorn its niches

on the side

turned towards

us.

At last, after

we had sat,

and bitten our

thumbs, and sketched the Four Greater

Prophets for a fortnight on end. an immense

excitement occurred. An old gentleman was

distinctly seen to approach and to look up at

the sign-board which decorated our office.

I instantly slipped in a sheet of foolscap,

and began to type-write with alarming speed

â��click, click, click ; while Elsie, rising to

the occasion, set to work to transcribe

imaginary shorthand as if her life depended

upon it.

The old gentleman, after a moment's

hesitation, lifted the latch of the door

somewhat nervously. I affected to take no

notice of him, so breathless was the haste

with which our immense business connec

tion compelled me to finger the keyboard ;

but, looking up at him under my eyelashes,

I could just make out he was a peculiarly

bland and urbane old person, dressed with

the greatest care, and some attention to

fashion. His face was smooth; it tended

towards portliness.

He made up his mind, and entered the

office. I continued to click till I had

reached the close of a sentenceâ��" Or to

take arms against a sea of troubles, and by
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wind, however frequently and abruptly the

latter may change. The same inventor devised

a simple and effective method of reefing the

sails, so as to preserve them from damage,

and to keep the speed of the mill compara

tively uniform, during great irregularities in

the force of the wind. Each of the four sails

is made of a series of shutters, carried trans

versely on the arm, or " whip," which is from

3oft. to soft. long. These shutters are hinged

like the slats in a Venetian blind ; the force

of the wind tends to open them and so to

diminish the surface of the sail, while a system

of weights and levers,

working from the interior

of the mill through the

hollow shaft of the sails,

tends to close the

shutters.

The massive, old-

fashioned windmills were

made largely of wood and

brick ; it was the advent

of the iron age that made

possible the lighter, more

powerful, and less ex

pensive modern ma

chines. The latter, which

originated in America,

are made in many sizes

and follow a variety of

types. They are rapidly

spreading over the world,

and are being applied to

all kinds of work. Few

people in this country

have any conception of

the magnitude of the

windmill industry. Over

100,000 are turned out

every year in the United

States alone. They are

used to pump water for

the supply of railways,

villages, farms, and

private houses, to irrigate

dry land, and to drain marshes. They drive

mills, saws, and agricultural machinery, and

are being used with increasing success for

generating electricity for purposes of lighting

and supplying power to motors. But these

cheap and useful machines are not yet so

well known in this country as to make a

description needless.

the centre, and are set as closely to one

another as possible, due space being allowed

for the wind to pass through after it has done

its work. It is as if the four sails of the

old type of mill had been multiplied until

they completely filled a circle. It is plain

that this wheel presents a much larger

surface to the wind than was the case in

the old mill. In the larger wheels there

are two, three, or more concentric circles

of blades, otherwise each slat would be of

inconvenient length.

The wheel is never quite vertical; its face

is always turned slightly

upwards. The reason for

this is that the wind does

not blow parallel with

the surface of the earth,

but always blows some

what downwards, owing

to the friction of its

lowest layers with the

earth.

TWELVE-FOOT STEEL MILL ON NINETY-FOOT

TOWER.

A light and sometimes very high skeleton

tower, of wood or steel, carries the wheel

which does duty as a sail. This is a disc,

from ten to sixty or more feet in diameter ;

it consists of many blades which radiate from

- The smaller wheels,

from eight to twenty feet

in diameter, are usually

built of steel, and are

principally used forpump-

ing water. The wheel is

kept facing the wind by

means of a fin or rudder

projecting behind it, and

the axle works the pump-

rod up and down once

in every revolution, by

means of a crank. These

small wheels are pro

tected from violent winds

by a simple mechanism

which automatically turns

the edge of the wheel

instead of its face to the

wind, whenever the latter

becomes so strong as to

endanger the structure.

Two of our illustrations

represent these small machines. One, set on

an immensely high tower, pumps water into a

tank in the granite tower beside it. The

other, the " Little Briton," is, as its name

implies, built in this country, and is largely

used for pumping.

The larger wheels are usually " geared ";

that is to say, the revolution of the axle is

communicated to a vertical shaft by means

of cogged wheels. In such cases the simple

rudder is not sufficient to keep the wind-

wheel in the right direction, because the

cogged-wheel of the axle tends to "creep



io8

THE STKAND MAGAZINE.

THE LITTLE BRITON"â��SMALL STEEL PUMPING MILL.

round " on that of

the vertical shaft,

so as to draw the

sail out of the wind.

A tail-wheel is

therefore employ

ed, making it quite

impossible for the

sail to move except

when the wind

shifts.

Some of our illus

trations represent

the larger mills.

The Halladay

wheels, which are

much used in

America, have

blades which are

fastened together

in sections. These

sections are hinged

on the frame of the wheel, so that

the blades, when the wheel is reefed,

present their ends aJone to the wind,

an arrangement which gives the mill

a peculiar ragged appearance when

the wind is very strong, but which is

very rapid and sensitive in action.

One of the photographs shows a

wheel working with a power equal to

from ten to twenty horse-power, driv

ing the machinery of a mill.

The large wheels used in this

country are almost all of the Simplex

type. In this machine, which was

invented by the windmill engineer,

Mr. John Titt, every blade is hinged

at its two ends, and the wheel is

reefed by the blades turning their

edges to the wind. The reefing is

effected automatically when the wind

becomes too strong, and the same

result may be attained by means of

a hand lever, so that the machine

may be slowed or stopped when

desired. Some of our illustrations

show this wind engine, as used for

pumping water in various ways, and

for generating electricity and driving

machinery.

These engines, of which thousands

are in use all over the world, have

practically solved the question put

forward by Lord Kelvin, in his

address, " On the Sources of Energy

in Nature Available to Man for the

THIRTY-SIX-FOOT HALLADAY WHEEL, DRIVING ROLLEK GRIST HILL.
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that I was coming. How on earth did you

recognise me ? "

"Intuition, most likely."

He stared at me with a sort of suspicion.

" Please don't tell me you think me like my

sister/' he went on. 'â�¢ For though, of course,

every right-minded man feelsâ��urâ��a natural

respect and affection for the members of his

familyâ��bows, if I may so say, to the inscrut

able decrees of Providence â�� which has

mysteriously burdened him with themâ��still,

there are points about Lady Georgina which

I cannot conscientiously assert I approve of.''

I remembered " Marmy's a fool," and held

my tongue judiciously.

" I do not resemble her, I hope," he-per

sisted, with a look which I could almost

describe as wistful.

" A family likeness, perhaps," I put in.

" Family likenesses exist, you knowâ��often

with complete divergence of tastes and

character."

He looked relieved. " That is true. Oh,

how true ! But the likeness in my case, I

must admit, escapes me."

I temporized. " Strangers see these things

most," I said, airing the stock platitudes.

" It may be superficial. And, of course, one

knows that profound differences of intellect

and moral feeling often occur within the

limits of a single family."

" You are quite right," he said, with

decision. ''Georgina's principles are not

mine. Excuse my remarking it, but you

seem to be a young lady of unusual penetra

tion."

I saw he took my remark as a compliment.

What I really meant to say was that a

commonplace man might easily be brother

to so clever a woman as I>ady Georgina.

He gathered up his hat, his stick, his

gloves, his notes, and his typewritten letters,

one by one, and backed out politely. He

was a punctilious millionaire. He had risen

by urbanity to his brother directors, like a

model guinea-pig. He bowed to us each

separately as if we had been duchesses.

As soon as he was gone, Elsie turned to

me. " Brownie, how on earth did you guess

it ? They're so awfully different! "

" Not at all," I answered. " A few surface

unlikenesses only just mask an underlying

identity. Their features are the same ; but his

are plump; hers, shrunken. Lady Georgina's

expression is sharp and worldly ; Mr. Ashurst's

is smooth, and bland, and financial. And then

their manner! Both are fussy; but Lady

Georgina's is honest, open, ill-tempered

fussiness ; Mr. Ashurst's is concealed under

an artificial mask of obsequious politeness.

One's cantankerous; the other's only per-

nicketty. It's one tune, after all, in two

different keys."

From that day forth, the Urbane Old

Gentleman was a daily visitor. He took an

hour at a time at first; but after a few days,

the hour lengthened out (apologetically) to

an entire morning. He "presumed to ask"

my Christian name the second day, and

remembered my fatherâ��"a man of excellent

principles." But he didn't care for Elsie to

work tor him. Fortunately for her, other work

dropped in, once we had found a client, or

else, poor girl, she would have felt sadly

slighted. I was glad she had something to

do; the sense of dependence weighed

heavily upon her.

The Urbane Old Gentleman did not

confine himself entirely, after the first few

days, to Stock Exchange literature. He was

engaged on a Workâ��he spoke of it always

with bated breath, and a capital letter was

implied in his intonation ; the Work was one

on the Interpretation of Prophecy. Unlike

Lady Georgina, who was tart and crisp,

Mr. Marmaduke Ashurst was devout and

decorous; where she said " pack of fools,"

he talked with unction of " the mental

deficiencies of our poorer brethren." But

his religious opinions and his stockbroking

had got strangely mixed up at the wash

somehow. He was convinced that the British

nation represented the Lost Ten Tribes of

Israelâ��and in particular Ephraimâ��a matter

on which, as a mere laywoman, I would not

presume either to agree with him or to differ

from him. "That being so, Miss Cayley, we

can easily understand that the existing com

mercial prosperity of England depends upon

the promises made to Abraham."

I assented, without committing myself,

" It would seem to follow."

Mr. Ashurst, encouraged by so much

assent, went on to unfold his System of

Interpretation, which was of a strictly com

mercial or company-promoting character. It

ran like a prospectus. " We have inherited

the gold of Australia and the diamonds of

the Cape," he said, growing didactic, and

lifting one fat forefinger ; " we are now inherit

ing Klondike and trie Rand, for it is morally

certain that we shall annex the Transvaal.

Again, ' the chief things of the ancient moun

tains, and the precious things of the everlast

ing hills.' What does that mean ? The ancient

mountains are clearly the Rockies ; can the

everlasting hills be anything but the Hima

layas ? ' For they shall suck of the abundance
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that the matter was so vigorously and success

fully taken up. Every year since 1881 has seen

new improvements in these machines, greater

power and greater cheapness, until, at

present, the application of wind-power to the

production of electricity has proved itself an

assured economic success.

In 1887 the French Government decided

to light a large lighthouse on the coast by

means of a windmill. The machine was

successful in its object. Two dynamos, one

of four and the

other of sixteen

horse-power,

were used in

light and strong

winds respec

tively, the sub

stitution of one

for the other

being effected by

means of an auto

matic arrange

ment. A system

of accumulators

of sufficient

capacity to keep

the light going

for three nights

without wind

was put in, and

was found to be

adequate.

In the same

year, Mr. Brush,

the well-known

electrician,

erected, near his

city house, a

wind-wheel 56ft.

in diameter, to

drive a twenty-

five horse-power

dynamo. The

installation con

sists of over 350

in candescent

lamps, varying

each lamp cost annually, when lighted by

steam-power, 175. 4d., and when lighted by

wind-power, only 8s.

It is not necessary to multiply examples of

a fact which has already been sufficiently

demonstrated not only in America, but also

in Britain, France, Germany, and Austria.

An engineer in charge of an installation driven

by one of Tilt's Simplex windmills told the

writer that he considered a further economy

might be effected by setting the wheel to

THIRTV-FIVF.-FOOT MILL, DRIVING TEN-HOKSE-1'OWFR DYNAMO.

from ten to fifty candle-power, as well as

two arc-lamps and several motors. The

whole system is absolutely automatic, and

has run for years without giving any trouble.

Lieutenant Lewis gives an account of

another American electric plant which was

driven for three years by steam, after which

the engine was replaced by a windmill.

Every item of expense having been taken

into account, and the two methods having

been carefully compared, it was found that

pump wat e r

during the very

gentle breezes

that are insuffi

cient to drive

the dynamo,

thus storing up

energy against

the time of calm

otherwise than

by accumulators,

or in addition to

them. Mr. Ran-

kin Kennedy has

suggested the

compression of

air in steel cham

bers for the same

purpose, and

other experi

ments have been

made in which

the windmHl was

made to raise

sand, which was

allowed to fall

upon a wheel

when energy was

needed. But it

is probable that

the development

of storage bat

teries will con

tinue to add

largely to their

efficiency while

diminishing

their expense, and that these additional

methods of holding power in reserve, while

necessarily cumbersome, would also be in

the end more costly than the simple ac

cumulator.

It is usually said that provision must be

made for three days of calm. That is to

say, if the mill is used for pumping water

supplies, the reserve tank must be large

enough to hold all the water that is required

in three days; if it drives a dynamo, the
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accumulators must have a similar capacity.

This provision is certainly, under most

circumstances, sufficient, especially if the

wheel is capable of running with light winds

of under ten miles an hour. And there

are places where there are very rarely, or

never, three days together without a good

supply of wind at ten miles an hour. But

in less favourable situations there are, two

or three times in the year, calms of this

nature lasting from four to eight or even

twelve days at a time. Thus, from an exami

nation of the daily records of wind-power at

Greenwich Qbservatory, over a period of

were repeatedly more than three days

lated from the records of Falmouth Observa

tory, represent the number of hours, in one

year, during which the wind blew at the

speeds indicated :â��

6 and 7 miles an hour, 769 hours.

8

10

9

12

14

16

18

20

ii

13

IS

17

'9

21

22 to 24

816

1228

814

724

635

568

525

609

25 and upwards

1334

There is, therefore, abundance of wind,

five successive years, it appears that there even if we ^neglect all winds below ten miles

together without a ten -mile wind. This

occurred thirteen times in the five years ;

most of the calms lasting four or five days,

but three of them reaching seven days,

and one of them eleven. From a study

of Falmouth Observatory records over a

similar period, it

appears that a

windmill, situ

ated at that

place, would not

once have ex

perienced such

a calm as to

make the three

days' reserve in

sufficient during

the five succes

sive years.

Passing from

the exceptions

to the rule, we

find that the

wind blows at

speeds exceed

ing sixteen miles

an hour for an

average of from

eight to ten

hours in the

day, according

to the situation,

and that an

average of from

six to seven

hours more are

occupied by

winds of from

'en to sixteen

miles an hour.

The following

figures, calcu-

an hour. There is no danger of a windmill

standing idle. And we believe that if the

enormous store of energy that lies in the wind

were realized, this method of obtaining power

would be more largely made use of. Wind

mills require no fuel; there is no labour con

nected with them, except that of occasionally

THIRTY-S1X-FOOT MILL, DRAINING QUARRY WITH NORIA PUMPS.

filling the oil-

cups. Their first

cost is by no

means great. A

35ft. wheel, for

instance, which

has driven a

ten-horse-power

dynamo for the

last four years,

at no greater

expense than

the interest on

first cost and de

preciation, say,

altogether, 10

per cent., cost

the owner, with

its tower, only

e d 1 y, wind

mills have a

great future be

fore them, and

Lord Kelvin's

forecast has

already begun to

be realized.

[We are indebted

to the U.S. Wind

Engine and Pump

Company for pho

tographs of Ameri

can machines, and

to Mr. Tilt, of

Warminster, for

our illustrations of

British windmills.]



ON(i before you or I were

born, there lived a King and

Queen who had an only son,

called Egor, who was remark

ably handsome. As this young

Prince grew up, his parents

became very anxious that he should get

married ; but this was no easy matter, as

Prince Egor was very difficult to please, arid

he had never seemed to care for any of the

Princesses of his acquaintance.

" If I am to marry," said the Prince to his

father, " my bride must be the most beautiful

woman ever seen, as well as the cleverest."

One day, as the Prince was strolling about

the grounds of the palace, he saw a big,

black raven sitting upon a tree, and, as he

looked at the bird, he fancied that it smiled

upon him.

" What a curious creature," thought the

Prince, aloud. " I wonder whether it can talk ? "

" Of course I can !" answered the raven.

"That is exactly what lam here for. I have

something of the utmost importance to com

municate to you. You wish to get married,

do you not?"

"Not in the leastâ��there you are wrong,"

laughed the Prince.

" Well, your parents are anxious that you

should, and you refuse to do so unless you

meet a Princess who is more beautiful than

any other woman living?"

and Ine
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The Prince nodded.

" Very well, then ; I know the very person

for you."

" And her name ?"

" Is Queen Agraphiana the Fair, of the

Hundred and Thirteenth Kingdom at the

World's End. It is a long journey."

" I have heard of her great beauty, cer

tainly," said the Prince ; " but I always heard

that she was married."

" Rubbish ! " answered the raven. " Never

believe what people say. Go in search of

her as soon as ever you can, and lose no

time."

The Prince was intensely amused. However,

he returned to the palace to prepare for his

long journey ; and in spite of all his parents

said to him, Egor mounted his horse and

galloped off towards the Hundred and

Thirteenth Kingdom at the World's End.

On rode the Prince, for days and weeks

and months, until he reached the Hundred

and Twelfth Kingdom, which he found in a

great state of disorder. Soldiers were lying

about dead and wounded in the streets, while

others were fighting and killing each other

right and left. Just as Prince Egor was

about to ask the meaning of all this uproar,

some strong, handsome men in armour came

galloping along the roads, crying :â��

" Victory ! Long live Queen Agraphiana

the Fair!"
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nr.HTING AND KILLING EACH OTHER RIGHT AND LEFT,

A tremendous cheer arose from all sides,

and the streets became bright with soldiers of

all arms.

" vvhat on earth has happened ? " asked

the Prince, at last, of a soldier near him.

" V/e, of the Hundred and Thirteenth

Kingdom, with Queen Agraphiana at our

head, have defeated these people of the

Hundred and Twelfth Kingdom."

" Where is your Queen ? I should like to

see her."

"She is in the camp ; follow me, and I will

lead you to her."

They had not gone far before they came to

an encampment, and out of one of the tents

Queen Agraphiana the Fair advanced to meet

them.

" Hail to you, Prince Egor," she said.

" Have j ~>u come as friend, or as foe ? "

" Friend, of course, most beautiful Queen."

" Then you are welcome. You must be

tired : you have evidently had a long journey ;

Vol. xvi.â��16
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come in and rest, and if you will stay

with us in camp for awhile, we shall

all be glad to have you among us."

The Prince was charmed; never

had he seen so beautiful a woman.

He spent two whole days in Queen

Agraphiana's society, and, of course,

fell so much in love with her that he

married her.

The young Prince and his bride

soon left the encampment, and went

to live in Queen Agraphiana's kingdom,

where they were extremely happy for

a long time.

At last war broke out in the

Hundred and Eleventh Kingdom, and

Agraphiana had to join her army,

but refused to take her husband with

her, although he begged very hard to

be allowed to accompany her.

" No, no," she said, firmly ; " I can

manage my own affairs quite well.

I don't want to have you run into

any danger. You can remain here

and look after the palace and the

kingdom during my absence. You

may go where you please, and do

what you like; butâ��mind you don't

open the door of that cupboard, or

ond luck will attend us."

The Prince promised to obey h?r,

though he was sorely disappointed

at not being allowed to go with her

and fight; however, as there was no

help for it, he determined to do his

best to amuse himself at home, while

his wife did the fighting,

did not venture anywhere near the

mysterious cupboard, until one day, when he

felt particularly dull, and did not know what

to do with himself. He had been strolling

about the palace, when he suddenly found

himself opposite the forbidden cupboard!

He hesitated, looked at it, and then laughed.

" How ridiculous ! " he exclaimed. " What

possible harm could happen if I open that

little door?"

So he turned the key andâ��entered !

Right in front of him, hanging from the

ceiling by one hundred and thirteen iron

chains, was a hideous-looking skeleton !

" Beware, my Prince, beware ! " cried a

voice, and on looking round, Egor beheld his

old friend, the raven.

"What harm can an old,deceased skeleton

do to me ? " asked the Prince.

But the only answer he got from the bird

was, " Beware !"

"Have mercy on me, Prince Egor,"groaned
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the skeleton. " I am so thirsty, give me water.

My throat is so dry, I have hung here for

over twelve years without a morsel of food,

and without a drop to drink."

The Prince felt very sorry for the wretched

creature, and in

spite of another

mournful " Be

ware ! " from the

raven, he fetched

two huge pails of

water and poured

the contents

down the skele

ton's throat.

After a moment's

silence, the skele

ton shook him

self, and with a

tremendous

wrench forced

the iron chains

asunder, and was

once more free.

" I am more

than grateful,"

said the skeleton,

giving the Prince

his bony hand ;

" but I am afraid

you won't sec

Queen Agra-

phiana again, for

now she shall be

mine by right of

conquest."

So saying, the

skeleton took a

great leap out of

the window and

disappeared, leaving the astonished Prince in

a state of great misery.

"They have gone to the skeleton's dominion,

which is the Two Hundred and Twenty-sixth

at the Other Side of the World's End. But

before you attempt to rescue the Queen, you

must secure a certain horse, which will enable

you and your

wife to escape in

safety from the

skeleton. Now,

to find that horse

you will have to

cross the fiery

river, and call on

an old witch to

whom this horse

belongs, and

whose friendship

you must gainâ��

which will be no

light task â�� still,

you must try. I

will be at hand

to advise you.

Here is a silver

whistle ; take it.

and when you

come to the fiery

river, sound the

whistle three

times, and a very

high bridge will

appear, so high

that the flames

will not reach

you when you

cross, and it will

remain there

until

K1GHT IN FRONT OF HIM WAS A HIDEOUS-LOOKING SKELETON.

your

" Well," said the familiar voice of the raven,

"you have rushed upon your fate."

The Prince took no notice of the bird, but

sat by the window and wept.

" Look ! " cried the raven ; " there they go ! "

Prince Egor looked up, out of the window,

and was horrified to see the wretched

skeleton fly past him carrying the beautiful

Queen Agraphiana in his arms.

" Miserable wretch that I am ! " cried the

Prince. " What am I to do ?"

" Dry your eyes," advised the raven, " and

follow the skeleton like a man ; try and get

her back, and smash him to atoms ! That is

what you have got to do."

" But whither have they flown ? How can I

follow ? " asked the Prince.

again.

you use

whistle

Prince Egor thanked the raven, and started

off at once to the skeleton's dominion. On,

on, he walked, for days and weeks, until he

came to the fiery river, which he crossed by

means of the magic bridge that appeared the

moment he whistled for it. At last he came

to a curious - looking hut, .standing on

chickens' legs, and which was surrounded by

a hundred poles, on ninety-nine of which

were human skulls.

P/ince Egor did not stop to look at them,

but entered the hut, in which sat a hideous

old witch. "Good day, to you," he said. " I

have come to serve you as groom, if you

will have me."

" By all means," replied the witch ; " and

what wages do you require?"

" None ; I only want one of your

horses. But just now I am simply
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famished, and should like something to eat

and drink."

The old witch gave him as much as he

wanted, and then told him to go to bed.

" You must get up early in the morning,"

she said, " and take my

horses out for an airing;

hut take care, and don't >

lose them, or your head

will add to the decorations

of my outer wall."

Next morning Prince

"What made you come back, you idiots?"

he heard the witch ask them, angrily.

" We could not help ourselves," they

answered; " the moment we got into the

forest, a number of wild birds and beasts

"PRINCE EGOR ENTERED THE HUT.

Egor went to the stables, and let all the

horses out, but he had hardly done so, when

the animals snorted and neighed and galloped

off as hard as ever they could, and before

Prince Egor knew what had taken place, they

were out of sight. The Prince was in

despair, and began to wonder what he had

better do, when, to his delight, he beheld

the raven.

" Do not fret," said the bird, " I will send

all the horses safely home ; meanwhile, you

go back and enter the very last stable, where

you will find a mangy pony lying in a corner,

which is the horse for you. Take it, and at

midnight mount him and ride away as hard

as ever you can."

Away went the Prince to the stable, sad

dled the sick pony, and waited. Presently

he heard the horses all come galloping

home.

surrounded us

. and drove us

back."

"Well, next

time he lets you

out, you must on

no account re

turn."

At midnight,

when all was

silent, Prince

Egor rode away

to the fiery river;

he whistled three

times, and im

mediately the

bridge appeared.

When he had

crossed, the raven

flew down upon

his shoulder,

saying :â��

" Leave the

bridge as it is,

for the witch will

pursue you, and

when she is half

way across you

may whistle, and

the flames will

devour her as she

falls through the

breaking bridge ;

otherwise she

might erect a bridge of her own, which you

would not be able to destroy."

When the witch awoke and found that

both the Prince and the mangy pony were

missing, she flew into a terrific rage and gave

chase.

" A bridge ! " she cried, when she arrived

at the fiery river. " What luck ; just what I

wanted."

But just as she got half-way across, Prince

Egor whistled, and down went the bridge,

sending the old witch head-over-heels into

the flames, which immediately devoured her.

Prince Egor then, by the raven's advice, took

his pony to a lake hard by, and made it drink

until it became quite well and strong again,

and was transformed into a handsome and

powerful horse.

At last, after three days' hard riding, the

Prince rode up to the skeleton's gloomy
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palace, where he was thankful to hear that

the skeleton was out hunting, but that Queen

Agraphiana was in.

On hearing his voice, the Queen rushed

out to meet him.

"Oh, my Prince, my Prince, where have

you been all this long, long time? I thought

you never would come to save me,:> she said.

" Prince Egor has been to the palace, and

has carried away the Queen," replied the

horse.

" But we shall overtake them."

" I am not so sure of that, as the Prince

has secured the best horse in the witch's

stables."

" Never mind, let us try our best."

"I'HINCE EGOK WHISTLED, AND DOWN WENT THE BRIDGE.*'

Prince Egor told her where he had been

and what he had done.

" Ah, why did you not listen to me, my

Prince ? You would have been saved all this

terrible worry."

"Never mind, dear one, let us lose no

time, but fly from here at once before the

skeleton returns."

" But he will overtake us ! "

" I doubt it, as I have secured a splendid

horse which runs faster than any bird can fly."

The young couple seated themselves on

the animal and galloped off.

Meanwhile the skeleton, returning home

wards, was surprised to find his horse remark

ably restive.

" What is the matter?" he asked ; " is there

trouble in the air?"

After a long and anxious ride, the skeleton

came in sight of the Prince and Queen Agra

phiana, and, quickening his pace, he was about

to draw his sword, when the Prince's horse sud

denly turned round, and galloping straight up to

the skeleton, knocked him off his saddle on to

the ground, then rushing at him, he trampled

upon him and crushed every bit of life out

of the hideous creature. Queen Agraphiana

then mounted the skeleton's horse and rode

away with Prince Egor to her own kingdom,

where they lived happily for many a long

year ; occasionally visiting Prince Egor's

parents, who were delighted with their

daughter-in-law. As for the raven, he estab

lished himself in the palace, and was Prince

Egor's greatest pet, as well as his most

faithful friend.
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BICYCLE REPAIR.* EXTRAORDINARY.

"The inclosed photograph," writes Mr. Chris. S.

Poulter, of 57, Belvedere Koncl, Upper Norwood,

" was sent me by Mr. S. J. Nash, of Pietersburg, in

the Transvaal, with the suggestion that it might be of

sufficient interest for the ' Curiosities.' It shows a

bicycle wheel temporarily repaired by a Boer, the

spokes being cut from the bush and fitted with a

pocket-knife. The Boer rode the machine i.i this

condition nearly all the way from Pretoria to Pielers-

burg, a distance of 160 miles. One of the pedals

was replaced by a peg of wood."

ELEPHANT ON WHICH THE QUEEN RODE.

The elephant seen

in this photo, had the

honour of carry

ing the Queen when

Bostock and Womb-

well's Menagerie

first visited Windsor

Castle, in 1847. The

animal is still alive,

though it has now

attained the venerable

age of. 102 years. It

weighs 3 tons 6cwt.,

and stands gft. 3in.

in height. The band

waggon, the front of

which is seen in the

photo., was presented

to Mr. Wombwell

by Her Majesty on

the same date. The

proprietors claim that

this Royal elephant is

the largest and oldest

in captivity. Photo,

sent in by Mr. R.

M. Stone, " Warbla,"

I'aignton, S. Devon.

"TIT-BITS" RECOVERED FROM THE SEA.

The copy of Tit-Bits seen in this photo, was

recovered from the wreck of the steamer Otcgon,

sunk off Long Island, near New York, on her voyage

from Liverpool, in March, 1886. " It was," writes Mr.

Lionel L. VV. Penson, of 5, Elliott Park, Blackheath,

" addressed to myself at Renfrew, Ontario, Canada,

and the address is plainly visible on the original,

though, of course, much faded through its long

immersion in the salt water. I do not know exactly

how long the mails were at the bottom of the sea,

but I did not get this copy of Tit-Bits until the

following October."

* Copyright, 1898, by George Newncs, Limited.
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THE CENTRE OF ENGLAND.

The pillar seen in the photograph reproduced al>ove

is situated in the village of Meriden, which is about

five miles from the city of Coventry, and was erected

expressly to show the centre of the entire country of

England. No doubt captious critics will come along

and dispute the correctness of the placing of this

pillar, but the people responsible for its erection

must have felt pretty certain of their bearings

before going to the trouble of establishing this

interesting column. \Ve are indebted for the photo

graph to Mr. W. Bowman, of Yardley Road,

Acocks Green, Birmingham.

A DISAPPOINTED HAWK.

This interesting snap-shot was sent in and taken by

Mr. W. J. Brunei), of 7, Star Street, London, W. It

was taken last summer at Waddesdon, in Bucks. Mr.

Brunei! was trying to photograph some s|Â»rrows feed

ing round a trap, and suddenly this sparrow-hawk

appeared. " I was inside an old barn," says Mr.

Brunei!, " focusing the sparrow-trap (made of bricks)

whilst several were feeding off the crumbs around,

when suddenly down pounced this sparrow-hawk,

only tu find that he was too late. He is obviously

angry at having missed his prey."

Frmn coiifripht ttereo-photo. by Underwood A Underwood.

ICE-BLOSSOMS.

There is no more Iwautiful subject for the amateur

photographer than the fantastic vagaries of frost. You

have doubtless all seen photographs of spiders' webs

covered with hoar-frost, photographs of exceedingly

lovely "frost-flowers," and other really beautiful

pictures of a like kind. In the photograph we repro

duce here we have a group of skeletons of hemlock

blossoms, each of which has liecome filled with a tiny

globe of ice, so that the whole resembles a veritable

bunch of fairy " frost-flowers."

SPIDER'S WEB ON A CLOCK WHEEL.

Mr. L. S. Slant, 44, Park Street, Wellington,

Salop, writes: "This is a photograph of a spider's

web on the wheel of an ordinary clock. You will

notice that the web rises from the face to the spindle

of the wheel, and the most peculiar thing of all was

that the clock was going at the time of the discovery,

so that the spinning of this elaborate web appa

rently made not the slightest difference to the work

ing of the clock." It seems even more remarkable

that the working of the clock made no difference to

the spider.
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A HEN THAT NURSED EIGHT PUPPIES.

This pholo. was taken at Mr. Ward's, the fish-

munger, of Berkhampstead. The hen took to this

liner of eight spaniel puppies when they were only a

few days old, anil though driven away several times,

she returned to her queer charges and kept by them

every day in an open shed. The pups were about a

month old when the photo, was taken, and they

appeared to enjoy the attention of their strange foster-

mother. When they grew too big to he covered, the

hen would sit in the middle of the litter, with her

wings extended. Photo, sent in and taken hy Mr.

I. T. Newman, of Berkhampstead.

A CLOCK. MADE OK EGG-SHELLS.

This wonderful timepiece is the work of Mr. C.

\V. Croydon, of 50 and 52, Tavern Street, Ipswich.

The clock consists of seven egg-shells arranged on fine

steel wires, and hy some complex mechanism they arc

made to revolve so as accurately to record the seconds,

minutes, hours, days, months, rise and fall of the

tide, and phases of the moon, which are indicated by

the stationary hand in front of each egg. While the

second and minute eggs are gradually moving round

it their respective rates, the hour egg does not move

until sixty minutes have been recorded.

AN ILLITERATE SIGN-POST.

We are indebted to Mr. H. S. Sachs, of 16,

llonley Koad, Catford, for this curiosity. This sign

post, which has many curious errors of spelling, is

placed just at the top of toasted Hill. The names

of places should read respectively, " To Brasted and

Sundridge,'' "To Brasted Station," and "To Knock-

holt and Halsted."

" NATURE'S TRANS

FORMATION."

This is in reality

an old shoe, cast by

a tramp in a Surrey

lane, and transformed

by Nature into what

looks like a lieautiful

embroidered slipper.

The shoe is covered

with moss and vege

tation, and when

found looked ex

tremely pretty. It

must have taken

some years to be

come covered in this

way. The photo, was

sent in by Mr. K. M.

Ball, Ashburton

Cottage, Putney

Heath.
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A TROUBLESOME HORSE.

Here is a strikingly good snap-shot

of a restive horse, sent in by Mr. J.

F. Cornish, 3, Challoner Street, West

Kensington, W. It was taken in

Dundee by Mr. Cornish's son. It

seems impossible to imagine a horse

assuming a more erect attitude than

this. The progress of the two gentle

men in (he trap was a very eventful

one during more than a quarter of a

mile of this kind of restive prancing.

A TULIP THAT GREW UNDER

DIFFICULTIES.

This remarkable curiosity was sent

in by Mr. Frank \V. Mugford, of

Bewley House, Woodford Green.

" You will notice," writes this gen

tleman, " that the leaves of the tulip

are encircled by the outer ring of an

ordinary linen shirt button. The

tulip was one of several hundreds in a

bed, and, noticing itscramped appear

ance, I examined it closely. No

doubt the tulip must have picked up

the button-i ing the moment the first

shoot emerged from the ground."

BURIED TO THE NECK IN SAND.

Here is an extremely curious

photo., for which we are indebted to

Mr. M. Ourarther, 210, Marylelrane

Road. The photo, shows us a little

girl buried right up to the neck in

sand, which, owing to the bright

light, has almost the appearance of

snow. The presence ot the dog also

adds to the effect of the picture, and

gives it the appearance of a spirited

rescue from snow.

A GIGANTIC ROSE-TREE.

California is noted all the world

over as possessing an ideal climate,

but it would be difficult to conceive

anything that could give a better

idea of the luxuriant richness of the

vegetation in this favoured State than

the photograph here icproduced,

which shows a gigantic rose-tree,

literally one mass of gorgeous, glow

ing blossoms. We are indebted for

this interesting photo., which was

taken by Jarvis, Pasadena, Cal., to

Mrs. Laura B. Starr, of 1186, Lex

ington Avenue, New York City.
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The Brothcrliood of the Seven Kings.

BY L. T. MEADE AND ROBERT EUSTACE.

VIII.â��THE MYSTERY OF THE STRONG ROOM.

ATE in the autumn of that

same year Mme. Koluchy was

once more back in town.

There was a warrant out for

the arrest of Lockhart, who

had evidently fled the country ;

but Madame, still secure in her own in

vincible cunning, was at large. The firm

conviction that she was even now preparing

a nrnie for our destruction was the reverse of

comforting, and Dufrayer and I sperrt marly

gloomy moments as we thought over the

possibilities of our future.

On a certain evening towards the latter

end of October I went to dine with my

friend. I found him busy arranging his

table, which was tastefully decorated, and

laid for three.

" An unexpected guest is coming to dine,"

he said, as I entered the room. " I must

speak to you alone before he arrives. Come

into the smoking-room; he may be here at

any moment."

I followed Dufrayer, who closed the door

behind us.

" I must tell you everything and quickly,"

he began, " and I must also ask you to be

guided by me. I have consulted with Tyler,

and he says it is our best course."

" Well ? " I interrupted.

" The name of the man who is coming

here to-night is Maurice Carlton," continued

Dufrayer. "His mother was a Greek, but

on the father's side he comes of a good old

English stock. He inherited a place in

Norfolk, Cor Castle, from his father; but

the late owner lost heavily on the turf,

and in consequence the present man has

endeavoured to retrieve his fortunes as

a diamond merchant. I met him some

years ago in Athens. He has been wonder

fully successful, and is now, I believeâ��â�¢

or, at least, so he saysâ��one of the richest

men in Europe. He called upon me with

regard to some legal business, and in the

Vol. xvi.-10
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course of conversation referred incidentally

to Mme. Koluchy. I drew him out, and

found that he knew a good deal about her,

but what their actual relations are I cannot

say. 1 was very careful not to commit

myself, and after consideration decided to

ask him to dine here to-night in order that

we both might see him together. I have

thought over everything carefully, and am

quite sure our only course now is not to

mention anything we know about MadSme.

We may only give ourselves away in doing .so.

By keeping quiet we shall have a far better

chance of seeing what she is up to. You

agree with me, don't you?"

" Surely, we ought to acquaint Carlton

with her true character?" I replied.

Dufrayer shrugged his shoulders im

patiently.

" No," he said, " we have played that game

too often, and you know what the result has

been. Believe me, we shall serve both his

interests and ours best by remaining quiet.

Carlton is living now at his own place, but

comes up to London constantly. About two

years ago he married a young English lady,

who was herself the widow of an Italian.

I believe they have a son, but am not quite

sure. He seems an uncommonly nice

fellow himself, and I should say his wife was

fortunate in her husband; but, there, I hear

his ringâ��let us go into the next room."

We did so, and the next moment Carlton

appeared. Dufrayer introduced him tome,

and soon afterwards we went into the dining-

room. Carlton was a handsome man, built

on a somewhat massive scale. His face was

of the Greek type, but his physique that of

an Englishman. He had dark eyes, some

what long and narrow, and apt, except when

aroused, to wear a sleepy expression. It

needed but a glance to show that in his

blood was a mixture of the fiery East, with

the nonchalance and suppression of all feel

ing which characterize John Bull. As I
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" THE NEXT MOMENT CAHLTON AI'PEAKED."

watched him, without appearing to do so, I

came to the conclusion that I had seldom

seen more perfect self-possession, or stronger

indications of suppressed power.

As the meal proceeded, conversation grew

brisk and brilliant. Carlton talked well, and,

led on by Dufrayer, gave a short resume of

his life since they had last met.

" Yes," he said, " I am uncommonly lucky,

and have done pretty well on the whole.

Diamond dealing, as perhaps you know, is

one of the most risky things that any man

can take up, but my early training gave me a

sound knowledge of the business, and I think

I know what I am about. There is no trade

to which the art of swindling has been more

applied than to mine ; but, there, I have had

luck, immense luck, such as does not come

to more than one man in a hundred."

" I suppose you have had some pretty ex

citing moments," I remarked.

" No, curiously enough," he replied ; " I

have personally never had any very exciting

times. Big deals, of course, are often anxious

moments, but beyond the natural anxiety to

carry a large thing through, my career has

been fairly simple. Some of my acquaint

ances, however, have not been so lucky, and

one in particular is just going through a rare

experience."

" Indeed," I answered ; " are you at liberty

to tell us what it is ? "

He glanced from one of us to the other.

" I think so," he said. " Perhaps you have

already heard of the great Rocheville dia

mond ? "

" No," I remarked ; " tell us about it, if you

will."

Dinner being over, he leant back in his

chair and helped himself to a cigar.

" It is curious how few people know about

this diamond," he said, " although it is one of

the most beautiful stones in the world. For

actual weight, of course, many of the well-

known stones can beat il. It weighs exactly

eighty-two carats, and is an egg-shaped stone

with a big indented hollow at the smaller end ;

but tor lustre and brilliance I have never

seen its equal. It has had a curious history.

For centuries it was in the possession of an

Indian Maharajahâ��it was bought from him

by an American millionaire, and passed

through my hands some ten years ago. I

would have given anything to have kept it,

but my finances weie not so prosperous as

they are now, and I had to let it go. A

Russian baron bought it and took it to Naples,

where it was stolen. This diamond was lost

to the world till a couple of months ago, when

it turned up in this country."

When Carlton mentioned Naples, the happy

hunting-ground of the Brotherhood, Dufrayer

glanced at me.

" But there is a fatality about its owner

ship," he continued; " it has again dis

appeared."

" How ? " I cried.

" I wish I could tell you," he answered.

" The circumstances of its loss are as

follows : A month ago my wife and I

were staying with an old friend, a relation

of my mother's, a merchant named Michael

Roden, of Roden Freres, Cornhill, the great

dealers. Roden said he had a surprise for

me, and he showed me the Rocheville

diamond. He told me that he had bought

it from a Cingalese dealer in London, and

for a comparatively small price."

" What is its actual value ? " interrupted

Dufrayer.

" Roughly, I should think about fifteen

thousand pounds, but I believe Roden

secured it for ten. Well, poor chap, he has

now lost both the stone and his money. My

firm belief is that what he bought was an

imitation, though how a man of his experi

ence could, have done sijch a thing is past
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knowledge. This is exactly what happened.

Mrs. Carlton and I, as I have said, we-re

staying down at his place in Staffordshire,

and he had the diamond with him. At my

wife's request, for she possesses a most intel

ligent interest in precious stones, he took us

down to his strong room, and showed it to us.

He meant to have it set for his own wife,

who is a very beautiful woman. The next

morning he took the diamond up to town,

and Mrs. Carlton and I returned to Cor

Castle. I got a wire from Roden that same

afternoon, begging me to come up at once.

I found him in a state of despair. He

showed me the stone, to all appearance

identically the same as the one we had

looked at on the previous evening, and

declared that it had just beer proved to be

an imitation. He said it was the most

skilful imitation he had ever seen. We put

it to every known test, and there was no

doubt whatever that it was not a diamond.

The specific gravity test was final on this

point. The problem now is : Did he buy the

real diamond which has since been stolen or

an imitation ? He swears that the Koche-

ville diamond was in his hands, that he

tested it carefully at the time; he also says

that since it came into his possession it was

absolutely impossible for anyone to steal it,

and yet that the theft has been committed

there is very little doubt. At least one thing

is clear, the stone which he now possesses is

not a diamond at all."

connected in each case with the bed

room of the respective owners. Thus you

will see for yourselves that no one could

tamper with the lock without immediately

giving such an alarm as would make any

theft impossible. My friend Roden and I

invented these special safes, and got them

carried out on plans of our own. We both

believe that our most valuable stones are

safer in our own houses than in our places

of business in town. But, stay, gentlemen,

you shall see for yourselves. Why should

you not both come down to my place for a

few days' shooting? I shall then have

the greatest possible pleasure in showing

you my strong room. You may be inter

ested, too, in seeing some of my collectionâ��

I flatter myself, a unique one. The weather

is perfect just now for shooting, and I have

plenty of pheasants, also room enough and

to spare. We are a big, cheerful party, and

the lioness of the season is with us, Mme.

Koluchy."

" Has anything been discovered since ? "

I asked.

" Nothing," replied Carlton, rising as he

spoke, " and never will be, I expect. Of one

thing there is little doubt. The shape and

peculiar appearance of the Rocheville diamond

area matter of history to all diamond dealers,

and the maker of the imitation must have had

the stone in his possession for some consider

able time. The facsimile is absolutely and

incredibly perfect."

" Is it possible," said Dufrayer, suddenly,

" that the strong room in Roden's house could

have been tampered with ? "

"You would scarcely say so if you knew

the peculiar make of that special strong room,"

replied Carlton. " I think I can trust you

and your friend with a somewhat important

secret. Two strong rooms have been built,

one for me at Cor Castle, and one for my

friend Roden at his place in Staffordshire.

These rooms are constructed on such a

peculiar plan, that the moment any key

is inserted in the lock electric bells

arÂ§ set ringing within. These bells are

As he said the last words both Dufrayer

and I could not refrain from starting.

Luckily it was not noticed--my hoart beat

fast.

" It is very kind of you," I said. " I shall

be charmed to come."

Dufrayer glanced at me, caught my eye,

and said, quietly :â��

"That is right. I will expect "you both next

Monday, and will send to Durbrook Station

to meet you, by any train you like to name."

" Yes, I think I can get away. I will come,

with pleasure."

We promised to let him know at what

time we should be likely to arrive, and soon

afterwards he left us. When he did so we

drew our chairs near the fire.

" Well, we are in for it now," said Dufrayer.

" Face to face at lastâ��what a novel experience

it will be ! Who would believe that we were

living in the dreary nineteenth century? But,

of course, she may not stay when she hears

we are coming."

"I expect she will," I answered ; " she has

no fear. Halloa ! who can this be now ? "

I added, as the electric bell of the front door

suddenly rang.

The next moment the door was opened,

and our principal agent, Mr. Tyler himself,

walked in.

" Perhaps it is Carlton back again," said

Dufrayer ; " I am not expecting anyone."

"Good evening, gentlemen," he said. "I

must apologize for this intrusion, but import

ant news has just reached me, and the very

last you would expect to hear." He chuckled
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as he spoke. " Mme. Koluchy's house in

Welbeck Street was broken into a month

ago. I am told that the place was regularly

sacked. She was away in her yacht at the

time, after the attempt on your life, Mr.

Head ; and it is supposed that the place was

unguarded. Whatever the reason, she has

never reported the burglary, and Ford at

Scotland Yard has only just got wind of it.

He suspects that it was done by the same

gang that broke into the

Piccadilly some months ago.

curious case."

" Do you think it is one

of her own gang that has

rounded on her ? " I asked.

" Hardly," he replied ;

" I do not believe any of

them would dare to. No,

it is an outside job, but

Ford is watching the matter

for the official force."

"Mr. Dufrayer and I

happen to know where

Madame Koluchy is at the

present moment," I said.

I then gave Tyler a brief

resume of our interview

with Carlton, and told him

that it was our intention to

meet Madame face to face

early in the following week.

" What a splendid piece

of luck !" he cried, rub

bing his hands with ill-

suppressed excitement.

" With your acumen, Mr.

Head, you will be certain

to find out something, and

we shall have her at last

I only wish the chance were

mine."

jeweller's

It is a very

" Well, have yourself in

readiness," said Dufrayer;

" we may have to telegraph

to you at a moment's

notice. Be sure we shall

not leave a stone unturned

to get Madame to commit

herself. For my part," he

added, "although it seems

scarcely credible, I strongly suspect that she

is at the bottom of the diamond mystery."

It was late in the afternoon on the follow

ing Monday, and almost dark, when we

arrived at Cor Castle. Carlton himself met

us at the nearest railway station, and drove

us to the house, which was a fine old pile,

with a castellated roof and a large Elizabethan

wing. The place had been extensively

altered and restored, and was replete with

every modern comfort.

Carlton led us straight into the centre hall,

calling out in a cheerful tone to his wife as

he did so.

A slender, very fair and girlish-looking

figure approached. She held out her hand,

gave us each a hearty greeting, and invited

us to come into the centre of a circle of

young people who were gathered round a

huge, old-fashioned hearth, on which logs of

SHE GAVE US EACH A HEAliTY GREETING.

wood blazed and crackled cheerily. Mrs.

Carlton introduced us to one or two of the

principal guests, and then resumed her place

at a table on which a silver tea-service was

placed. It needed but a brief glance to

show us that amongst the party was Mme.

Koluchy. She was standing near her hostess,

and just as my eye caught hers she bent and
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said a word in her ear. Mrs. Carlton coloured

almost painfully, looked from her to me, and

then once more rising from her seat came

forward one or two steps.

" Mr. Head," she said, " may I introduce

you to my great friend, Mme. Koluchy ?

By the way, she tells me that you are old

acquaintances."

"Very old acquaintances, am I not

right ?" said Mme. Koluchy, in her clear,

perfectly well-bred voice. She bowed to me

and then held out her hand. I ignored the

proffered hand and howed coldly. She

smiled in return.

" Come and sit near me, Mr. Head," she

said; " it is a pleasure to meet you again ;

you have treated me very badly of late.

You have never come once to see me."

" Did you expect me to come ?>; I replied,

quietly. There was something in my tone

which caused the blood to mount to her

face. She raised her eyes, gave me a bold,

full glance of open defiance, and then said,

ih~a soft voice, which scarcely rose above a

whisper :â��

" No, you are too English."

Then she turned to our hostess, who was

seated not a yard away.

" You forget your duties, Leonora. Mr.

Head is waiting for his tea."

" Oh, I beg a thousand pardons," said Mrs.

Carlton. " I did not know I had forgotten

you, Mr. Head." She gave me a cup at once,

but as she did so, her hand shook so much

that the small, gold-mounted and jewelled

spoon rattled in the saucer.

" You are tired, Nora," said Mme. Koluchy ;

" may I not relieve you of your duties?"

" No, no, I am all right," was the reply,

uttered almost pettishly. " Do not take any

notice just now, 1 beg of you."

Madame turned to me.

"Come and talk to me," she said, in the

imperious tone of a Sovereign addressing a

subject. She walked to the nearest window,

and I followed her.

" Yes," she said, at once, " you are too

English to play your part well. Cannot you

recognise the common courtesies of warfare?

Are you not sensible to the gallant attentions

of the duellist ? You are too crude. If our

great interests clash, there is every reason why

we should be doubly polite when we do

meet."

"You are right, Madame, in speaking of

us as duellists," I whispered back, " and the

duel is not over yet."

" No, it is not," she answered.

" I have the pertinacity of my country

men," I continued. "It is hard to rouse us,

but when we are roused, it is a fight to grim

death."

She said nothing further. At that moment

a young man of the party approached. She

called out to him in a playful tone to

approach her side, and I withdrew.

At dinner that night Madame's brilliancy

came into full play. There was no subject

on which she could not talkâ��she was at once

fantastic, irresponsible, and witty. Without

the slightest difficulty she led the conversation,

turning it into any channel she chose. Our

host hung upon her words as if fascinated;

indeed, I do not think there was a man of the

party who had eyes or ears for anyone else.

I had gone down to dinner with Mrs.

Carlton, and in the intervals of watch

ing Mme. Koluchy I could not help

observing her. She belonged to the fair-

haired and Saxon type, and when very

young must have been extremely pretty

â��she was pretty still, but not to the close

observer. Her face was too thin and too

anxious, the colour in her cheeks was almost

fixed ; her hair, too, showed signs of receding

from the temples, although the fashionable

arrangement of the present day prevented

this being specially noticed.

While she talked to me I could not help

observing that her attention wandered, that

her eyes on more than one occasion met

those of Madame, and that when this

encounter took place the younger woman

trembled quite perceptibly. It was easy to

draw my own conclusions. The usual thing

had happened. Madame was not spending

her time at Cor Castle for nothing â�� our

hostess was- in her power. Carlton himself

evidently knew nothing of this. With such

an alliance, mischief of the usual intangible

nature was brewing. Could Dufrayer and I

stop it ? Beyond doubt there was more going

on than met the eye.

As these thoughts flashed through my

brain, I held myself in readiness, every

nerve tense and taut. To play my part as

an Englishman should I must have, above

all things, self-possession. So 1 threw myself

into the conversation. I answered Madame

back in her own coin, and presently, in an

argument which she conducted with rare

brilliance, we had the conversation to our

selves. But all the time, as I talked and

argued, and differed from the brilliant Italian,

my glance was on Mrs. Carlton. I noticed

that a growing restlessness had seized her, that

she was listening to us with feverish and

intense eagerness, and that her eyes began to
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wear a hunted expression. She ceased to

play her part as hostess, and looked from me

to Mine. Koluchy as one under a spell.

Just before we retired for the night Mrs.

Carlton came up and took a seat near me

in the drawing-room. Madame was not in

the room, having gone with Dufrayer, Carlton,

and several other members of the party to

the billiard - room. Mrs. Carlton looked

eagerly and nervously round her. Her

manner was decidedly embarrassed. She

made one or two short remarks, ending them

abruptly, as if she wished to say something

else, but did not dare. I resolved to help

her.

" Have you known Mme. Koluchy long ? "

I asked.

" For a short time, a year or two," she

replied. " Have you, Mr. Head ?"

" For more than ten years," I answered.

I stooped a little lower and let my voice

drop in her ear.

" Mme. Koluchy is my greatest enemy,"

I said.

" Oh, good heavens !." she cried. She half

started to her feet, then controlled herself

and sat down again.

ENp;Â»lY."

" She is also my greatest enemy, she is my

direst foeâ��she is a devil, not a woman,"

said the poor lady, bringing out her words

with the most tense and passionate force.

" Oh,may I, may I speak to you and alone?"

" If your confidence relates to Mme.

Koluchy, I shall be only too glad to hear

what you have got to say," I replied.

"They are coming backâ��I hear them,"

she said. " I will find an opportunity to

morrow. She must not know that I am

taking you into my confidence."

She left me, to talk eagerly, with flushed

cheeks, and eyes bright with ill-suppressed

terror, to a merry girl who had just come

in from the billiard-room.

The party soon afterwards broke up for

the night, and I had no opportunity of saying

a word to Dufrayer, who slept in a wing at

the other end of the house.

The next morning after breakfast Carlton

took Dufrayer and myself down to see his

strong room. The ingenuity and cleverness

of the arrangement by which the electric

bells were sounded the moment the key was

put into the lock struck me with ama/.ement.

The safe was of the strongest pattern ; the

levers and bolts, as well as the

arrangement of the lock, making

it practically impregnable.

" Roden's safe resembles

mine in every particular," said

Carlton, as he turned the key

in the lock and readjusted the

different bolts in their respec

tive places. " You can see for

yourselves that no one could

rob such a safe without detec

tion."

"It would certainly be black

magic if he did," was my

response.

" We have arranged for a

shooting party this morning,"

continued Carlton ; " let us

forget diamonds and their

attendant anxieties, and enjoy

ourselves out of doors. The

birds are plentiful, and I trust

we shall have a good time."

He took us upstairs, and we

started a few moments later on

our expedition.

It was arranged that the

ladies should meet us for lunch

at one of the keepers' cottages.

We spent a thoroughly pleasant

morning, the sport was good,

and I had seldom enjoyed
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light may be shut off from any jet or any

portion of the fountain.

The accompanying illustration represents

a design to which the inventor has given

the fanciful name of the "Cascade." It

will be noticed that nearly all the centre

funnels are in use, and are so regulated as to

make a fairly perfect arc in the sky. The

so-called " Flaming Torches " shows that the

mere abstention

from using one or

more of the funnels

completely revolu

tionizes the design,

and this constant

variation in design

is accentuated by

the sometimes be

wildering altera

tions of colour.

The illustration

entitled " Ribbons

of Light " shows

how the magnifi

cent columns of

water may be made

to lean inward,

over the funnels of

light, and to play

toward the central

geyser. Each

column is illumin

ated in different

colours, and the whole, when skilfully handled,

may be made to represent a maypole with its

gay and whirling ribbons.

The " Beehives at Night" is but a variation

of the " Sheaves of Wheat " design, each bee

hive being but a sheaf of wheat with the top

cut off. This diminution is caused, of course,

by a lessening of pressure.

Many cities are building electric fountains

FLAMING TORCHES.
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is my early history. You must know it in

order to understand what follows. When I

was very young, not more than seventeen, I

was married to an Italian of the name of

Count Porcelli. My people were poor, and

he was supposed to be rich. He was con

sidered a jrood match. He was a handsome

man, but many years my senior. Almost

immediately after the marriage my mother

died, and I had no near relations or friends

in Kngland. The Count took me to Naples,

and I was not long there before I made some

terrible discoveries. My husband was a

leading member of a political secret society,

whose name I never heard. I need not

enter into particulars of that awful time.

Suffice it to say that he subjected me to

almost every cruelty.

" In the autumn of 1893, while we were in

Rome, Count Porcelli was stabbed one night in

the Forum. He had parted from me in a fury

at some trifling act of disobedience to his in

tolerable wishes, and I never saw him again,

either alive or dead. His death was an immense

relief to me. I returned home, and two

years afterwards, in 1895. I married Mr.

Carlton, and everything was bright and

happy. A year after the marriage we had a

little son. I have not shown you my boy,

for he is away from home at present. He

is the heir to my husband's extensive estates,

and is a beautiful child. My husband

was, and is, devotedly attached to meâ��

indeed, he is the soul of honour, chivalry,

and kindness. I began to forget those

fearful days in Naples and Rome ; but, Mr.

Head, a year ago everything changed. I

went to see that fiend in human guise, Mme.

Koluchy. You know she poses as a doctor.

It was the fashion to consult her. I was

suffering from a trifling malady, and my

husband begged me to go to her. I went,

and we quickly discovered that we both

possessed ties, awful ties, to the dismal past.

Mme. Koluchy knew my first -husband,

Count Porcelli, well. She told me that he

was alive and in England, and that my

marriage to Mr. Carlton was void.

" You may imagine my agony. If this

were indeed true, what was to become of my

child, and what would Mr. Carlton's feelings

be ? The shock was so tremendous that I

became ill, and was almost delirious for a

week. During that time Madame herself

insisted on nursing me. She was outwardly

kind, and told me that my sorrow was hers,

and that she certainly would not betray me.

But she said that Count Porcelli had heard

of my marriage, and would not keep my

secret if I did not make it worth his while.

From that moment the most awful black

mailing began. From time to time I had to

part with large sums of money. Mr. Carlton

is so rich and generous that he would give

me anything without question. This state of

things has gone on for a year. I have kept

the awful danger at bay at the point of the

sword."

" But how can you tell that Count Porcelli

is alive?" I asked. "Remember that there

are few more unscrupulous people than

Mme. Koluchy. How do you know that

this may not be a fabrication on her part in

order to wring money from you ? "

" I have not seen Count Porcelli," replied

my companion ; " but all the same, the proof

is incontestible, for Madame has brought me

letters from him. He promises to leave me

in peace if I will provide him with money;

but at the same time he assures me that he

will declare himself at any moment if I fail

to listen to his demands."

" Nevertheless, my impression is," I

replied, " that Count Porcelli is not in

existence, and that Madame is playing a

risky game ; but you have more to tell ? "

",! have. You have by no means heard

the worst yet. My present difficulty is one

to scare the stoutest heart. A month ago

Madame came to our house in town, and

sitting down opposite to me, (tnade a

most terrible proposal. She took ' a jewel-

case from her pocket, and, touching a spring,

revealed within the largest diamond that I

had ever seen. She laid it in my handâ��it

was egg-shaped, and had an indentation at

one end. While I was gazing at it, and

admiring it, she suddenly told me that it

was only an imitation. I stared at her in

amazement.

" ' Now, listen attentively,' she said. ' All

your future depends on whether you have

brains, wit, and tact for a great emergency.

The stone you hold in your hand is an

imitation, a perfect one. I had it made

from my knowledge of the original. It

would take in the greatest expert in the

diamond market who did not apply tests to it

The real stone is at the house of Monsieur

Roden. You and your husband, I happen

to know, are going to stay at the Rodens'

place in the country to-morrow. The real

stone, the great Rochcville diamond, was

stolen from my house in Welbeck Street six

weeks ago. It was purchased by Monsieur

Roden from a Cingalese employed by the

gang who stole it, at a very large figure, but

also at only a third of its real value. For
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reasons which I need not explain, I was

unable to expose the burglary, and in con

sequence it was easy to get rid of the stone

for a large sumâ��but those who think that I

will tamely submit to such a gigantic loss

little know me. I am determined that the

stone shall once more come into my possession,

either by fair means or foul. Now, you are

the only person who can help me, for you

will be unsuspected, and can work where I

should not have a chance. It is to be your

task to substitute the imitation for the real

stone.'

"' How can I ?' I asked.

" ' Easily, if you will follow my guidance.

When you are at the Rodens', you must lead

the conversation to the subject of diamonds,

or rather you must get your husband to do

so, for he would be even

less suspected than you.

He will ask Monsieur

Roden to show you both

his strong room where his

valuable jewels are kept.

You must make an excuse

to be in the room a

moment by yourself. You

must substitute the real

for the unreal as quickly,

as deftly as if you were

possessed of legerdemain.

Take your opportunity to

do this as best you canâ��

all I ask of you is to

succeed â�� otherwise'â��her

eyes blazed into mine â��

they were brighter than

diamonds themselves.

" ' Otherwise ? ' I re

peated, faintly.

"' Count Porcelli is close

at hand â��â�¢ he shall claim

his wife, 'think of Mr.

Carlton's feelings, think of

your son's doom.' She

paused, raising her brows

with a "gesture peculiarly

her own. ' I need not

say anything further,' she

added.

"The next day we went to the Rodens'.

Despair rendered me cunning ; I introduced

the subject of the jewels to my husband, and

begged of him to ask Monsieur Roden to

show us his safe and its contents. Monsieur

Roden was only too glad to do so. It is one

of his fads, and that fad is also shared by my

husband, to keep his most valuable stones in

a safe peculiarly constructed in the vaults of

his own house. My husband has a similar

strong room. We went into the.vaults, and

Monsieur Roden allowed me to take the

Rocheville diamond in my hand for a

moment. When I had it in my possession

I stepped backward, made a clumsy move

ment by intention, knocked against a chair,

slipped, and the diamond fell from my fingers.

I saw it flash and roll away. Quicker almost

M. RODEN ALLOWED ME TO TAKE THE ROCHEVILLE DIAMOND IN* MY HAND."

" Well, Mr. Head, I

struggled against her awful proposal. At

first I refused to have anything to do with

it, but she piled on the agony, showing me

only too plainly what my position would be

did I not accede to her wishes. She traded

on my weakness; on my passionate love for

the child and for his father. Yes, in the end

I yielded to her.

than thought I put my foot on it, and before

anyone could detect me had substituted the

imitation for the real. The real stone was in

my pocket and the imitation in Monsieur

Roden's case, without anyone being in the

least the wiser.

" With the great Rocheville diamond feel

ing heavier than lead in my pocket, I went
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away the next morning with my husband. I

. had valuable jewels of my own, and have a

jewel-case of unique pattern. It is kept in

the strong room at the Castle. I obtained

the key of the strong room from my husband,

went down to the vaults, and under the

pretence of putting some diamonds and

sapphires away, locked up the Rocheville

diamond in my own private jewel-case. It

is impossible to steal it from there, owing to

the peculiar construction of the lock of the

case, which starts electric bells ringing the

moment the key is put inside. Now listen,

Mr. Head. Madame knows all about the

strong room, for she has wormed its secrets

from me. She knows that with all her clever

ness she cannot pick that lock. She has, there

fore, told me that unless I give her the Roche

ville diamond to-night she will expose me.

She declares that no entreaties will turn her

from her purpose. She is like adamant, she

has no heart at all. Her sweetness and

graciousness, her pretended sympathy, are

all on the surface. It is useless appealing to

anything in her but her avarice. Fear ! â��

she does not know the meaning of the word.

Oh, what am I to do ? I will not let her

have the diamond, but how mad I was ever

to yield to her."

'I gazed at my companion for a few

moments without speaking. The full mean

ing of her extraordinary story was at last

made abundantly plain. The theft which

had so completely puzzled Monsieur Roden

was explained at last. What Carlton's feel

ings would be when he knew the truth, it was

impossible to realize ; but know the truth he

must, and as soon as possible. I was more

than ever certain that Count Porcelli's death

was a reality, and that Madame was black

mailing the unfortunate young wife for her

own purposes. But although I believed that

such was assuredly the case, and that Mrs.

Carlton had no real cause to dread dishonour

to herself and her child, I had no means of

proving my own belief. The moment had

come to act, and to act promptly. Mrs.

Carlton was overcome by the most terrible

nervous fear, and had already got herself into

the gravest danger by her theft of the

diamond. She looked at me intently, and at

last said, in a whisper : â��

" Whatever you may think of me, speak.

I know you believe that I am one of the '

most guilty wretches in existence, but you

can scarcely realize what my temptation has

been."

" I sympathize with you, of course," I said

then; " but there is only one thing to be

done. Now, may I speak quite plainly ? I

believe that Count Porcelli is dead. Madame

is quite clever enough to forge letters which

you would believe to be bona-fide. Remember

that I know this woman well. She possesses

consummate genius, and never yet owned to

a scruple of any sort. It is only too plain

that she reaps an enormous advantage by

playing on your fears. You can never put

things right, therefore, until you confide in

your husband. Remember how enormous

the danger is to him. He will not leave a

stone unturned to come face to face with the

Count. Madame will have to show her

hand, and you will be saved. Will you take

my advice : will you go to him immediately ? "

" I dare not, I dare not."

" Very well; you have another thing to

consider. Monsieur Roden is determined to

recover the stolen diamond. The cleverest

members of the detective force are working

day and night in his behalf. They are quite

clever enough to trace the theft to you. You

will be forced to open your jewel-case in

their presenceâ��just think of your feelings.

Yes, Mrs. Carlton, believe me I am right:

your husband must know all, the diamond

must be returned to its rightful owner

immediately."

She wrung her hands in agony.

" I cannot tell my husband," she replied.

" I will find out some other means of getting

rid of the diamondâ��even Madame had

better have it than this. Think of the wreck

of my complete life, think of the dishonour

to my child. Mr. Head, I know you are

kind, and I know your advice is really wise,

but I cannot act on it. Madame has faithfully

sworn to me that when she gets the Roche

ville diamond she will leave the country for

ever, and that I shall never hear of her

again. Count Porcelli will accompany her."

" Do you believe this ? " I asked.

" In this special case I am inclined to

believe her. I know that Madame has

grown very anxious of late, and I am sure

she feels that she is in extreme dangerâ��she

has dropped hints to that effect. She must

have been sure that her position was a most

unstable one when she refused to communi

cate the burglary in Welbeck Street to the

police. But, hark! I hear footsteps. Who

is coming?"

Mrs. Carlton bent forward and peered

through the brushwood.

" I possess the most deadly fear of that

woman," she continued ; " even now she may

be watching usâ��that headache may have

been all a pretence. God knows what will
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become of me if she discovers that I have

confided in you. Don't let it seem that we

have been talking about anything special.

Go on with your shooting. We are getting

too far away from the others."

She had scarcely said the words before I

saw in the distance Mme. Koluchy approach

ing. She was walking slowly, with that

graceful motion which in

variably characterized her

steps. Her eyes were fixed

on the ground, her face

looked thoughtful.

" What are we to do ? "

said Mrs. Carlton.

" You have nothing to do

at the present moment," I

replied, " but to keep up

your courage. As to what

you are to do in the imme

diate future, I must see

you again. What you have

told me requires immediate

action. I swear I will save

you and get you out of this

scrape at any cost."

" Oh, how good you are,"

she answered ; " but do go

on with your shooting.

Madame can read anyone

through, and my face bears

signs of agitation."

Just "at that moment a

great cock pheasant came

beating through the boughs

overhead. I glanced at

'Mrs. Carlton, noticed her

extreme pallor, and then

almost recklessly raised my

gun and fired. This was

the first time I had used the

gun since luncheon. What

was the matter? I had an

instant, just one brief

instant, to realize that there

was something wrongâ��there

was a deafening roar â�� a

flash as if a thousand sparks came before

my eyes â�� I reeled and fell, and a great

darkness closed over me.

Out of an oblivion that might have been

eternity, a dawning sense of consciousness

came to me. I opened my eyes. The face

of Dufrayer was bending over me.

"Hush!" he said, "keep quiet, Head.

Doctor," he added, "he has come to'him

self at last."

A young man, with a bright, intelligent

face, approached my side. " Ah ! you feel

better?" he said. "That is right, but you

must keep quiet. Drink this."

He raised a glass to my lips. I drank

thirstily. I noticed now that my left hand

and arm were in a splint, bandaged to my

side.

" What can have happened?" I exclaimed.

"I RAISED MY GUN AND FIKEU."

I had scarcely uttered the words before

memory came back to me in a flash.

" You have had a bad accident," said

Dufrayer ; " your gun burst."

" Burst! " I cried. " Impossible."

" It is only too true ; you have had a

marvellous escape of your life, and your left

hand and arm are injured."

" Dufrayer," I said at once, and eagerly,

" I must see you alone. Will you ask the

doctor to leave us ? "

" I will be within call, Mr. Dufrayer," said
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the medical man. He went into the ante

room. I was feverish, and I knew it, but my

one effort was to keep full consciousness until

I had spoken to Dufrayer.

" I must get up at once," I cried. " I feel

all right, only a little queer about the head,

but that is nothing. Is my hand much

damaged ? "

" It is badly injured," replied Dufrayer.

" But how could the gun have burst," I

continued. " It was one of Riley's make,

and worth seventy guineas."

I had scarcely said the last words, before

a hideous thought flashed across me.

Dufrayer spoke instantly, answering my

surmise.

" I have examined your gun carefullyâ��

at least, what was left of it," he said, " and

there is not the slightest doubt that the

explosion was not caused by an ordinary

cartridge. The stock and barrels are blown

to fragments. The marvel is that you were

not killed on the spot."

"It is easy to guess who has done the

mischief," I replied.

" At least one fact is abundantly clear,"

said Dufrayer, " your gun was tampered

with, probably during the luncheon interval.

I have been making inquiries, and believe

that one of the beaters knows something,

only I have not got him yet to confess.

I have also made a close examination of the

ground where you stood, and have picked up

a small piece of the brasswork of a cartridge.

Matters are so grave that I have wired to

Tyler and Ford, and they will both be here

in the morning. My impression is that we

shall soon .have got sufficient evidence to

arrest Madame. It goes without saying that

this is her work. This is the second time

she has tried to get rid of you ; and, happen

what may, the thing must be stopped. But

I must not worry you any further at present,

for the shock you have sustained has been

fearful."

"Am I badly hurt?" I asked.

" Fortunately you are only cut a little

about the face, and your eyes have altogether

escaped. Dynamite always expends its force

downwards."

" Are the other injuries grave?"

Dufrayer hesitated, then he said, slowly :â��

" You may as well know the truth. From

what the doctor tells me, I fear you will never

have the use of your left hand again."

"Better that than the e^es," I answered.

li Now, Dufrayer, I have just received some

important information from Mrs. Carlton.

It was told to me under a seal of the deepest

secrecy, and even now I must not tell you

what she has confided to me without her

permission. Would it be possible to get her

to come to see me for a moment ? "

" I am sure she will come, and gladly.

She seems to be in a terrible state of nervous

prostration. You know, she was on the

scene when the accident happened. When

I appeared I found her in a half-fainting

condition, supported, of course, by Mme.

Koluchy, whom she seemed to shrink from

in the most unmistakable manner. Yes, I

will send her to you, but I do not think the

doctor will allow you to talk long."

"Never mind about the doctor or anyone

else," I replied ; " let me see Mrs. Carltonâ��

there is not an instant to lose."

Dufrayer saw by my manner that I was

frightfully excited. He left the room at once,

and in a few moments Mrs. Carlton came in.

Even in the midst of my own pain I could

not but remark with consternation the look

of agony on her face. She was trembling so

excessively that she could scarcely stand.

" Will you do something for me ? " I said,

in a whisper. I was getting rapidly weaker,

and even my powers of speech were failing

me.

"Anything in my power," she said,

"except "

" But I want no exceptions," I said. " I

have nearly lost my life. I am speaking to

you now almost with the solemnity of a

dying man. I want you to go straight to

your husband and tell him all."

"No, no, no!" She turned away. Her

face was whiter than the white dress which

she was wearing.

" Then if you will not confide in him, tell

all that you have just told me to my friend

Dufrayer. He is a lawyer, well accustomed

to hearing stories of distress and horror. He

will advise you. Will you at least do that ? "

" I cannot." Her voice was hoarse with

emotion, then she said, in a whisper:â��

" I am more terrified than ever, for I can

not find the key of my jewel-case."

" This makes matters still graver, although

I believe that even Mme. Koluchy cannot

tamper with the strong room. You will tell

your husband or Dufrayerâ��promise me that,

and I shall rest happy."

" I cannot, Mr. Head; and you, on your

part, have promised not to reveal my secret."

"You put me in a most cruel dilemma,"

I replied.

Just then the doctor came into the room,

accompanied by Carlton.

" Come, come," said the medical man,
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GO STRAIGHT TO YOUR HUSBAND AND TELL HIM ALL.

" Mr. Head, you are exciting yourself. I am

afraid, Mrs. Carlton, I must ask you to leave

my patient. Absolute quiet is essential.

Fortunately the injuries to the face are trivial,

but the shock to the system has been con

siderable, and fever may set in unless quiet

is enforced."

" Come, Nora," said her husband ; " you

ought to rest yourself, my dear, for you look

very bad."

As they were leaving the room I motioned

Dufrayer to my side.

" Go to Mrs. Carlton," I said ; " she has

something to say of the utmost importance.

Tell her that you know she possesses a

secret, that I have not told you what it is,

but that 1 have implored of her to take you

into her confidence."

" I will do so," he replied.

Late that evening he came back to me.

" Well ? " I cried, eagerly.

" Mrs. Carlton is too ill to be pressed any

further, Head; she has been obliged to go to

her room, and the doctor has been with her.

He prescribed a soothing draught. Her

husband is very much puzzled at her condi

tion. You look anything

but fit yourself, old man,"

he continued. "You must

go to sleep now. What

ever part Madame has

played in this tragedy, she

is keeping up appearances

with her usual aplomb.

There was not a more

brilliant member of the

dinner party to-night than

she. She has been

inquiring with apparent

sympathy for you, and

offered to come and see

you if that would mend

matters. Of course, I told

her that the doctor would

not allow any visitors.

Now you must take your

sleeping draught, and trust

for the best. I am follow

ing up the clue of the

gun, and believe that it

only requires a little per

suasion to get some really

important evidence from

one of the beaters; but

more of this to-morrow.

You must sleep now,

Head, you must sleep."

The shock I had under

gone, and the intense pain

in my arm which began about this time to

come on, told even upon my strong frame.

Dufrayer poured out a sleeping draught

which the doctor had sent roundâ��I drank it

off, and soon afterwards he left me.

An hour or two passed; at the end of that

time the draught began to take effect, drowsi

ness stole over me, the pain grew less, and I

fell into an uneasy sleep, broken with hideous

and grotesque dreams. From one of these I

awoke with a start, struck a match, and looked

at my watch. It was half-past three.

The house had of course long ago retired

to rest, and everything was intensely

still. I could hear in the distance the

monotonous ticking of the great clock in the

hall, but no other sound reached my ears.

My feverish brain, however, was actively

working. The phantasmagoria of my

dream seemed to take life and shape.

Fantastic forms seemed to hover round my

bed, and faces sinister with evil appeared

to meâ��each one bore a likeness to Mme.

Koluchy. I became more and more

feverish, and now a deadly fear that even at

this moment something awful was happening
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began to assail me. It rose to a conviction.

Madame, with her almost superhuman

knowledge, must guess that she was in

danger. Surely, she would not allow the

night to go by without acting ? Surely,

while we were supposed to sleep, she would

steal the Rocheville diamond, and escape ?

The horror of this thought was so over

powering that I could stay still no longer. I

flung off the bed-clothes and sprang from the

bed. A delirious excitement was consuming

me. Putting on my dressing-gown, I crept

out on to the landing, then I silently went

down the great staircase, crossed the hall,

and, turning to the left, went down another

passage to the door of the stone stairs lead

ing to the vault in which was Carlton's strong

room. I had no sooner reached this door

than my terrors and nervous fears became

certainties.

A gleam of light broke the darkness. I

drew back into a recess in the stonework.

Yes, I was right. My terrors and convictions

of coming peril had not visited me without

cause, for standing before the iron door of

the strong room was Mme. Koluchy herself.

There was a lighted taper in her hand. My

bare feet had made no noise, and she was

unaware of my presence. What was she

doing ? I waited in silence â�� my temples

were hot and throbbing with overmaster

ing horror. I listened for the bells which

would give the alarm directly she inserted

the key in the iron door. She was doing

something to the safeâ��I could tell this by

the noise she was makingâ��still no bells

rang.

The next instant the heavy door slipped

back on its hinges, and Madame entered.

The moment I saw this I could remain quiet

no longer. I sprang forward, striking my

wounded arm against something in the dark

ness. She turned and saw meâ��I made a

frantic effort to seize herâ��then my brain

swam and every atom of strength left me. I

found myself falling upon something hard.

I had entered the strong room. For a

moment I lay on the floor half stunned, then

I sprang to my feet, but I was too late. The

iron door closed upon me with a muffled clang.

Madame had by some miraculous means

opened the safe without a key, had taken the

diamond from Mrs. Carlton's jewel - case

which stood open on a shelf, and had locked

me a prisoner within. Half delirious and

stunned, I had fallen an easy victim. I

shouted loudly, but the closeness of my

prison muffled and stifled my voice.

How long I remained in captivity I cannot

tell. The pain in my arm, much increased

by my sudden fall on the hard floor, rendered

me, I believe, partly deliriousâ��I was feeling

faint and chilled to the bone when the door

of the strong room at last was opened, and

Carlton and Dufrayer entered. I noticed

immediately that there was daylight outside;

the night was over.

"We have been looking for you every

where," said Dufrayer. "What in the name

of fortune has happened ? How did you get

in here ? "

" In pursuit of Madame," I replied. " But

where is she ? For Heaven's sake, tell me

quickly."

"Bolted, of course," answered Dufrayer, in

a gloomy voice ; " but tell us what this means,

Head. You shall hear what we have to say

afterwards."

I told my story in a few words.

"But how, in the name of all that's

wonderful, did she manage to open the safe

without a key?" cried Carlton. "This is

black art with a vengeance."

" You must have left the strong room

open," I said.

"That I will swear I did not," he replied.

" I locked the safe as usual, after showing it

to.you and Dufrayer yesterday. Here is the

key."

" Let me see it," I said.

He handed it to me. I took it over to

the light.

" Look here," I

cried, with sudden

excitement, " this

cannot be your

original key â�� it

must have been

changed. You

think you locked

the safe with this

key. Carlton, you

have been tricked

. - .....,...

SECTION OF ItAKKKI. OK

KEY, SIIOWINQ RATCHET,
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by that arch-fiend. Did you ever before see

a key like this ? "

I held the wards between my finger and

thumb, and turned the barrel from left to

right. The barrel revolved in the wards in

a ratchet concealed in the shoulder.

" You could unlock the safe with this key,

but not lock it again," I exclaimed. " See

here."

I inserted the key in the keyhole as

I spoke. It instantly started the bells

ringing.

"The barrel turns, but the wards which

are buried in the keyhole do hot turn with

it, and the resistance of the ratchet gives

exactly the impression as if you were locking

the safe. Thus, yesterday morning, you

thought you locked the safe with this key,

but in reality you left it open. No one but

that woman could have conceived such a

scheme. In some way she must have sub

stituted this tor your

key."

" Well, come to

your room now,

Head," cried Du-

frayer, "or Madame

will have achieved

the darling wish of

her heart, and your

life will be the

forfeit."

I accompanied

Carlton upstairs,

dressed, and pre

sently joined the

rest of the house

hold in one of the

sitting-rooms. The

utmost excitement

was apparent on

every face. Mrs.

Carlton was stand

ing near an open

window. There

VuL xviâ��18

r

were traces of tears on her cheeks, and yet

her eyes, to my astonishment, betokened

both joy and relief. She beckoned me to

her side.

"Come out with me for a moment, Mr.

Head."

When we got into the open air she turned

to me.

" Dreadful as the loss of the diamond is,"

she exclaimed, " there are few happier women

in England than I am at the present

moment. My maid brought me a letter

from Mme. Koluchy this morning, which has

assuaged my worst fears. In it she owns

that Count Porcelli has been long in his

grave, and that she only blackmailed me in

order to secure large sums of money."

I was just about to reply to Mrs. Carlton

when Dufrayer hurried up.

"The detectives have arrived, and we

want you at once," he exclaimed.

m-â�¢"+â�¢" ~

' THEKE ARE FEW HAITIKK WOMEN THAN I.

I accompanied

him into Carlton's

study. Tyler and

Ford were both

present. They had

just been examining

the strong room,

and had seen the

false key. Their

excitement was un

bounded.

"She has bolted,

but we will have

her now," cried

Ford. . " We have

got the evidence we

want at last. It is

true she has the

start of us by three

or four hours ; but

at lastâ��yes, at last

â�� we can loose

the hounds in full

pursuit."



Underground London.

[From Photos, by George Newnes, Limited.]

T is a time - honoured saying

that, if you want to know any

thing about this great Me

tropolis of ours, you must not

go to a Londoner in search of

information. This is, no doubt,

a trite remark, but the more one goes about,

and the longer one lives, the more apparent

becomes its truth. The foreignerâ��intelligent

or otherwise â�� who comes to London is very

properly inquisitive; he questions, he inquires,

he seeks for all that is curious or interesting,

with the natural consequence that, after a very

few weeks' residence, he can often give points

to the man who has lived in the " heart of the

Empire " all his life. The average I .ondoner, on

the contrary, is apt to take things very much

for granted. He knows that, on the whole,

matters affecting his safety and his health are

well managed, and, such being the case, he

does not bother

his head much

about the why and

the wherefore.

The vast organiza

tion, the capable

administration,

the host of details

which have to be

carefully thought

out and rigorously

appliedâ��all these

things are with the

majority of people

entirely overlook

ed. The end is

good ; why bother

about the means ?

Thus is it that

the average Lon

doner, and not

least the travelled

Londoner, while

he waxes enthu

siastic over the

wonders he has

seen abroad â��

tells us about the

admirable munici

pal arrangements

which prevail in New York, and describes

with animation the wonderful catacombs of

Paris and Romeâ��remains in total ignorance

of the fact that here, in our great City, he

might feast his eyes upon wonders no less

remarkable did he but know of their existence.

But it is useless to dilate in this vein ; the

Londoner will not be persuaded to go and

see the wonders which lie at his very door.

Only through the medium of the ever-

inquisitive journalist, always prying about

in the dark places of the earth, does he some

times learn about and admire these native

wonders, of the very existence of which he

had not hitherto dreamed.

I am bound to admit that, so far as the

nether world of the City was concerned,

until a short time back I was not much better

informed than the generality of my fellows.

It is true I knew that there were such places

A SUBWAYâ��SHOWING LARGE GAS-PIPE.

as subways and

sewers; but that

was about all. I

had hardly the

faintest concep

tion of what they

were like, and

probably should

have continued to

remain in ignor

ance had it not

been for a visit

I paid them a

few months back.

Quite by accident

I came across the

" Report of the1

Improvement

Committee of

proceedings in

connection with

the Holborn Val-

ley Improve-

ment," which was

issued five-and-

twenty years ago,

and desultorily

turning over its

pages, I was

struck by the
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A WONDERFUL MODEL MADE

BY A BOY.

Here we see a most inger.ious

model of a 6in. manual fire-

engine made by Master Chas. F.

Coales, aged thirteen and a half

years. The photo, was sent in

by the lad's father, who is cap

tain of the Newport Pagncll

Fire Brigade, and lives at 31,

High Street, in that town. The

model was commenced when

Master Coales was barely thir

teen. It is constructed accurately

to scale, and when tested was

found capable of pumping

3% pints of water per minute,

and throwing a jet of water a

distance of several yards. The

valves, cylinders, pistons, slings,

working l*am, levers, rocking-

shaft, branch pipe, etc., etc., are

all worked - up from the rough material. The

engine has a brass fore - carriage and a body of

polished mahogany. From a photo, by Thorncy-

croft, Newport.

LOOKING UP A GUN-BARREL.

Ingenious people who habitually use cameras

frequently tire of taking landscapes and other com

paratively commonplace subjects, and therefore cast

alxmt them for novelties. The photograph re

produced here is decidedly one of these, as it is an

actual photograph taken with the lens of the camera

looking through the interior of an ordinary 4in.

breech-loading gun, and you will notice that in the

photograph the rifling is very distinctly seen. The

photograph was taken and sent in by Mr. R.

J. Hamlin, of II.M.S. Worcester, Grecnhilhe,

Kenl.

CHICKENS IN THE ACT OF BEING

HATCHED.

Here is a photograph of one of the drawers

of an incul>ator, with some of the eggs in the

very act of being hatched. The eggs seen in

the foreground were put in later than those

that have been hatched, and are not due until

several days later. The incubator itself will

hold sixty eggs. The photo., which is a snap

shot taken in a strong sunlight, was sent in by

Mr. L. C .stleman Brown. It will l>e noticed,

though with difficulty, owing to the writing

being very faint in the original photograph, that

a date is inscrilied on each of the eggsâ��April

nth, April I4th, April 151)1, etc.â��showing

when the individual chicks are due.
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the Chief Clerk to

the Commissioners,

who, according to

Mr. Smallman, is

virtually the " perma

nent chairman." The

photographer, with

his assistant and the

writer, brought our

little party up to eight

all told. When the

gate opened at our

summons, Mr. \V. J.

Liberty, the City

Inspector of Sub

ways andâ��under the

Engineer â�� head of

all practical matters

appertaining to them,

was waiting to show

us over his territory.

The iron gate,

through which the

sunlight was stream

ing, closed with a

clang, and walking

up two or three

A NARROW SUBWAY OVER THE L. C. AND D. RAILWAY.

stairs, we set out along one of the thorough

fares of the underground city.

In the first instance, I experienced a feeling

of disappointment. The reality was so different

from what I had expected. My idea had

been that a subway

would prove as Mr.

Mantalini might

have said, a " dem-

nition deuced damp "

sort of a place, smell

ing of the earth,

dark and filled with

an atmosphere re

sembling that of a

charnel-house. And

what did I see? A

long, clean, and well

garnished looking

passage, dimly illu

mined by gas-jets

(which, by the way,

were specially pro

vided for our visit),

and having an atmo

sphere almost as

healthy as that we

had just left. But

the feeling of disap

pointment soon gave

way to one of admi

ration when we

walked along the subway, and the uses of the

various pipes which ran along one side were

pointed out to me. They include the mains

of the Gas, New River, Hydraulic Power,

and Electric Light Companies, also the

SUBWAY UNDEK FRINGE CONSORT'S STATUS
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UNDER THE GREAT FIRE OF 1897, SHOWING THE MAINS

WHICH SUPPLIED WATER TO THE KIKE-ENCINES.

pneumatic tubes and hundreds of wires

belonging to the G.P.O. ; and the arrange

ments whereby the service mains are con

nected to the various houses show that

simplicity which constitutes the high-water

mark of mechanical ingenuity. The usual

time for making the connection is half

an hour, and in case of non-payment of

rates, a house can

be cut off from its

gas, water, electric

light, or power

supply in a few

minutes, and this,

moreover, without

the unfortunate

tenant or the

general public

knowing anything

about it.

I was rather

amused to notice

that the names of

the various streets

under which we

were passing were

posted upon the

walls, as were also

the numbers of the

houses served by

the mains. Thus,

in case of emer

gency or fire, all that has to be done is

to cut off the service at the particular

branch where the mischief has occurred.

As we went along, the Superintendent

explained to me the exceedingly ingenious

manner in which the difficulties incidental

to the construction of the subways had

been surmounted, and also" pointed out

how they were ventilated and generally kept

sweet and clean. But as this is not a technical

article, I need not weary the reader with

such details, interesting as they are to those

with a knowledge of underground engineer

ing. Perhaps the most interesting subway

of them all is the length on the southern

side â�¢ of Holborn, between Farringdon

Street and Shoe l^ane, which is lighted by

gratings, filled with glass lenses, placed at

intervals of 4oft. These render it suffi

ciently â�¢ light by day for the purposes of

inspection and 'work. The only daylight

which gets into the others comes through

the ventilating gratings in the footway, and

this has to be supplemented by artificial

light. It might be thought, in view

of the possibility of leakage from the

gas mains, that working in the subways

might not be unattended by danger. The

idea certainly struck me, and I speedily

inquired of the Superintendent whether

it was safe to smoke. His answer

speedily reassured me. Every morning,

before any work is done, a most complete

inspection is made ; armed with " Davys,"

the Superintendent and some of his men

SUBWAY UNDER THE BANK AND G.P.O.
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A COLLECTION OF ANTS' WINGS.

The wings seen in the above photograph were shed

by numbers of ants flying into a drawing-room, where

they had been attracted by the lighted lamp seen in

the photograph. Many more wings were picked up

from the path directly under an outside lamp. The

ants themselves are fat and of a greyish while colour.

Oddly enough, they are eagerly eaten by cats, toads,

fowlsâ�� -just before roostingâ��birds, Kaffirs, and some

few Colonial boys, who esteem them as a delicacy.

One little Kaffir Irny named Umfaan collected a

milk tin full of these ants, which he promptly pro

ceeded to fry for his own refection. This curiosity

wis sent in by Mr. L. E. Laurie, of Durban, Natal.

THE MOST MARVELLOUS MAN IN THE WORLD.

\Ve here reproduce a photograph of M. dc Rouge-

niont, who well deserves the above description. At

an early age M. de Kougemont left his home in

Switzerland to seek his fortune in the French p'osses-

sions in the Far East, but meeting with a Dutch

pearler at Singapore he threw in his lot with him, and

after the necessary negotiations were completed young

De Rougemont set out on a pearling expedition in the

South Seas. After alxiut ten months' work a large

fortune in pearls was amassed, but, owing to the fact

that De Rougemont discovered in one shell three

black pearls of wondrous beauty, his partner, the

Dutchman, insisted upon continuing the search,

although the time was upon them when the monsoons

were clue to change. One day, when the Dutchman

and his Malays had gone out pearling, De Rougemont

and a dog being left alone on board the schooner, a

great storm arose, and the young Frenchman never

again saw his comrades. For many days he n-.vigated

the ship single-handed, but was at length cast upon a

desert islandâ��not a gorgeous, tropical place, but a

tiny spit of sand measuring about looyds. in length,

loyds. in width, and 8ft. above high-water mark. In

this ghastly and appalling prison he spent ttuo and a

kalj years, and the story of how he managed to keep

his reason during these terrible months must be read

to be adequately realized. Eventually M. de Rouge

mont reached the mainland of Australia (N.N.W.

coast) in a very remarkable manner, and from

that time commenced a series of adventures more

weird, more horrible, more appalling, and

more astounding than any ever conceived in

the wildest flights of the novelist's imagination.

For nearly thirty years M. de Rougemont was a

cannibal chief, ruling his people with the

wisdom of the serpent, and maintaining his

authority over them in ways that are an astound

ing revelation of human ingenuity. It is not

too much to say that the narrative of "The

Adventures of Louis de Rougemont" will create

a profound sensation throughout the civilized

world, and we are happy to lie able to state

that the first long and thrilling instalment will

appear in the current numl>er of The Wide

World Magazine, which is issued from these

offices. It may interest readers of THE

STRAND to know that M. de Rougemont

comes in daily to tell his story, which is taken

down verbatim from his lips, and illustrated

under his own direct supervision. The

narrative, exaggerated as the statement may

ap|>car, is far more thrilling and remarkable

than the two classics, " The Swiss Family

Robinson "and "Robinson Crusoe," and soon

after these lines meet the eyes of our readers

the whole of Great Britain and America

will be talking about this marvellous man. This

story, by the way, has already lieen gone into by

such eminent geographical experts as Dr. Scott Keltic

and Dr. Hugh Robert Mill, who are perfectly satisfied

as to its correctness, and have thoroughly checked it

by means of charts, latest explorers' reports, etc., etc.

The scientific side alone of M. de Rougemont's

narrative is considered by these experts of such

great importance that a paper is being prepared lo

be read at the Bristol Congress of the British Associa

tion for the Advancement of Science, which will be

held in Septemlicr. Readers of THE STRAND

MAGAZINE would do well to order The Wide World

Magazine without a moment's delay.
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"WITH A HORRIBLE CRY, THE YOUNG MAN FELL SENSELESS AT OUR FEET.'

(See page 249.)
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Round the Fire.

BY A. CONAN DOYLE.

IV.â��THE STORY OF THE SEALED ROOM.

SOLICITOR of an active

habit and athletic tastes who

is compelled by his hopes of

business to remain within the

four walls of his office from

ten till five must take what

exercise he can in the evenings. Hence it

was that I was in the habit of indulging in

very long nocturnal excursions, in which I

sought the heights of Hampstead and High-

gate in order to cleanse my system from the

impure air of Abchurch I>ane. It was in the

course of one of these aimless rambles that

I first met Felix Stanniford, and so led up to

what has been the most extraordinary adven

ture of my lifetime. â�¢ .

One eveningâ��it was in April or early May

of the year 1894â��I made my way to the

extreme northern fringe of London, and was

walking down one of those fine avenues of

high brick villas which the huge city is for

ever pushing farther and farther out into the

country. It was a fine, clear spring night,

the moon was shining out of an unclouded

sky, and I, having already left many miles

behind me, was inclined to walk slowly and

to look about me. In this contemplative

mood, my attention was arrested by one of

the houses which I was passing.

It was a very large building, standing in its

own grounds, a little back from the road. It

was modern in appearance, and yet it was far

less so than its neighbours, all of which were

crudely and painfully new. Their symmetrical

line was broken by the gap caused by the

laurel-studded lawn, with the great, dark,

gloomy house looming at the back of it.

Evidently it had been the country retreat of

some wealthy merchant, built perhaps when

the nearest street was a mile off, and now

gradually overtaken and surrounded by the

red brick tentacles of the London octopus.

The next stage, I reflected, would be its

digestion and absorption, so that the cheap

builder might rear a dozen eighty-pound-a-

year villas upon the garden frontage. And

then, as all this passed vaguely through my

Vol. xri.â��31.
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mind, an incident occurred which brought

my thoughts into quite another channel.

â�¢ A four-wheeled cab, that opprobrium of

London, was coming jolting and creaking in

one direction, while in the other there was a

yellow glare from the lamp of a cyclist. They

were the only moving objects in the whole

long, moonlit road, and yet they crashed into

each other with that malignant accuracy

which brings two ocean liners together in the

broad waste of the Atlantic. It was the

cyclist's fault. He tried to cross in front of

the cab, miscalculated his distance, and was

knocked sprawling by the horse's shoulder.

He rose, snarling ; the cabman swore back at

him, and then, realizing that his number had

not yet been taken, lashed his horse and

lumbered off. The cyclist caught at the

handles of his prostrate machine, and then

suddenly sat down with a groan. " Oh,

Lord ! " he said.

I ran across the road to his side. " Any

harm done ? " I asked.

"It's my ankle," said he. "Only a twist,

I think ; but it's pretty painful. Just give

me your hand, will you ? "

He lay in the yellow circle of the cycle

lamp, and I noted as I helped him to his

feet that he was a gentlemanly young fellow,

with a slight, dark moustache and large, brown

eyes, sensitive and nervous in appearance,

with indications of weak health upon his

sunken cheeks. Work or worry had left

its traces upon his thin, yellow face. He

stood up when I pulled his hand, but he held

one foot in the air, and he groaned as he

moved it.

" I caivt put it to the ground," said he.

" Here ! " he nodded his head towards the

big, dark house in the garden. " I was cutting

across to the gate when that confounded cab

ran into me. Could you help me so far ? "

"Where do you live ? "

It was easily done. I put his cycle inside the

gate, and then I supported him down the drive,

and up the steps to the hall door. There

was not a light anywhere, and the place was as

Copyright, 1898, by George Newnes, Limited.
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fitting subject for a great painter than this

beam of light in a City sewer.

On we went, our progress necessarily slow,

for the bottom was slippery, and the stream

ran swiftly past our legs. My guide explained

that when then; was a heavy downpour of

rain outside, the word was given, and the

men all went up to the surface, for the rush

of surface-water filled the main almost up to

the roof, and the augmented stream came

sweeping along with the rush and roar of a

mountain torrent. " No." he said, "we don't

have accidents ; we can't afford to. If a man

once got caught in such a torrent, there'd be

no saving him, unless the water happened to

be lower at a junction, and he managed to

CKKT OF COMMISSION

regain his foothold, otherwise he'd be carried

Â»Kv\< with the stream until it discharged itself

in the rivw At Kukinc. That's where he'd

he found ; at least, what was left of him."

The water, as I ha\e said, was only from

i ft. to i Sin. deep, hut after this little conver

sation I found imsclf taking particular caw

as to how asvl where I put my feet down.

IVwtSy the photographer ordered us to

hah a:v. arrange our>e'.\ v N, He wanted to

sale a gT\vy,v Then a o.-^vuUv arose: his

can-era wo;;:,1, rest s::xv-. :;s. survi, ha: wKre

W..N v to f â�¢-,â�¢ a ss:.-;vÂ»:Â» for :â�¢:> t\a->h ^ht

apparatus ? Happy though; a hu-.var. >

One of the sewermen was requested to bend

down; upon his sturdy shoulders the appa

ratus was placed ; then we all waited patiently

until the magnesium wire flashed out and

made us all blink. Whether the picture

was a success or not may be left to the

reader to say. Possibly the subjects are not

looking very well pleased, but when you are

standing in a stream of running water, and

can feel yourself perspiring profusely under a

lot of unaccustomed garments ; while, more

over, the temperature is some twenty or

thirty degrees higher than would be comfort

able, and your eyes are getting a little

strained by the curious half-light, it is by no

means the easiest of tasks to obey the photo-

grapher's stereotyped command to "look

pleasant" O^ir photographer, however, was

a man of sense: he did not waste un

necessary time in giving us minute instruc

tions how to deport ourselves, but having

once got us focused, "took us~ without

further ado.

After being photographed, some of the

party seemed di&Rchned to go much farther.

So, leaving them in the broad main, the

Superir.tcro.int. at my revest. t,v* me to

so:vÂ»e of the s:Â»ie-stTwts and lÂ«\ ways of the

Kadc^Tv:::*! c::y. As we wer.u I seixed

the oppo!ru:-.:ty of questjonsng bun upon
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his occupation. He seemed to think it was

healthy enough.

" Oh, yes, men get knocked up sometimes,

but it's more often through catching colds

than anything else. You see, it's hot down

here, and if men loiter about up above,

especially in the cold weather, they're likely

to get chills. No, we don't often have men

on the sick list with fevers or anything of

that sort. Why should we ? Its healthy

enough down here : you yourself can testify

that the smell is no worse than that you often

encounter in the open street. Now and

again, of course, when at a bend or narrow

passage, there's an accumulation of sewage,

and the stream gets partially dammed, the

men have a rather unpleasant job to perform ;

bu.t as a rule the work is not so objectionable

as you would imagine. Yes, sometimes a

man will stay down here for six or seven

hours at a stretch, and they seem none the

worse. Smoke ? Yes, as you see " (pointing

to his pipe), " I smoke, and so do most of my

men ; possibly, if we didn't, the smells which

we sometimes meet with might affect us

more."

We entered one of the branches, and con

versation, except of the most limited descrip

tion, became impossible. The roof was so

low that we had to bend almost double to

avoid damaging ourselves ; added to this, it

was constructed on a sharpish incline, and

the bottom being slippery, it was necessary

to proceed with caution. As my guide

explained, had it been a wet day this branch

would have been quite unnegotiable; as it

was, the water in it was only a few inches

deep. This came from the surface, as I very

soon saw,' for at the top end was one of the

gulleys covered with an iron grating, to be

seen in the roadway.

Back we went as we had come ; past the

place where the main stream forks out into

two branches, in which the current, of course,

flows more slowly. Along one of these we

went, then up another branch even smaller

than the first and more difficult, for here the

water was almost knee-deep, and was swirl

ing and eddying like the river around the

buttresses of one of the great bridges.

Previously I had mentioned to my guide that

if possible I should like to get a glimpse of

some of the rats with which the sewers

abound. He had explained that, though they

came out more freely at night, he might

manage to show me a few in one of the less-

frequented portions of the sewers. And this

was the place he had chosen.

Painfully we made our way for some forty

or fifty yards, and then, posting ourselves in

a niche in the wall, we waited, but ne'er a

rat did we see. Rather disappointed, we

were just turning to go back, when I fancied

I saw a dark shape flit past our feet. It may

have been a rat or merely a shadow; at all

events, I started and nearly lost "my balance.

With a clutch at my companion, I regained

it; then, as I stood upright, found we were

in total darkness. As I slipped, my sconce

fell from my hand, and was now being gaily

borne eastward at the rate of two or three

miles an hour, and, in grabbing at the Super

intendent, I had inadvertently extinguished

his candle ; and we had not a match between

us ! The only thing to do was to grope

our way back in the dark. Luckily, my

companion could have found his way

about blindfold, and consequently laughed

heartily at our predicament. He led the way,

and I followed, touching him lightly every

few yards to make sure I was in his tracks, as

the darkness was so intense that I could

scarcely distinguish him. Now, 1 have a

curious fact to relate. The Superintendent

declares it was my imagination, but at the

time I could have sworn that though never a rat

made his appearance when, with candles lit,

we stood on the look-out, they simply came

out in shoals and rioted about our feet when

we were journeying slowly and painfully in

the dark. Well, it may have been imagina

tion, and perhaps the journey in the dark had

played upon my nerves more than I cared to

own.

When we rejoined the rest of the party,

they were all waiting and wondering what

had become of us. They laughed heartily

when we told our story, and frankly expressed

their incredulity when I spoke about the rats.

But they expressed no inclination to go and

find out for themselves.

And so back we all went to the shaft, and

one by one climbed our way to the surface.

And how glad were we to get there ! It was

an exceedingly interesting experience, and one

that it falls to the lot of few to have, and that

I think all of us fully recognised. But after

a couple of hours in the nether world, it

was doubly delightful to feel the fresh breeze

blowing on our cheeks, to hear the busy hum

and clatter of the traffic, and to see once

again the glorious blue sky over our heads.
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that you may feel. You must know that my

father was Stanislaus Stanniford, the banker."

Stanniford, the banker! I remembered

the name at once. His flight from the

country some seven years before had been

one of the scandals and sensations of the

time.

" I see that you remember," said my

companion. " My poor father left the

country to avoid numerous friends, whose

savings he had invested in an unsuccessful

speculation. He was a nervous, sensitive

" The letter came from Paris, but no

address was given. It was when my poor

mother died. He wrote to me then, with

some instructions and some advice, and I

have never heard from him since."

" Had you heard before ? "

" Oh, yes, we had heard before, and that's

where our mystery of the sealed door, upon

which you stumbled to-night, has its origin.

Pass me that desk, if you please. Here I

have my father's letters, and you are the first

man except Mr. Perceval who has seen them."

" HERE I HAVE MY FATHER'S LETTERS."

man, and the responsibility quite upset

his reason. He had committed no legal

offence. It was purely a matter of sentiment.

He would not even face his own family, and

he died among strangers without ever letting

us know where he was."

"He died!" said I.

" \Ve could not prove his death, but we

know that it must be so, because the specula

tions came right again, and so there was no

reason why he should not look any man in

the face. He would have returned if he

were alive. But he must have died in the

last two years."

" Why in the last two years ? "

" Ut-cause we heard from him two years

ago."

" Did he not tell you then where he was

living?"

"Who is Mr. Perceval, may I ask?"

" He was my father's confidential clerk,

and he has continued to be the friend and

adviser of my mother and then of myself.

I don't know what we should have done

without Perceval. He saw the letters, but

no one else. This is the first one, which

came on the very day when my father fled,

seven years ago. Read it to yourself."

This is the letter which I read :â��

" MY EVER DEAREST WIFE,â��Since Sir

William told me how weak your heart is, and

how harmful any shock might be, I have

never talked about my business affairs to you.

The time has come when at all risks I can no

longer refrain from telling you that things

have been going badly with me. This will

cause me to leave you for a little time, but it

is with the absolute assurance that we shall
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see each other very soon. On this you can

thoroughly rely. Our parting is only for a

very short time, my own darling, so don't

let it fret you, and above all don't let it impair

your health, for that is what I want above all

things to avoid.

" Now, I have a request to make, and I

implore you by all that binds us together to

fulfil it exactly as I tell you. There are

some things which I do not wish to be seen

by anyone in my dark room â�� the room

which I use for photographic purposes at the

end of the garden passage. To prevent any

painful thoughts, I may assure you once for

all, dear, that it is nothing of which I need

be ashamed. But still I do not wish you or

Felix to enter that room. It is locked, and

I implore you when you receive, this to at

once place a seal over the lock, and leave it

so. Do not sell or let the house, for in

either case my secret will be discovered. As

long as you or Felix are in the house, I know

that you will comply with my wishes. When

Felix is twenty-one he may enter the room-

not before.

" And now, good-bye, my own best of

wives. During our short separation you can

consult Mr. Perceval on any matters which

may arise. He has my complete confidence.

I hate to leave Felix and youâ��even for a

timeâ��but there is really no choice.

" Ever and always your loving husband,

"STANISLAUS STANNIFORD.

"June 4th, 1887."

" These are very private family matters for

me to inflict upon you," said my companion,

apologetically. " You must look upon it as

done in your professional capacity. I have

wanted to speak about it for years."

" I am honoured by your confidence," I

answered, " and exceedingly interested by

the facts."

" My father was a man who was noted for

his almost morbid love of truth. He was

always pedantically accurate. When he said,

therefore, that he hoped to see my mother

very soon, and when he said that he had

nothing to be ashamed of in that dark room,

you may rely upon it that he meant it."

"Then what can it be?" I ejaculated.

" Neither my mother nor I could imagine.

We carried out his wishes to the letter, and

placed the seal upon the door; there it has

been ever since. My mother lived for

five years after my father's disappearance,

although at the time all the doctors said that

she could not survive long. Her heart was

terribly diseased. During the first few

months she had two letters from my father.

Both had the Paris post-mark, but no address.

They were short, and to the same effect:

that they would soon be re-united, and that

she should not fret. Then there was a

silence, which lasted until her death; and

then came a letter to me of so private a

nature that I cannot show it to you, begging

me never to think evil of him, giving

me much good advice, and saying that

the sealing of the room was of less im

portance now than during the lifetime of

my mother, but that the opening might still

cause pain to others, and that, therefore, he

thought it best that it should be postponed

until my twenty-first year, for the lapse of

time would make things easier. In the

meantime, he committed the care of the

room to me ; so now you can understand

how it is that, although I am a very poor

man, I can neither let nor sell this great

house."

" You could mortgage it."

" My father had already done so."

" It is a most singular state of affairs."

"My mother and I were gradually com

pelled to sell the furniture and to dismiss the

servants, until now, as you see, I am living

: unattended in a single room. But I have

only two more months."

" What do you mean ? "

" Why, that in two months I come of age.

The first thing that I do will be to open that

door ; the second, to get rid of the house."

" Why should your father have continued

to stay away when these investments had re

covered themselves ? "

" He must be dead."

"You say that he had not committed any

legal offence when he fled the country ?:>

" None."

"Why should he not take your mother

with him?"

" I do not know."

"Why should he conceal his address?"

" I do not know."

" Why should he allow your mother to die

and be buried without coming back ? "

" I do not know."

" My dear sir," said I, " if I may speak

with the frankness of a professional adviser,

I should say that it is very clear that your

father had the strongest reasons for keepin:;

out of the country, and that, if nothing has

been proved against him, he at least

thought that something might be, and

refused to put himself within the power

of the law. Surely that must be obvious,

for in what other possible way can the

facts be explained ? "
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My companion did not take my suggestion

in good part.

" You had not the advantage of knowing

my father, Mr. Alder," he said, coldly. " I

was only a boy when he left us, but I shall

always look upon him as my ideal man. His

only fault was that he was too sensitive and

too unselfish. That anyone should lose

money through him would cut him to the

heart. His sense of honour was most acute,

and any theory of his disappearance which

conflicts with that is a mistaken one."

It pleased me to hear the lad speak out so

roundly, and yet I knew that the facts were

against him, and that he was incapable of

taking an unprejudiced view of the situation.

" I only speak as an outsider," said I.

" And now I must leave you, for I have a

long walk before me. Your story has

interested me so much that I should be glad

if you could let

me know the

sequel."

" Leave me

your card," said

he ; and so, hav-

ing bade him

"good-night," I

left him.

I heard nothing

more of the

matter for some

time, and had

almost feared that

it would prove to

be one of those

fleeting experi

ences which drift

away from our

direct observa

tion and end only

in a hope or a

suspicion. One

afternoon, how

ever, a card bear

ing the name of

Mr. J. H. Per

ceval was brought

up to my office in

Abchurch Lane,

and its bearer, a

small, dry, bright-

eyed fellow of fifty, was ushered in by the

clerk.

the circumstances in connection with the dis

appearance of my former employer, Mr.

Stanislaus Stanniford, and the existence of a

sealed room in his former residence."

"He did."

" And you expressed an interest in the

matter."

" It interested me extremely."

" You are aware that we hold Mr. Stanni-

ford's permission to open the room on the

twenty-first birthday of his son ? "

" I remember."

" The twenty-first birthday is to-day."

" Have you opened it ? " I asked,

eagerly.

" Not yet, sir," said he, gravely. " I have

reason to believe that it would be well to

have witnesses present when that door is

opened. You are a lawyer, and you are

acquainted with the facts. Will you be pre

sent on the oc

casion ? "

I BELIEVE, SIR, SAID HE, 'THAT MV NAME HAS BEEN

MENTIONED TO YOU?'"

" I believe, sir," said he, " that my name

has been mentioned to you by my young

friend, Mr. Felix Stanniford?"

" Of course," I answered, " I remember."

" He spoke to you, I understand, about

"Most cer

tainly."

" You are em

ployed during the

day, and so am I.

Shall we meet at

nine o'clock at

the house ? "

" I will come,

with pleasure."

"Then you will

find us waiting

for you. Good

bye, for the pre

sent." He bowed

solemnly, and

took his leave.

I kept my ap

pointment that

evening, with a

brain which was

weary with fruit

less attempts to

think out some

plausible explana

tion of the

mystery which

we were about to

solve. Mr. Per

ceval and my

young acquaintance were waiting for me

in the little room. I was not surprised

to see the young man looking pale and

nervous, but I was rather astonished to

find the dry little City man in a state of

intense, though partially suppressed, excite

ment. His cheeks were flushed, his hands



FOUND IN UNCLE SAM'S MAILS.

dently mailed in war times, from

the uniforms which all wear.

Once in a while one of these is

identified by some visitor, but

most of them will for ever remain

unknown. One's sympathies are

touched when it is remembered

that in most cases these were

probably the last memento of

some loved and lost one.

Chinese cash, eggs, dogs, a

buck-saw, a box of geological

specimens, a lemon - squeezer,

candle - snuffers, boot - trees of

various sizes, Chinese junk, fans,

hair flowers, stuffed birds, horned

toads from California, hand mirrors, birds'

nests, Indian canoes, a miniature skeleton

(shown in the accompanying illustration), a

toy gondola (seen below), shells, watches,

cheap jewellery of all sorts, a set of false

MINIATURE SKELETON.

addresses, and a set of account-

books kept by Benjamin Franklin

when he was Deputy Postmaster-

General for the Colonies in 1753,

the accounts of which are kept

in jÂ£ s. d.

In spite of the fact that all

notices sent ask for minute

details as to time of mailing and

careful description for identifica

tion, it is not one time in a

hundred that they are given. A

case occurred a few years ago

when a resident of a western city

applied for a missing set of false

teeth. As he did not furnish

the required details, there were sent to the

post-master at his office several sets of teeth,

which had been found about the time men

tioned in his application.

They were all returned to this office,

A FEW WATCHES LOST IN THE MAILS.

teeth, door plates, valentines, painted fungi,

toys, jewelled daggers, and a letter indorsed :

" If not delivered in thirty years, return to

the Farallone Island."

The illustration in the middle of this page

shows four shelves, two of which are filled

with all sorts and conditions of watchesâ��

some of them old-time cumbersome " tur

nips," others of fine gold, ornamented with

costly gems. Every watch is tagged, await

ing ownership, but the unfortunate

time-pieces will probably remain on

those lonesome shelves, marking time

till the Day of Judgment.

There are collections of coins ex

tracted from the mails and framed

specimens of envelopes with " blind "

accompanied by an indignant communication

from the complainant, stating that the 'teeth

sent him were "just common Texas store

teeth, and could not by any possibility belong

to so refined a mouth as mine."

Again, people sometimes get very im

patient at what they consider the unnecessary

delay of the postal officials. The following

is a case in point. A few years ago a parcel

of infant's clothing addressed to a woman

MINIATURE VENETIAN GONDOLA.
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missionary in Africa was detained for want

of proper postage. In reply to the notice

sent her the woman very angrily wrote as

follows : "The child for Â»hom the garments

were intended has not yet been eaten by the

cannibals, but it has quite outgrown the

clothing, and it may be returned to the sender

whose address I inclose."

One shelf, as may be seen in the accom

panying illustration, is given over to dolls of

sealed packages are seized annually in the

New York Post-office. In an average year,

according to one authority, 25,000 unsealed

parcels are confiscated at the same office,

and released on the payment of fines which

are equivalent to the duties. Some very

ingenious methods are employed for trans

mitting dutiable articles by post. Not long

ago a package from Germany was found

to contain a small roll of butter. A wire

DOLLS, LACE, MASONIC APRON, BELLOWS, AND OTHER OBJECTS IN THE MUSEUM.

different varieties, for whom the would-be

recipients are probably still mourning. The

same illustration also shows a Masonic apron,

lace, bellows, a steel trap, and various other

objects, the study of which will doubtless

cause a broad smile. One is made and

dressed entirely of corn-husks, with red hair

made of the corn silk. There are also in

the museum bricks, and old umbrellas that

would have been a joy to Sairey Gamp ; new

fangled coffee-pots, lamp shades galore, a

baby's boot-tree, and a Gargantuan cigar a

foot long.

The inspectors keep a sharp look-out for

smuggling through the mails. About 750

passed through it met with an obstruction,

which proved to be a tin box filled with

valuable jewellery. Probably a dozen silk

handkerchiefs are found wrapped up in

newspapers in every mail from China. The

skill exhibited by the postal clerks in detect

ing such contraband inclosures is wonderful.

Silk stockings are mailed from France

in the same manner. An odd kind of

smuggling is the sending of mushrooms

by mail from Italy. They are of a

peculiar kind, dried, and are much

relished by the natives of that country

in the United States. They come in small

bags, and are easily distinguished by smell.
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BY A. CON AN DOYI.K.

III.â��THE STORY OF THE LOST SPECIAL.

HE confession of Herbert de

Lernac, now lying under sen

tence of death at Marseilles,

has thrown a light upon one

of the most inexplicable crimes

of the century â�� an incident

which is, I believe, absolutely unprecedented

in the criminal annals of any country.

Although there is a reluctance to discuss the

matter in official circles, and little informa

tion has been given to the Press, there are

still indications that the statement of this

arch-criminal is corroborated by the facts,

and that we have at last found a

solution for a most astounding

business. As the matter is eight

years old, and as its importance

was somewhat obscured by a

political crisis which was engaging

the public attention at the time, it

may be as well to state the facts

as far as we have been able to

ascertain them. They are collated

from the Liverpool papers of that

date, from the proceedings at the

inquest upon John Slater, the

engine-driver, and from the records

of the London and West Coast

Railway Company, which have been

courteously put at my disposal.

Briefly, they are as follows.

On the 3rd of June, 1890, a

gentleman, who gave his name as

Monsieur Louis Caratal, desired an

interview with Mr. James Bland,

the superintendent of the Central

London and West Coast Station in

Liverpool. He was a small man,

middle - aged and dark, with a

stoop which was so marked that it

suggested some deformity of the

spine. He was accompanied by a

friend, a man of imposing physique,

whose deferential manner and con

stant attention suggested that his

position was one of dependence. This friend

or companion, whose name did not transpire,

was certainly a foreigner, and probably, from

his swarthy complexion, either a Spaniard or

a South American. One peculiarity was

observed in him. He carried in his left hand

a small black leather despatch-box, and it was

noticed by a sharp-eyed clerk in the Central

office that this box was fastened to his wrist

by a strap. No importance was attached to

the fact at the time, but subsequent events

endowed it with some significance. Monsieur

Caratal was shown up to Mr. Eland's office,

while his companion remained outside.

Monsieur Caratal's business was quickly

dispatched. He had arrived that afternoon

from Central America. Affairs of the utmost

importance demanded that he should be in

Paris without the loss of an unnecessary

hour. He had missed the London express.

A special must be provided. Money was of

no importance. Time was everything. If

MONSIEUR LOUIS CARATAI. AND HIS FRIEND.

Vol. xvi.-20. Cops-right, i69S, by

ihe company would

speed him on his

way, they might

make their own

terms.

Mr. Bland struck

the electric bell,

summoned Mr.

Potter Hood, the

traffic manager, and had the matter arranged

in five minutes. The train would start in

three-quarters of an hour. It would take that

time to insure that the line should be clear.

The powerful engine called Rochdale (No. 247

on the company's register) was attached to two

carriages, with a guard's van behind. The

first carriage was solely for the purpose of

â�¢decreasing the inconvenience arising from

Georpe Newnes, Limited.
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the oscillation. The second was divided, as

usual, into four compartments, a first-class,

a first-class smoking, a second-class, and a

second-class smoking. The first compart

ment, which was the nearest to the engine,

was the one allotted to the travellers. The

other three were empty. The guard of the

special train was James McPherson, who had

been some years in the service of the com

pany. The stoker, William Smith, was a

new hand.

Monsieur Caratal, upon leaving the super

intendent's office, rejoined his companion,

and both of them manifested

extreme impatience to be off.

Having paid the money asked,

which amounted to fifty pounds

five shillings, at the usual

special rate of five shillings a

mile, they demanded to be

shown the carriage, and at

once took their seats in it,

although they were assured

that the better part of an hour

must elapse before the line

could be cleared. In the

meantime a singular coin

cidence had occurred in the

office which Monsieur Caratal

had just quitted.

A request for a special is

not a very uncommon circum

stance in a rich commercial

centre, but that two should be

required upon the same after

noon was most unusual. It so

happened, however, that Mr.

Bland had hardly dismissed

the first traveller before a

second entered with a similar

request. This was a Mr.

Horace Moore, a gentlemanly

man of military appearance,

who alleged that the sudden

serious illness of his wife in

London made it absolutely

imperative that he should not lose an

instant in starting upon the journey. His

distress and anxiety were so evident that

Mr. Bland did all that was possible to meet

his wishes. A second special was out of the

question, as the ordinary local service was

already somewhat deranged by the first.

There was the alternative, however, that Mr.

Moore should share the expense of Monsieur

Caratal's train, and should travel in the other

empty first-class compartment, if Monsieur

Caratal objected to having him in the one

which he occupied. It was difficult to see any

objection to such an arrangement, and yet

Monsieur Caratal, upon the suggestion being

made to him by Mr. Potter Hood, abso

lutely refused to consider it for an instant.

The train was his, he said, and he would

insist upon the exclusive use of it. All argu

ment failed to overcome his ungracious

objections, and finally the plan had to be

abandoned. Mr. Horace Moore left the

station in great distress, after learning that

his only course was to take the ordinary slow

train which leaves Liverpool at six o'clock.

At four thirty-one exactly by the station clock

the special train, containing

the crippled Monsieur Caratal

and his gigantic companion,

steamed out of the Liverpool

station. The line was at that

time clear, and there should

have been no stoppage before

Manchester.

MK. HORACE MOORI

The trains of the London

and West Coast Railway run

over the lines of another com

pany as far as this town, which

should have been reached by

the special rather before six

o'clock. At a quarter after six

considerable surprise and some

consternation were caused

amongst the officials at Liver

pool by the receipt of a tele

gram from Manchester to say

that it had not yet arrived.

An inquiry directed to St.

Helens, which is a third

of the way between the two

cities, elicited the following

reply :â��

"To James Bland, Superin

tendent, Central L. & W. C,

Liverpool. â�� Special passed

here at 4.52, well up to time.

â��Dowser, St. Helens."

This telegram was received

at 6.40. At 6.50 a second

message was received from Manchester :â��â�¢

" No sign of special as advised by you."

And then ten minutes later a third, more

bewildering :â��

" Presume some mistake as to proposed

running of special. \joa\ train from St.

Helens timed to follow it has just arrived

and has seen nothing of it. Kindly wire

advices.â��Manchester."

The matter was assuming a most amazing

aspect, although in some respects the last

telegram was a relief to the authorities at

Liverpool. If an accident had occurred to
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the special, it seemed hardly possible that the

local train could have passed down the same

line without observing it. And yet, what was

the alternative ? Where could the train be ?

Had it possibly been side-tracked for some

reason in order to allow the slower train

to go past ? Such an explanation was

possible if some small repair had to be

effected. A telegram was dispatched to

each of the stations between St. Helens and

Manchester, and the superintendent and

traffic manager waited in the utmost suspense

at the instrument for the series of replies

which would enable them to say for certain

what had become of the missing train. The

answers came back in the order of questions,

which was the order of the stations beginning

at the St. Helens end :â��

"Special passed here five o'clock.

â��Collins Green."

"Special passed here six past five.

â��Earlestown."

"Special passed here 5.10. â��

Newton."

"Special passed here 5.20.â��

Kenyon Junction."

" No special train has passed

here.â��Barton Moss."

The two officials stared at each

other in amazement.

"This is unique in my thirty years

of experience," said Mr. Bland.

" Absolutely unprecedented and

inexplicable, sir. The special has

gone wrong between Kenyon Junction and

Barton Moss."

" And yet there is no siding, as far as my

memory serves me, between the two stations.

The special must have run off the metals."

" But how could the four-fifty parliamentary

pass over the same line without observing it ?"

" There's no alternative, Mr. Hood. It

must be so. Possibly the local train may

have observed something which may throw

some light upon the matter. We will wire

to Manchester for more information, and to

Kenyon Junction with instructions that the

line be examined instantly as far as Barton

Moss."

The answer from Manchester came within

a few minutes.

" No news of missing special. Driver and

guard of slow train positive that no accident

l>etween Kenyon Junction and Barton Moss.

Line quite clear, and no sign of anything

unusual.â��Manchester."

" That driver and guard will have to go,"

said Mr. Bland, grimly. " There has been a

wreck and they have missed it. The special

has obviously run off the metals without

disturbing the lineâ��how it could have done

so passes my comprehensionâ��but so it must

be, and we shall have a wire from Kenyon

or Barton Moss presently to say that they

have found her at the bottom of an embank

ment."

But Mr. Eland's prophecy was not destir.; '

to be fulfilled. A half-hour passed, and then

there arrived the following message from the

station-master of Kenyon Junction :â��

" There are no traces of the missing special.

It is quite certain that she passed here, and

that she did not arrive at Barton Moss. We

have detached engine from goods train, and I

have myself ridden down the line, but all is

clear, and there is no sign of any accident."

Mr. Bland

tore his hair

in his per-

plexity.

"This is

rank lunacy,

Hood I" he

cried. " Does

a train vanish

into thin air in

England in

broad day

light? The

thing is pre

posterous. An

engine, a

tender, two carriages, a van, five human

beingsâ��and all lost on a straight line of

railway ! Unless we get something positive

within the next hour I'll take Inspector

Collins, and go down myself."

' THE TWO <

EACH OTHER IN AM \. )' II . .

And then at last something positive did

occur. It took the shape of another telegram

from Kenyon Junction.

" Regret to report that the dead body of
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John Slater, driver of the special train, has

just been found among the gorse bushes at a

point two and a quarter miles from the

Junction. Had fallen from his engine, pitched

down the embankment, and rolled among

bushes. Injuries to his head, from the fall,

appear to be cause of death. Ground has

now been carefully examined, and there is no

trace of the missing train."

The country was, as has already been

stated, in the throes of a political crisis, and

the attention of the public was further dis

tracted by the important and sensational

developments in Paris, where a huge scandal

threatened to destroy the Government and

to wreck the reputations of many of the

leading men in France. The papers were

full of these events, and the singular dis

appearance of the special train attracted less

attention than would have been the case in

more peaceful times. The grotesque nature

of the event helped to detract from its

importance, for

the papers were

disinclined to

believe the facts

as reported to

them. More

than one of the

London journals

treated the matter

as an ingenious

hoax, until the

coroner's inquest

upon the unfor

tunate driver (an

inquest which

elicited nothing

of importance)

convinced them

of the tragedy of

the incident.

Mr. Bland, ac

companied by In

spector Collins,

the senior detec

tive officer in the

service of the

company, went

down to Kenyon â�� MK BLAriD ANO INSPECTOR CO,.MNS

Junction the

same evening, and their research lasted

throughout the following day, but was

attended with purely negative results. Not

only was no trace found of the missing train,

but no conjecture could be put forward which

could possibly explain the facts. At the

same time, Inspector Collins's official report

(which lies before me as I write) served to

show that the possibilities were more

numerous than might have been expected.

" In the stretch of railway between these

two points," said he, " the country is dotted

with ironworks and collieries. Of these,

some are being worked and some have been

abandoned. There are no fewer than twelve

which have small gauge lines which run

trolly-cars down to the main line. These

can, of course, be disregarded. Besides

these, however, there are seven .which have

or have had proper lines running down and

connecting with points to the main line, so

as to convey their produce from the mouth

of the mine to the great centres of distribu

tion. In every case these lines are only a

few miles in length. Out of the seven, four

belong to collieries which are worked out, or

at least to shafts which are no longer used.

These are the Redgauntlet, Hero, Slough of

Despond, and Heartsease mines, the latter

having ten years ago been one of the

WENT DOWN TO KENYOS JUNCTION

principal mines

in Lancashire.

These four side

lines may be

eliminated from

our inquiry, for,

to prevent pos

sible accidents,

the rails nearest

to the main line

have been taken

up, and there is

no longer any

connection.

There remain

three other side

lines leading

(a) to the Cam-

stock Iron Works;

(b) to the Big Ben

Colliery ;

(f) to I he Persever

ance Colliery.

Of these the Big

Ben line is not

more than a

quarter of a mile

long, and ends

at a dead wall of

ol coal waiting re

moval from the mouth of the mine. Nothing

had been seen or heard there of any special.

The Carnstock Iron Works line was blocked

all day upon the 3rd of June by sixteen truck-

loads of hematite. It is a single line, and

nothing could have passed. As to the Per

severance line, it is a large double line, which

does a considerable traffic, for the output of
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the mine is very large. On the 3rd of June

this traffic proceeded as usual; hundreds of

men, including a gang of railway platelayers,

were working along the two miles and a

quarter which constitute the total length of

the line, and it is inconceivable that an

unexpected train could have come down

there without attracting universal attention.

It may be remarked in conclusion that this

branch line is nearer to St. Helens than the

point at which the engine-driver was dis

covered, so that we have every reason to

believe that the train was past that point

before misfortune overtook her.

" As to John Slater, there ia no clue to be

gathered from his appearance or injuries.

We can only say that, as far as we can see, he

met his end by falling off his engine, though

why he fell, or what became of the engine

after his fall, is a question upon which I do not

feel qualified to offer an opinion." In conclu

sion, the inspector offered his resignation to

the Board, being much nettled by an accusa

tion of incompetence in the Ix>ndon papers.

A month elapsed, during which both the

police and the company prosecuted their

inquiries without the slightest success. A

reward was offered and a pardon promised in

case of crime, but they were both unclaimed.

Every day the public opened their papers

with the conviction that so grotesque a

mystery would at last be solved, but week

after week passed by, and a solution remained

as far off as ever. In broad daylight, upon

a June afternoon in the most thickly

inhabited portion of England, a train with its

occupants had disappeared as completely as if

some master of subtle chemistry had volati

lized it into gas. Indeed, among the various

conjectures which were put forward in the

public Press there were some which seriously

asserted that supernatural, or, at least, preter

natural, agencies had been at work, and that

the deformed Monsieur Caratal was probably

a person who was better known under a less

polite name. Others fixed upon his swarthy

companion as being the author of the mis

chief, but what it was exactly which he had

done could never he clearly formulated in

words.

Amongst the many suggestions put forward

by various newspapers or private individuals,

there were one or two which were feasible

enough to attract the attention of the public.

One which appeared in the Times, over the

signature of an amateur reasoner of some

celebrity at that date, attempted to deal with

the matter in a critical and semi-scientific

manner. An extract must suffice, although

the curious can see the whole letter in the

issue of the 3rd of July.

" It is one of the elementary principles of

practical reasoning," he remarked, " that

when the impossible has been eliminated the

residuum, hcnvever improbable, must contain

the truth. It is certain that the train left

Kenyon Junction. It is certain that it did

not reach Barton Moss. It is in the highest

degree unlikely, but still possible, that it

may have taken one of the seven available

side lines. It is obviously impossible for a

train to run where there are no rails, and,

therefore, we may reduce our improbables

to the three open lines, namely, the Carnstock

Iron Works, the Big Ben, and the Perse

verance. Is there a secret society of colliers,

an English camorra, which is capable of

destroying both train and passengers ? It is

improbable, but it is not impossible. I con

fess that 1 am unable to suggest any other

solution. I should certainly advise the

company to direct all their energies towards

the observation of those three lines, and of

the workmen at the end of them. A careful

supervision of the pawnbrokers' shops of the

district might possibly bring some suggestive

facts to light"

The suggestion coming from a recognised

authority upon such matters created consider

able interest, and a fierce opposition from

those who considered such a statement to be

a preposterous libel upon an honest and

deserving set of men. The only answer to

this criticism was a challenge to the objectors

to lay any more feasible explanation before

the public. In reply to this two others were

forthcoming (Times, July 7th and gth). The

first suggested that the train might have run

off the metals and be lying submerged in the

Lancashire and Staffordshire Canal, which

runs parallel to the railway for some hundreds

of yards. This suggestion was thrown out of

court by the published depth of the canal,

which was entirely insufficient to conceal so

large an object. The second correspondent

wrote calling attention to the bag which

appeared to be the sole lugp.nge which the

travellers had brought with them, and suggest

ing that some novel explosive of immense

and pulverizing power might have been con

cealed in it. The obvious absurdity, how

ever, of supposing that the whole train might

be blown to dust while the metals remained

uninjured reduced any such explanation to

a farce. The investigation had drifted into

this hopeless position when a new and most

unexpected incident occurred, which raised

hopes never destined to be fulfilled.
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This was nothing less than the receipt by

Mrs. McPherson of a letter from her husband,

James McPherson, who had been the guard

of the missing train. The letter, which was

dated July 5th, 1890, was dispatched from

New York, and came to hand upon July

" A LETTER FROM JAMES MCPHEKSON."

14th. Some doubts were expressed as to its

genuine character, but Mrs. McPherson was

positive as to the writing, and the fact that it

contained a remittance of a hundred dollars

in five-dollar notes was enough in itself to dis

count the idea of a hoax. No address was

given in the letter, which ran in this way :â��

" MY DEAR WIFE, â��I have been thinking a

great deal, and I find it very hard to give you

up. The same with Lizzie. I try to fight

against it, but it will always come back

to me. I send you some money which will

change into twenty English pounds. This

should be enough to bring both Lizzie and

you across the Atlantic, and you will find the

Hamburg boats which stop at Southampton

very good boats, and cheaper than Liverpool.

If you could come here and stop at the

Johnston House I would try and send you

word how to meet, but things are very difficult

with me at present, and I am not very happy,

finding it hard to give you both up. So no

more at present, from your loving husband,

"JAMES MCPHERSON."

For a time it was confidently anticipated

that this letter would lead to the clearing up

of the whole matter, the more so as it was

ascertained that a passenger who bore a close

resemblance to the missing guard had

travelled from Southampton under the name

of Summers in the Hamburg and New York

liner Vistula, which started upon the 7th of

June. Mrs. McPherson and her sister

Lizzie Dolton went across to New York as

directed, and stayed for three weeks at the

Johnston House, without hearing anything

from the missing man. It is probable that

some injudicious comments in the Press

may have warned him that the police were

using them as a bait. However this may

it is certain that he neither wrote nor

came, and the women were eventually

compelled to return to Liverpool.

And so the matter stood, and has

continued to stand up to the present

year of 1898. Incredible as it may

seem, nothing has transpired during

these eight years which has shed the

least light upon the extraordinary disap

pearance of the special train which con

tained Monsieur Caratal and his com

panion. Careful inquiries into the ante

cedents of the two travellers have only

established the fact that Monsieur

Caratal was well known as a financier

and political agent in Central America,

and that during his voyage to Europe

he had betrayed extraordinary anxiety

to reach Paris. His companion, whose

name was entered upon the passenger lists

as Eduardo Gomez, was a man whose record

was a violent one, and whose reputation

was that of a bravo and a bully. There

was evidence to show, however, that he was

honestly devoted to the interests of Monsieur

Caratal, and that the latter, being a man of

puny physique, employed the other as a guard

and protector. It may be added that no infor

mation came from Paris as to what the objects

of Monsieur Caratal's hurried journey may

have been. This comprises all the facts of

the case up to the publication in the

Marseilles papers of the recent confession of

Herbert de Lernac, now under sentence of

death for the murder of a merchant named

Bonvalot. This statement may be literally

translated as follows : â��

" It is not out of mere pride or boasting

that I give this information, for, if that were

my object, I could tell a dozen actions of

mine which are quite as splendid; but I do it

in order that certain gentlemen in Paris may

understand that I, who am able here to tell
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about the fate of Monsieur Caratal, can also

tell in whose interest and at whose request

the deed was done, unless the reprieve which

I am awaiting comes to me very quickly.

Take warning, messieurs, before it is too

late! You know Herbert de Lernac, and

you are aware that his deeds are as ready as

his words. Hasten then, or you are lost!

" At present I shall mention no namesâ��if

you only heard the names, what would you

not think !â��but I shall merely tell you how

cleverly I did it. I was true to my employers

then, and no doubt they will be true to me

now. I hope so, and until I am convinced

that they have betrayed me, these names,

which would convulse Europe, shall not be

divulged. But on that day .... well, I

say no more !

" In a word, then, there was a famous trial

in Paris, in the year 1890, in connection with

a monstrous scandal in politics and finance.

How monstrous that scandal was can never

be known save by such confidential agents as

myself. The honour and careers of many

of the chief men in France were at stake.

You have seen a group of nine-pins standing,

all so rigid, and prim, and unbending. Then

there comes the ball from far away and pop,

pop, popâ��there are your nine-pins on the

floor. Well, imagine some of the greatest

men in France as these nine-pins, and then

this Monsieur Caratal was the ball which

could be seen coming from far away. If he

arrived, then it was pop, pop, pop for all of

them. It was determined that he should not

arrive.

" I do not accuse them all of being con

scious of what was to happen. There were,

as I have said, great financial as well as

political interests at stake, and a syndicate

was formed to manage the business. Some

subscribed to the syndicate who hardly

understood what were its objects. But others

understood very well, and they can rely upon

it that I have not forgotten their names.

They had ample warning that Monsieur

Caratal was coming long before he left South

America, and they knew that the evidence

which he held would certainly mean ruin to

all of them. The syndicate had the com

mand of an unlimited amount of moneyâ��

absolutely unlimited, you understand. They

looked round for an agent who was capable of

wielding this gigantic power. The man chosen

must be inventive, resolute, adaptiveâ��a man

in a million. They chose Herbert de Lernac,

and I admit that they were right.

â�¢.- "My dutieswere to choose my subordinates,

â�¢ to use freely the power which money gives,

and to make certain that Monsieur Caratal

should never arrive in Paris. With charac

teristic energy I set about my commission

within an hour of receiving my instructions,

and the steps which I took were the very

best for the purpose which could possibly be

devised.

" A man whom I could trust was dis

patched instantly to South America to travel

home with Monsieur Caratal. Had he

arrived in time the ship would never have

reached Liverpool; but, alas, it had already

started before my agent could reach it. I

fitted out a small armed brig to intercept it,

but again I was unfortunate. Like all great

.organizers I .was, however, prepared for

failure, and had a series of alternatives pre

pared, one or the other of which must

succeed. You must not underrate the

difficulties of my undertaking, or imagine

that a mere commonplace assassination

would meet the case. We must destroy

not only Monsieur Caratal, but Monsieur

Caratal's documents, and Monsieur Caratal's

companions also, if we had reason to believe

that he had communicated his secrets to

them. And you must remember that they

were on the alert, and keenly suspicious of

any such attempt. It was a task which was

in every way worthy of me, for I am always

most masterful where another would be

appalled.

" I was all ready for Monsieur Caratal's

reception in Liverpool, and I was the more

eager because I had reason to believe that

he had made arrangements by which he

would have a considerable guard from the

moment that he arrived in London. Any

thing which was to be done must be done

between the moment of his setting foot upon

the Liverpool quay and that of his arrival at

the London and West Coast terminus in

London. We prepared six plans, each more

elaborate than the last; which plan would be

used would depend upon his own move

ments. Do what he would, we were ready for

him. If he had stayed in Liverpool, we were

ready. If he took an ordinary train, nn

express, or a special, all was ready. Every

thing had been foreseen and provided for.

" You may imagine that I could not do all

this myself. What could I know of the

English railway lines ? But money can pro

cure willing agents all the world over, and I

soon had one of the acutest brains in England

to assist me. I will mention no names, but

it would be unjust to claim all the credit for

myself. My English ally was worthy of such

an alliance. He knew the London and
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West Coast line thoroughly, and he had

the command of a band of workers who

were trustworthy and intelligent. The idea

was his, and my own judgment was only

required in the details. We bought over

several officials, amongst whom the most

important was James McPherson, whom we

had ascertained to be the guard most likely

to be employed upon a special train. Smith,

the stoker, was also in our employ. John

Slater, the engine-driver, had been approached,

but had been found to be obstinate and

dangerous, so we desisted. We had no

certainty that Monsieur Caratal would take

a special, but we thought it very probable, for

it was of the utmost importance to him that

he should reach Paris without delay. It was

for this contingency, therefore, that we made

special preparations â�� preparations which

were complete down to the last detail long

before his steamer had sighted the shores of

England. You will be amused to learn that

there was one of my agents in the pilot-boat

which brought that steamer to its moorings.

" The moment that Caratal arrived in

Liverpool we knew that he suspected danger

and was on his guard. He had brought with

him as an escort a dangerous fellow, named

Gomez, a man who carried weapons, and

was prepared to use them. This fellow

carried Caratal's confidential papers for him,

and was ready to protect either them or his

master. The probability was that Caratal

had taken him into his counsels, and that to

remove Caratal without removing Gomez

would be a mere waste of energy. It

was necessary that they should be involved

in a common fate, and our plans to that end

were much facilitated by their request for a

special train. On that special train you will

understand that two out of the three servants

of the company were really in our employ,

at a price which would make them inde

pendent for a lifetime. I do not go so far as

to say that the English are more honest than

any other nation, but I have found them

more expensive to buy.

" I have already spoken of my English

agentâ��who is a man with a considerable

future before him, unless some complaint of

t*he throat carries him off before his time.

He had charge of all arrangements at

Liverpool, whilst I was stationed at the

inn at Kenyon, where I awaited a cipher

signal to act. When the special was

arranged for, my agent instantly telegraphed

to me and warned me how soon I should

have everything ready. He himself under

the name of Horace Moore applied im

mediately for a special also, in the hope that

he would be sent down with Monsieur

Caratal, which might under certain circum

stances have been helpful to us. If, for

example, our great coup had failed, it would

then have become the duty of my agent to

have shot them both and destroyed their

papers. Caratal was on his guard, however,

and refused to admit any other traveller.

My agent then left the station, returned by

another entrance, entered the guard's van on

the side farthest from the platform, and

travelled down with McPherson, the guard.

" A DANGEROUS FELLOW, NAMED GOMEZ."

" In the meantime you will be interested

to know what my own movements were.

Everything had been prepared for days before,

and only the finishing touches were needed.

The side line which we had chosen had once

joined the main line, but it had been dis

connected. We had only to replace a

few rails to connect it once more. These

rails had been laid down as far as could

be done without danger of attracting atten

tion, and now it was merely a case of com

pleting a juncture with the line, and arranging

the points as they had been before. The

sleepers had never been removed, -and the



ROUND THE FIRE.

161

rails, fish-plates, and rivets were all ready, for

we had taken them from a siding on the

abandoned portion of the line. With my small

but competent band of workers, we had every

thing ready long before the special arrived.

When it did arrive, it ran off upon the small

side line so easily that the jolting of the points

appears to have been entirely unnoticed by

the two travellers.

"Our plan had been that Smith the stoker

should chloroform John Slater the driver,

and so that he should vanish with the others.

In this respect, and in this respect only, our

plans miscarriedâ��I except the criminal folly

of McPherson in writing home to his wife.

Our stoker did his business so clumsily that

Slater in his struggles fell off the engine, and

though fortune was with us so far that he

broke his neck in the fall, still he remained

as a blot upon that which would otherwise

have been one of those complete masterpieces

which are only to be contemplated in silent

admiration. The criminal expert will find

in John Slater the one flaw in all our

admirable combinations. A man who has

had as many triumphs as I can afford to

be frank, and I therefore lay my

finger upon John Slater, and I

proclaim him to be a flaw.

" But now I have got our special

train upon the small line two kilo

metres, or rather more than one

mile in length, which leads, or

rather used to lead, to the aban

doned Heartsease mine, once one

of the largest coal mines in England.

You will ask how it is that no one

saw the train upon this unused line.

I answer that along its entire

length it runs through a deep cut

ting, and that, unless someone had

been on the edge of that cutting, he

could not have seen it. There was

someone on the edge of that cutting.

I was there. And now I will tell

you what I saw.

" My assistant had remained at

the points in order that he might

superintend the switching off of the

train. He had four armed men with

him, so that if the train ran off the

line â�� we thought it probable,

because the points were very rusty

â��we might still have resources to

fall back upon. Having once seen

it safely on the side line, he handed

over the responsibility to me. I

was waiting at a point which over

looks the mouth of the mine, and I

Vol. xvL-21

was also armed, as were my two companions.

Come what might, you see, I was always ready.

" The moment that the train was fairly on

the side line, Smith, the stoker, slowed-

down the engine, and then, having turned

it on to the fullest speed again, he

and McPherson, with my English lieutenant,

sprang off before it was too late. It may be

that it was this slowing-down which first

attracted the attention of the travellers, but

the train was running at full speed again be

fore their heads appeared at the open window.

It makes me smile to think how bewildered

they must have been. Picture to yourself

your own feelings if, on looking out of your

luxurious carriage, you suddenly perceived

that the lines upon which you ran were

rusted and corroded, red and yellow with

disuse and decay ! What a catch must have

come in their breath as in a second it flashed

upon them that it was not Manchester but

Death which was waiting for them at the end

of that sinister line. Hut the train was run

ning with frantic speed, rolling and rocking

over the rotten line, while the wheels made a

frightful screaming sound upon the rusted

: WAITING AT A POINT WHICH OVERLOOKS THE MOUTH OF

THE MINE."
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surface. I was close to them, and could see

their faces. Caratal was praying, I thinkâ��

there was something like a rosary dangling

out of his hand. The other roared like a

bull who smells the blood of the slaughter

house. He saw us standing on the bank, and

he beckoned to us like a madman. Then he

tore at his wrist and threw his despatch-box

out of the window in our direction. Of course,

his meaning was obvious. Here was the

evidence, and they would promise to be silent

if their lives were spared. It would have been

very agreeable if we could have done so, but

business is business. Besides, the train was

now as much beyond our control as theirs.

" He ceased howling when the train rattled

round the curve and they saw the black

mouth of the mine yawning before them.

We had removed the boards which had

covered it, and we had cleared the square

entrance. The rails had formerly run very

close to the shaft for the convenience of

loading the coal, and we had only to add two

or three lengths of rail in order to lead to the

very brink of the shaft. In fact, as the lengths

would not quite fit, our line projected about

three feet over the edge. We saw the two

heads at the window: Caratal below, Gomez

above ; but they had both been struck silent

by what they saw. And yet they could not

withdraw their heads. The sight seemed to

have paralyzed them.

" I had wondered how the train running at

a great speed would take the pit into which

I had guided it, and I was much interested

in watching it. One of my colleagues thought

that it would actually jump it, and indeed it

was not very far from doing so. Fortunately,

however, it fell short, and the buffers of the

engine struck the other lip of the shaft with

a tremendous crash. The funnel flew off

into the air. The tender, carriages, and van

were all mashed into one jumble, which,

with the remains of the engine, choked for a

minute or so the mouth of the pit. Then

something gave way in the middle, and the

whole mass of green iron, smoking coals, brass

fittings, wheels, woodwork, and cushions all

crumbled together and crashed down into

the mine. We heard the rattle, rattle, rattle,

as the debris struck against the walls, and

then quite a long time afterwards there came

a deep roar as the remains of the train

struck the bottom. The boiler may have

burst, for a sharp crash came after the roar,

and then a dense cloud of steam and smoke

swirled up out of the black depths, falling in

a spray as thick as rain all round us. Then

the vapour shredded off into thin wisps, which

floated away in the summer sunshine, and all

was quiet again in the Heartsease mine.

" And now, having carried out our plans

so successfully, it only remained to leave no

trace behind us. Our little band of workers

at the other end had already ripped up the

rails and disconnected the side line, replacing

everything as it had been before. We were

equally busy at the mine. The funnel and

other fragments were thrown in, the shaft

was planked over as it used to be, and

the lines which led to it were torn up and

taken away. Then, without flurry, but with

out delay, we all made our way out of the

country, most of us to Paris, my English

colleague to Manchester, and McPherson

to Southampton, whence he emigrated to

America. Let the English papers of that

date tell how thoroughly we had done our

work, and how completely we had thrown the

cleverest of their detectives^off our track.

" You will remember that Gomez threw his

bag of papers out of the window, and I need

not say that I secured that bag and brought

them to my employers. It may interest my

employers now, however, to learn that out of

that bag I took one or two little papers as a

souvenir of the occasion. I have no wish to

publish these papers ; but, still, it is every man

for himself in this world, and what else can I

do if my friends will not come to my aid when

I want them ? Messieurs, you may believe

that Herbert de Lernac is quite as formidable

when he is against you as when he is with

you, and that he is not a man to go to the

guillotine until he has seen that every one of

you is en route for New Caledonia. For

your own sake, if not for mine, make haste,

Monsieur de , and General , and

Baron â�¢ (you can fill up the blanks for

yourselves as you read this). I promise you

that in the next edition there will be no

blanks to fill.

" P.S.â��As I look over my statement there

is only one omission which I can see. It

concerns the unfortunate man McPherson,

who was foolish enough to write to his wife

and to make an appointment with her in New

York. It can be imagined that when interests

like ours were at stake, we could not leave

them to the chance of whether a man in that

class of life would or would not give away his

secrets to a woman. Having once broken his

oath by writing to his wife, we could not trust

him any more. We took steps therefore to

insure that he should not see his wife. I have

sometimes thought that it would be a kindness

to write to her and to assure her that there

is no impediment to her marrying again."
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THE CABLE STEAMSHI!1 " RILEY."

HIRTY-SIX years have passed

away since Sir Charles Bright

laid the first Atlantic cable,

and the younger generation

know nothing of the immense

enthusiasm which the great

project evoked among all classes at that period.

Owing to errors of construction this cable

did not last long ; but when, seven years later,

the second attempt was made, all the former

excitement was revived. Special corre

spondents accompanied the expedition, and

the progress of the work, as reported daily

through the cable, was followed with the

keenest interest. On its successful comple

tion the problem of deep-sea communication

seemed definitely solved, and subsequent

cables attracted little attention. But the

work of submarine telegraphy went steadily

on, and at the present time there are ten

Atlantic cables, with two more in course of

construction ; while thirty-six telegraph ships

are employed in laying new lines or repairing

the 130,000 miles of cable already at the

bottom of the sea.

Before a cable is laid it has, of course, to

be made, and all the cables now in existence

have, with a few insignificant exceptions,

come from three large cable factories on the

IPhoto.

banks of the Thames. Till within the last

four or five years England was the 01 ly

country which manufactured submarine

cables, but now France and Italy have

appeared as competitors in the industry. The

amount they make, however, is at present

inconsiderable.

A submarine cable consists of three por

tions : the conductor, or central copper wire,

through which the electric current passes ;

the insulator, or gutta-percha covering,

designed to prevent the escape of electricity ;

and the sheathing, or outer steel wires, added

to give the cable sufficient strength to be

proof against the strain of laying and

picking up. The conductor, which usually

consists of six fine copper wires stranded

round a central one, has three coverings of

gutta-percha alternated with a sticky com

pound, to make them adhere perfectly to

gether. The smallest air-hole or pin-prick

causes a fault in the cable, which the current

rapidly develops till signalling becomes im

possible. Gutta-percha is not an absolute

insulator of electricity, but its conductivity is

so small, that it may be said to stand in the

same relation to copper as the rate of a body

moving through ift. in 6,700 years is to

the velocity of light.
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CABLE TANK OF SS. " SILVERTOWN," WITH CENTRAL CONE

AND " CRINOLINE," TO PREVENT CABLE C.ETTING FOULED

From a] IN PAVING OUT. U'noto.

As the completed cable leaves the machine,

it is coiled into large tanks and covered with

water to preserve it in good condition till the

ship is ready to receive it. The tanks are

built near to the water's edge, so that the

loading of the ship, which lies in the river,

may be carried on as conveniently as possible.

The loading itself

is an interesting

process to watch.

The cable is hauled

out of the tanks by

a temporary engine

on the deck of the

ship, and is sup

ported in the space

between ship and

shore by passing

over running blocks

suspended from

scaffolding, which

is erected in two or

three empty barges,

moored fore and

aft. On reaching

the deck, the cable

is let down into

one of the tanks

with which all tele

graph ships are

provided. Here a Fm,,a\

number of men are stationed to coil it

in regular turns round a central cone. One

of them receives it as it descends, and

running round brings it within reach of the

others, who place it close against the pre

ceding turn. In the case of large tanks and

a heavy type of cable, this man's work is very

hard, and he has to be relieved at frequent

intervals. With a light type of cable the rate

of coiling is sometimes as high as six knots

an hour.

The size of the tanks in a telegraph ship is

an important point in cable-laying, for the

larger they are, the wider is the margin of

safety with regard to the speed of paying out.

The Silvertcwtn, belonging to the Silvertown

Telegraph Works Company, is the largest ship

in the cable fleet. Her three tanks are 3oft.

in depth and average soft, in diameter.

Their cubical contents are one third greater

than those of the late Great Eastern. The

size of the tanks gives the vessel a large beam,

and the bridge is 55ft. broad, which is one

foot in excess of London Bridge. Her

draught when fully loaded is 3ift., the

greatest draught of any ship afloat.

Previously to laying a cable, it is necessary

to take careful soundings over the intended

route. This is done either by the vessel

which brings out the cable or by some other

telegraph ship beforehand. Sounding plays

a very important part in submarine telegraphy,

for sudden variations of depth, if unexpected

and not allowed for, often prove fatal to a

cable. The sounding apparatus is usually

PAVING OUT CABLE FROM THE BOWSâ��SS. " BUCCANEER."



A Strange Beginning.
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- 1 slew

My*-clf in thai moment ; a ruffian lies

Somewhere : your slave see, born in his place.

T was not often that Mildred

found herself in a difficulty.

In these days of health, energy,

and independence, young

women for the most part are

safe and sensibleâ��and pos

sibly distress of mind had something to do

with the very unusual imprudence which,

added to a chapter of accidents, had caused

so good a cyclist, and so accustomed a

traveller, to allow herself to be benighted on

Widemoor.

The sun dipped behind the rugged crown

of the Elf Tor just as she reached the

summit of the great hill beyond Stagford,

where the wildness of the moor really begins.

She was tired out with a long day, and her

heart was heavyâ��a most unusual thing in

her experience. The day had been extremely

hot, and not a breath of air floated towards

her from the vast, hushed expanse of darken

ing moorland which lay before her, the

lonely road dimly glimmering in the growing

obscurity.

Darkness was of course in itself not a thing

to be feared. Her well-trimmed lamp was

full, and she had twice or thrice been over

the road before. For her brother was

chaplain to the great gaol which lay at Kings-

keep in a hollow of the hills ; and she was

paying him a visit of several weeks' duration.

But tonight there was something weird,

grim, threatening, in the aspect of the moor.

A long, sullen, purple storm was travelling

slowly upward from the east; already it fiad

arched over all the heavens except the

ultimate west, where, under a lowering prison-

bar, the red sun shot one bloodshot glanceâ��

"to see the plain catch its estray,"as Mildred

whispered to herself.

That truly awful feeling which solitude

sometimes engendersâ��the feeling that Nature

is lying in wait to trap you â�� was strong upon

the girl to-night. But her small, composed,

resolute face showed no sign of flinching.

Reach Kingskeep that night she must, storm

or no storm, for Alan, her brother, was

expecting her. Her hope was to gain the

little inn at Druid's Bridge before the

tempest overtook her, and shelter there until

the worst was over.

As she paused on the summit, the last red

â�� ROBERT BKOWNING.

shaft of radiance was withdrawn, like the

closing of a wicked eye. She lit her lamp,

mounted, and was soon sailing down the first

billow of the heaving moor. When she got

to the bottom, the hills had gathered them

selves together against her, and closed her

round : no world existed now but the breath

less silence of the great desolate wilderness.

Still the road flickered before her, and she

made good pace ; but, alas ! she was riding

a race in which she could not hope to win.

Long, long before she drew near Druid's

Bridge, the thunder had opened its batteries,

and the spears of the lightning were thrust

ing the prone earth through and through.

Then came the hissing deluge of the rain,

â��faster, harder, each moment more irre

sistible; till Mildred was drenched through

her serviceable serge to her delicate skin, and,

realizing that she was conquered, dismounted,

panting, to see if the inhospitable waste could

offer any shelter. Just then there caught her

eye, dimly outlined against the sky, a huge,

barred, skeleton object, which she knew to

be the water-wheel, which still hung over the

deserted mines.

Close to that wheel she remembered that

there stood a small stone buildingâ��even if

roofless, it would be better than the open.

Wheeling her machine, she plunged into the

spongy turf which lay to the right of the road,

and, blinded by the streaming rain, and

impeded by her soaked shoes and clinging

skirt, struggled bravely on, till she almost

pitched headlong into the brick sluice over

which the idle wheel forlornly hung. The

sluice was usually dry, but no\v the water was

leaping and gurgling down it; a flash of

lightning rent the sky, and showed her the

crumbling stone hut. Carefully pushing her

bicycle through the doorway, she bestowed it

and herself under a sloping bit of roof which

the shepherds had contrived in one corner,

and, with heaving heart and panting breath,

felt herself victorious. Her first care was her

precious lamp, without which her chance of

again striking the road she had abandoned

was precarious.

It was burning steadily. She extracted a

rag from her wallet, and carefully wiped both

her lamp and her handle-bar, with a care and

composure which seemed to indicate a healthy
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LANDING CABLE AT BAHIA, HKAZIL.

SHOWING HAULING LINE AND BALLOON BUOYS SUPPORTING CABLE.

From a Pltolo.

"Silvertown" Company is to attach two

" spider sheaves," or large V-shaped wheels,

to sanfl anchors securely buried on the beach

and about sixty yards apart. A strong line is

then run from the ship round these two wheels

and back again. One end is secured to the

end of the cable, and the other end is hauled

on to by the heaving-in machinery on board.

The cable end itself has already been brought

out of the tank to the stern of the vessel. On

its way it takes three turns round the paying-

out drum, and thence passes under the dyna

mometer, a machine

for measuring the

strain on the cable

during laying.

When all is ready

the word is given to

heave-in on the line,

and the cable starts

on its journey to the

shore. In order to

prevent it sinking to

the bottom on its

way, large india-rub

ber balloon buoys,

nearly a yard in

diameter, are at

tached at intervals of

3oft. to 6oft., and

support it 2ft. or 3ft.

below the surface.

Meanwhile a trench

has been opened up

from the shore to the

hut, to receive the

cable and shelter it

from the injurious effects of exposure to the

sun. On reaching the shore it is laid along

this trench and the end inserted through the

flooring into the hut, where it is connected

to the speaking instruments, and establishes

communication with the ship.

BALLOON BUOY.

The cable is now released from the buoys,

and when the cable hands have returned to

the ship, the anchor is weighed, and " paying

out" commences. The rate, at first slow, is

considerably accelerated on reaching the

lighter type of cable, and the Silvertown can

lay at the rate of nine

knots and sometimes

even ten knots, the

size of her tanks

making the operation

free from danger. The

first shore end is

usually buoyed some

ten to twenty miles

from shore, and then

the vessel steams on

to land the shore

end at the second of

the two places which

are to be put in tele

graphic communica

tion. If the cable is

a long one, such as

an Atlantic cable, it

will take at least ten

or twelve days.

Relays of watches

give unremit'ing at

tention to every

detail of the work.

I Plato.



SUBMARINE CABLE LAYING.

167

The engineer-in-chief decides the amount of

slack cableâ��that is, cable in excess of the

distance travelledâ��which the depth and the

character of the sea bottom necessitate.

The rate of paying out is regulated by

varying the amount of the weights on the

paying-out drum. A man is stationed at a

hand-wheel in front of the dynamometer to

watch the strain it registers, and to increase

or decrease the pressure of the brakes,

according as this strain is too little or

watches the small round spot of light, thrown

by the mirror of the galvanometer, as it

quivers on the darkened scale. Every five

minutes, almost to the second, this small

spot gives a sudden leap, proving that the

electrician left ashore in the hut has sent his

signal up to time, and that the continuity of

the inner wire remains unbroken. Should

the spot suddenly vanish from the scale and

not return, the electrician knows that a fault

has developed, the engineer-in-chief is at

v^^^^^^b^^^M^v*

SS. SILVER-TOWN LANDING SHORE END AT FERNANDO NORONHA.

too great. In the tank from which the

cable is being paid out, half-a-dozen men

are employed removing the thin laths of

wood between the flakes, and keeping watch

on the cable, as it rises from its bed like an

interminable snake, and ascends wriggling

and twisting to the eye-hole at the top of the

tank. The foreman stands above, close to an

electric bell-push communicating with the

engine-room, ready to ring " stop her " directly

anything goes wrong. The enormous strain

thrown upon a cable by a foul in the tanks

may be better understood when it is known

that, if paying out in 2,900 fathoms at only

6^2 knots an hour, from the stern of the ship

to the spot where the cable touches the

ground there is a length of no less than twenty-

seven statute miles, a particular point of cable

taking over three hours to reach the bottom.

But perhaps the most interesting work is

to be seen in the testing-room. Here the

electrician sits at his post in front of an array

of testing instruments, with their bright brass

terminals and glossy ebonite bases, and

[PAolo.

once informed, and the ship is stopped.

The cable is then picked up with a grapnel,

several kinds of which are shown in the next

illustration. When the fault comes on board,

it is cut out, the two ends spliced, and

paying out resumed.

At length the ship comes up to the buoy

attached to the cable which was the first to

be laid, the end is hauled on board and

spliced to the cable which the ship has been

paying out, and which has been cut and

brought round to the bows for the purpose.

On the completion of the splice, it is carefully

lowered over the bows by a couple of manila

ropes, and when it is well clear of the ship

the signal is given, two men with sharp axes

sever the two ropes, and the cable disappears

with a farewell swish beneath the surface.

The interest of a cable expedition is not

confined to the work alone. Cable engineers

are the greatest travellers of any profession,

the Navy, of course, excepted. An officer in

the mercantile marine is not, as a rule,

acquainted with as many coasts as a sub-
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marine telegraph engineer his equal in age.

For a ship's officer, after his apprenticeship

in sailing vessels, usually enters a line of

steamers which call, voyage after voyage, at the

same places with unvarying routine; whereas

from a]

West Coast at that season of the year was

far more deadly than Brazil. Leave was,

however, granted to land the cable at

a certain spot, which was to be roped off and

guarded by a cordon of soldiers. There was

VARIOUS KINDS OF GRAPNELS AND A MUSHROOM ANCHOR.

a. cable engineer may go to a different part of

the world with every trip. At one season of

the year he is laying a cable at some small

settlement on the West Coast of Africa, con

sisting of barely half-a-dozen European in

habitants, and so little known that even its

position is not properly located on the

Admiralty charts. A few months later he is

putting in a new shore end at one of the

busy Australian ports. Plenty of adventures

lie in his path. Sometimes he is on the

coast of a South American Republic at the

height of a revolution, and encounters all

the difficulties and even risks of laying cable

from one port in the hands of the Govern

ment to another in the hands of its

opponents. On one occasion the late King

of Dahomey, before his power had been

shattered by the French, sent a message to

the cable engineer, who had erected a hut

on what His Majesty considered to be his

territory, that he would come down with his

amazons and " sweep the white men into the

sea," if it were not removed at once.

Less hazardous, but considerably more

irksome, are the vexatious local regulations of

small Colonial ports. On arriving at a French

settlement on the West Coast of Africa, a

telegraph ship from Pernambuco was put in

quarantine, although she had been twenty-

two days at sea, and the climate of the

I Photo.

a heavy surf, through which Europeans never

ventured except in native canoes. Although

none of these were allowed to approach the

ship, the engineer-in-chief determined to land

the cable. Those who have not tried to run

an ordinary boat, propelled by oars, through

West African breakers, can have no idea of

the difficulties of the undertaking, but two

boats succeeded in getting ashore with the

necessary gear, and the cable was landed in

the course of the day. On the return journey,

however, both boats were capsized and stove

in, and as the shore-party could not expect

the ship to send any more in such a surf,

they returned to the beach wet through, and

prepared to spend the night on the sand.

The governor relented sufficiently to send

down a tent, together with food and change

of clothes, which were delivered at the end of

a pole, and the Englishmen made themselves

fairly comfortable. The following morning

the difficulty was surmounted by the crews of

two native canoes offering to take them on

board and then undergo twenty-four days'

quarantine on shore, for which impending

loss of liberty they were amply compensated.

This is one of the many fixes in which a

cable engineer may at any time find himself,

and their occurrence adds a sense of novelty,

if not always of undiluted pleasure, to his

varied career.



Curiosities in Ancient Caricatures.

BY J. HOLT SCHOOLING.

AMILIARITY with the ninny

clever caricatures of to-day

does not, in many cases,

extend to an acquaintance

with equally clever caricatures

of ancient times. We admire

the pungent black-and-white sarcasms of a

Gould, and, to go farther back, of a Gillray

No. i.â��" Do you know . . ."â��[Mr. Pcnley in

" The Private Secretary.")

or of a Hogarth, and there, as a rule, our

knowledge of the art of caricature stops.

But there exist excellent examples of this art,

which date back to very early times indeed,

and these drawings, which have the quality

of much intrinsic oddity and grotesqueness,

have also a historic and social interest, and

some of them have also a most curious

resemblance to persons and incidents that

are sufficiently familiar to us of the present

day to warrant some reference to these curious

resemblances to modern things which are to

be seen in ancient caricatures.

For example, look at No. i, which at once

suggests Mr. Penley's facial expression in

" The Private Secretary " when he was speak

ing the well-known catch-words, " Do you

know . . ." This quaint bit of coincidence

is, of course, only coincidence, for the

original of No. i was an ancient South Sea

Islands' idol, centuries before clever Mr.

Penley became the idol of a considerable

section of modern theatre-goers.

One authority on caricatures says that

Bufalmaco, an Italian painter, in about

A.D. 1330 drew caricatures, and put labels

with sentences on them to the mouths of

his figures ; and the word itself is derived

from the Italian verb caricare, to charge or

load, and, therefore, it means a picture

Vol. xvi.â�� 22.

which is charged or exaggerated. But we

can go much farther back than the year

1330, and then find grotesque instances of

mankind's apparently innate love of making

other people " make faces."

No. 2 is a fairly good example of early

barbaric skill in caricature. This was a

favourite idol, and its expression of grief,

with its air of savage wildness, reminds me

of a gentleman whom at one time I used to

meet fairly often on the District (underground)

Railway : sometimes, this idol sat opposite

to me in the compartment, and one effect of

his liver complaint was his habit of viciously

and violently shutting the door from his

corner seat if by chance a passenger got out

No. 2.â��Suffering from a liver complaint.

and left the door open. Truly, a most illogi

cal way of showing an idol's resentment, to

inflict an appalling bang on one's own

tympanum, because another person has

omitted to do so. The last time I met this

idol No. 2, the corners of his mouth had

dropped still more than they do here.
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No. 3.â��" Lem-me-look-at-tbe-tongue."

No. 3 is an illustration that reminds us

of Miss Mary H. Tennyson's amusing story

in THE STRAND MAGAZINE for January, 1895

â��" Let-me-look-at-the-tongue." Actually,

No. 3 formed part of a South Sea Islander's

club, and the tongue was the business end

of this weapon. The

tongue is still out, and

no persuasion can get it

back again.

There is an expression

about the contour of the

mouth and jaws of No. 4

that distinctly suggests

the premonitory symp

toms of that fearful yell

of infancy, just at the

moment before the babe

" gives tongue "â��but the

developed teeth interfere

with this theory. To

while away an idle hour,

a savage person living

in an age now remote

made this caricature of

his dearest friend, which

now serves to suggest an

advertisement of a well-

known modern dentist.

But what shall we say

about No. 5 ? These

distorted and even shock-

â�¢ c i j No. 4.â��A dentist's

mg features are bad advertisement.

enough to have been the origin of the

modern Australian scallywag's term of

reproach to a passing friend â�� " Halloa,

Image ! " To which the friend promptly

replies â�� "What yer, Face ! " Anyway, No. 5

was a savage's image, and it is a face â�� a face

that has evidently exposed itself to the

danger against which Sir Thomas Brown,

an ingenious writer of Charles II.'s reign,

warned a friend when he wrote, d propos of

caricatures, " Expose not thyself by four-

footed man

ners [bestial

manners] unto

monstrous

draughts [i.e.,

drawings] and

caricatura rep

resentations."

Concerning

these interest

ing pieces of

early South

sea) caricature,

we should be

doing an in

justice to these

barbarians if

in mentioning,

and showing,

theirgrotesque

productions,

we omitted to

take note of

the tools with

which they

worked. Their

adzes were of

stone, their

No. 5.â��A forbidding expression.

gouge, or chisel, was made of the bones of

the human armâ�� an enemy's arm, for pre

ference â�� their rasps, or files, were of coral,

and their polishing material, which they

employed on the specimens now before us,

was mainly coral sand. Despite these disad

vantages, the savages mentioned are entitled

to a leading place among the pioneers of the

art of caricature, and we may see that they

artistic quality called " actuality,'' by

had a dim perception of the up-to-date

noting that these early artists appended

tufts of real hair to their worksâ�� see No.

3 â�� and real teeth â�� see Nos. 4 and 5.

Moreover, these are real, tangible caricatures,

that can be touched and handled, and, as in

the case of No. 3, forced with a will and a

definite purpose into the perception of a

neighbouring brain â�� however dull If the
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hypercritical reader think that these early

caricatures lack the pointed sarcasm of a

Gould or of a Hogarth, let him remember

that these savage sarcasms were based on

'â�¢ deeds not words," and let him observe

that the tongue in No. 3 is sufficiently

pointed to be effective at close quarters

with the artist who made it. Take my

word for it, the caricaturist who made

No. 3 quite understood the art of driving

the point of his sarcasm home to his

opponent.

Caricature No. 6 is the last example I

shall show of the work of these barbaric

pioneers of the art with which this paper

deals : the " intense " facial expression, made

fun of some years ago by the satirists who

laughed the more fervid devotees of the

No. 6.â��An ultra-intense young woman.

aesthetic cult out of existence, is curiously

veil suggested by this early example of savage

art. Here, again, real hair and real teeth

were inserted in this female mask.

The art of caricature has flourished at all

times, and in all places. Pauson, a Greek

painter of ancient times, and who is men

tioned by Aristotle, showed a perception of

this fanciful quality of art when he made the

neat reply now to be quoted. Someone had

ordered of Pauson the picture of a horse

rolling on the ground. Pauson painted the

horse running. The customer complained

that the condition of his order had not been

fulfilled. " Turn the picture upside down,"

said the artist, " and the horse will seem to

roll on the ground." Even nowadays, the

art of turning people upside downâ��in a

figurative senseâ��is often used as effectively

No. 7.â��In the upper boxes (old style).

as was the Greek painter's expedient of re

versing his horse. Perhaps the universal

prevalence of the art of caricature may be

due to the fact that the generality of

people are more influenced by pictorial

representations than by written state

ments : witness the extraordinary popu

larity of election cartoons. Only the

other day, a well-known writer said he

thought that Mr. Gould and his brethren

might, by their pencils, do more to set

nations by the ears than anyone could

accomplish by their pens.

China and Japan supply excellent

examples of caricature. No. 7, for

example, represents an ancient bit of

Chinese work notable for its deviation

from the stolid sobriety of features and

attitude usually seen in the Chinese. No.

8, again, may be called a Chinese bon

vivatit (if one can imagine a Chinaman

being a bon vivatit) who is thoroughly

No. 8.â��" Now, I wonder where he heard lkat>"
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are you fallen so low? I had thought that

the sudden sight of the man you ruined might

have wrought your salvation : but you have

hardened your heart. Is it any use to make

an appeal to your better self? "

Yenning turned away and groaned.

" My suggestion is this," said Leonardâ��

" that you shall do what you recommended

me to doâ��go away. Hide yourself wherever

you choose. I will go back to prison, and I

will give Mr. Ridsdale power to visit my

solicitor and get the documents that would

clear me. I shall say what is the truthâ��that

I kept silence because I was a single man ;

there was nobody to care so very much

whether I was in prison or out of it. But you

had just married a lovely girl, delicately

nurtured, who believed in you. Your father,

the old country parson, would have died of a

broken heart; in fact, the whole of your family,

and the whole of her family, would have shared

your disgrace. Add to this, that I was fond

of you; that I believed in you; that I was

most awfully sorry for you. Those were the

reasons why I took your punishment on me.

Have you no spark of shame left in you, that

you can meet me as you have done ? "

There was a long, dreadful pause : Rids

dale stood, stiff and still, watching to see

the result of this appeal. No further

doubt could remain in his mind. Certainly

Yenning was the criminal, and the other

capable of a most astounding height of

self-sacrifice.

The perfumed breeze swept silently over

the moorland ; far off the corn-crake uttered

her curious note; there was a tiny murmur

from the rain-swollen runlet by the roadside;

no other sound but Venning's laboured

breathing. At last he looked up, and

hesitatingly held out his hand to Waring.

" Good-bye," he said, " and may God prosper

your after-life. I willâ��go .... as you

said."

" Good-bye," said Leonard, heartily, " and

to you also, for a time. Mr. Ridsdale. I see

my mates approachingâ��they have noticed

your light."

A shout sounded close upon them, in the

stillness, and Yenning leapt, quivered,

crouched like a beaten hound.

" All right, Jem Blake, I'm here," said

Waring, sturdily, as the captors rushed upon

him. "Steady, boysâ��I've just got to say a

private word to the chaplain, and then I'm

ready to go back to supper. Sorry I knocked

you down, old chap, but you don't look much

the worse for it: didn't expect it from such a

quiet 'un, did you ? "

Mildred's visit to her brother prolonged

itself into late autumn.

It is not easy to get a convict out of

penal servitude when once he is in : but the

Queen had at last graciously extended to

Leonard Waring a free pardon for a thing he

had never done : and one day in September

Alan Ridsdale brought him away from

prison, and took him to his own house,

where he had a suit of new clothes ready for

him.

Mildred was waiting by the tea-table in the

drawing-room â��waiting to greet her hero. It

would scarcely be an exaggeration to say that

he had never once been out of her thoughts

ever since their wild, outrageous meeting in

the ruined hut. She was not an excitable

girl, but her excitement, as she waited, almost

mastered her to-day. What was his face like

in the daylight ? Her memory of it was

etched so deep into her consciousness, as she

had beheld it, in the smoky light (if the

bicycle lamp, strained, exhausted, disfigured

with violent effort, yet so self-forgetful in its

care for her and its self-reproach.

And Waring's remembrance of Mildred

was just as intense ; but he was afraid he had

idealized her ; he almost wished that he was

not to see her to-day, in the ordinary sur

roundings of modern life, in prosaic daylight,

and pouring out teaâ��she who had poured

into his soul the desire to live, and the

renewing of hope and enthusiasm.

Was she really as lovely as his remembrance

of herâ��or was it a halo cast around her

by exceptional circumstances, which made

him imagine her so radiant and soulful a

being ?

" And she is quite well ? Absolutely re

covered ? " he asked, for the fiftieth time, of

Alan, as they walked along the low, dark oak

passage leading to the drawing-room.

" Well ? Oh, perfectly. Mildred's constitu

tion is wonderful, and she made a splendid

recovery. Iâ��,"Alan hesitatedâ��"I think, if

I were you, I would not make any mention

to her of the injury you did her," he said, in

a nervous undertone. "It wasâ��altogetherâ��

rather odd, you know. My sister is almost

morbidly anxious that the truth about it

should not get aboutâ��it might confuse her if

you called the matter to her mind just at the

outset of your acquaintance."

" I understand," said the ex-convict, as a

dark blush surged up under his skin.

" Thanks for the reminder; I should have

blundered if you had not cautioned me.

The fact is, I am not fit to speak to a lady.

You ought to have let me go away somewhere
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first, to be disinfected, and to learn up some

of the amenities of civilization." And he

hung back.

" Nonsense, nonsense," said Alan, hur

riedly ; " you take it more seriously than I

meant. Merely a well-intentioned hint.

Here, Mildred,'' he had pushed open the

door, " here's Mr. Waring !"

The sudden radiance of the afternoon sun

shine, of the pale, pure tints of the fresh

little room with its glitter of flowers and

china and silver, would have been enough to

dazzle the eyes of the newly-freed prisoner

without the presence of the daintily-clad,

slender girl, with her aureole of hair,

burnished by the sun behind.

In all his life to come he never forgot her

as she then stood, in her cream-coloured

serge gown, with her glowing cheeks and her

proud, stainless brow, that would not be

ashamed.

Drenched and draggled as she had been at

their first meeting, he had yet in a moment

realized her breed

ing. Now, so far

from his ideal

being shattered, he

seemed for the first

time to see her as

she wasâ��miles from

him, serene, lofty,

unapproachable.

Her hand was ex

tendedâ��he took it.

1

but something in the spontaneous homage

of the action brought the tears starting to

Alan's eyes.

They talked, and drank tea, and ate cakes

and fruit. Waring told of his plans for

the future: how a distant relation of his,

moved by his story, had written to offer

him a post in Manchester, in a large

factory. It was a post of great trust, and

the man in question said he had been

waiting all his life to find a man really

qualified to fill it.

And, all the while he talked, his gaze nevei

left the girl's face.

At last, Alan had pity upon all the un

spoken words in the man's eyes, that

clamoured for utterance. He looked at his

watch, and said he must go.

Silence fell upon the room when he had

left itâ��silence so eloquent that speedily it

grew unbearable.

Waring rose slowly from his seat, and went

over to where Mildred sat, still with the

THE NEXT MOMENT HF. HAD KNELT DOWN.

Then the next moment, as if he could not

help it, he had knelt down and kissed it.

He was on his feet again in an instant,

and replying fairly steadily to her greeting :

glory of the sun through her hair, with down

cast eyes and unreadable expression.

" Good-bye," he said.

She looked up. " You are going already ? "
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' It must be now, or not at all," said

Leonard. " I mean, that what I have

suspected, ever since the night of the thunder

storm, is true. I cannot he near you with

out wishing for the impossible."

He broke off; and again fell the eloquent

silence. After long seconds she asked,

hesitatingly :â��â�¢

" What is the impossible, Mr. Waring ? "

" That you should ever care for me," he

replied, with startling directness.

Another pause. At last :â��

"You have not given me much time in

which to attempt the â�� the impossible,"

slowly said the girl; " but if â�� if â�� you

thought you could wait a little while,

I â�� Iâ��would make

an effort."

He could not be

lieve it. " A convict!

You ! " he cried, in

dignantly.

"A hero," cor

rected Mildred,

gently.

"I could not

allow it â�� I will go

away at once," he

protested.

"You must please yourself about going

away," said Miss Ridsdale, rising and walking

to the open window that faced the glorious

west; " but if you meant to go, you should

have gone before you saidâ��that "

" No," he replied, following her, " I had to

say itâ��I could not help it, I had no choiceâ��

really."

She turned her eyes up to his as he stood

over her.

" Wait," she said ; " what do you know of

me?"

" The one thing worth knowing," he smiled,

" that I love you."

" Is it to end like this?" she said, softly.

" Who could prophesy such an end to such

'WAIT,' SHK SAID; 'WHAT DO YOU KNOW OF ME?'"

a strange beginning?"

So he did not go

away: for after that

they found many

things to tell each

other.

According to the

latest accounts, they

are telling each other

still: the recital of a

mutual experience

often lasts a lifetime.
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I.

SHE FOUND HERSELF SHUT CUTâ��

T is altogether old-fashioned and

out-of-date to talk nowadays of

animals a little below us in the

zoological scale as being actuated

solely by "instinct." This sort

of thing is become mere ignorant prejudice.

Let anybody fair-mindedly watch the proceed

ings of a moderately clever dog for one day,

and then deny that dog intelligence if he

can. Put the dog face to face with some

circumstance, or some combination of cir

cumstances, such as neither he nor any of

his progenitors could possibly have encoun

tered. He may

not do the wisest

thing on the

whole, but, then,

would an average

human being do

the wisest thing

in a like case ?

Of course not.

But whatever the

dog does will be

suggested by a

natural train of

thought, and often

by a train of

thought of amazing

Vol. xvi.â��36.

acuteness. Here is no opportunity for the

operation of inherited experience, no chance

for the work of mere blind "instinct."

Anybody, by the exercise of a moment's

thought, can recall a dozen such cases to

his own memory, and probably not cases

occurring to dogs only, hut to other

animals of all degrees. We expect to

present our readers with many instances of

the sort.

First we offer a case rather of audacity than

of intelligence, but of a very odd audacity.

It occurred in the winter of the year 1894, in

IN A COLD AND SNOWY WORLD.



274

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Shire Hall Lane, Hendon, on the premises

of Mrs. Rowcliffe. Now, in Mrs. Rowcliffe's

farmyard abode a dog of terrible reputation.

His savage and. formidable character was

famous, not only in the farm, but in the

jj'BEWAKt'j

DOG j1i

thereabout as to the exact number of little

boys and girls per week devoured by way of

diversifying his diet. The dog himself under

stood the state of affairs, and abated no whit

of his arrogance. Plainly, the world (of these

THli -SNl'UGEST PLACE WAS THE DOtl-KEN'NEL.

neighbourhood round about. Tramps avoided

Mrs. Rowcliffe's dog, and left chalk hiero

glyphics on posts, warning tramps who

might come after to avoid the jaws of

this terrible quadruped, and to keep outside

the radius of the chain that confined him.

" Beware of the dog ! " stared in large letters

from a board hard by the kennel, and visitors

to the farmyard sidled by with a laborious air

parts) was at his feet, and he was monarch of

all he surveyed. But there was a duck in

that farmyard wholly indifferent to the general

terrorâ��she never thought about it, in fact.

She was an adventurous and happy-go-lucky

sort of duck, always ready to make the best

of what luck came along, and never backward

to seize her share of the good thingsâ��and a

little extra on occasion.

"IN FLOUNDERED THE DUCKâ��

of indifference, though on the extreme edge

of the path, and not that edge that was

nearest the kennel. So this formidable

Cerberus ruled the district, and horrifying

legends went among the extreme youth

Now, it chanced at the close of a cold day,

when the snow lay thick everywhere, that this

duck lagged away from the returning flock,

perhaps in pursuit of some pleasant snack

that it would have been foolish for a duck of
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business instincts to make too widely known.

Anyhow, the other ducks got safely home,

the pen was shut, and this particular duck,

our heroine, straggling in alone after closing

hours, found herself shut out in a cold and

was so altogether beyond his experience as to

dissipate his strategy, or whether the sheer

audacity of the thing induced temporary

paralysis is not determined ; but certain it

is that the farm-hands entering in the

â��AND OUT FLOUNDERED THE TKKROR.''

snowy world. Never mindâ��she made no

fuss, but waddled calmly off round the farm

yard to find the best shelter she could.

Plainly the snuggest place was the dog-kennel.

Certainly the dog was in it, and snoring,

but that didn't matterâ��he'd have to find a

place somewhere else. So in floundered the

duck, and out floundered the Terror of

Shire Hall Lane, with his tail between his

legs.

Whether the cold had affected the Terror's

nerves, whether the attack of a quacking biped

morning found the dog shivering and

crouching outside his kennel, and the duck

squatting comfortably within â�� within the

kennel, that is to say, and not within the

digestive apparatus of the Terror, as every

body would have expected.

That dog's reputation was ruined. Small

boys openly flouted him, and tramps chalked

a different figure on gate-posts, meaning that

any tramp in want of a useless, harmless dog

might steal one at the place indicated. The

duck left the kennel when she thought it time
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*' A RUINED REPUTATION."

to go and see what was for breakfast, and

thereafter used the pen with the others. .But

though the dog got his quarters again, he

never recovered his reputation. He is a

ruined, bankrupt Terror.

Of the ultimate fate of the duck there is

II.

H REE years ago " The Cricketers "

at Addington, in Surrey, was the

scene of a sad tragedy of love at

first sight, unrequited and, indeed,

jeered at.

landlady of "The

Cricketers" at

that t i m eâ��a

charming old

lady, who died,

alas ! early in

the present year

-and "The

Cricketers" faced

Addington

Palace, the

Archbishop of

Can ter bury'r

residence.

Mrs. Ovenden was the

no record: Probably it was the ultimate fate

of most ducksâ��a twisted neck, and the rest

all gravy and green peas. Though, indeed,

one would almost expect this indomitable

bird to arise and kick the green peas off the

plate.

o_~

A small farmyard was attached to the inn,

well populated with the usual sorts of birds.

Mrs. Ovenden made an addition to these by

the purchase of a few geeseâ��one a particu

larly fat one. Now, all was happy in that

**SHE CONCEIVED A VIOLENT ATTACHMENT FOR THE COCK,
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f:THE COCK WAS SCANDALIZEDâ��

farmyard before the arrival of those geese.

The hens agreed as well together as hens

usually do, the chicks found

plenty of amusement and

few disappointments, and

the cock lorded it over all,

loved and respected by his

subjects, and an ornament

and a credit to the yard.

But the fat goose brought

strife, discord, and jealousy.

The moment her eye fell on

the cock she conceived a

violent attachment for him.

The cock, a very respectable

bird, was naturally scanda

lized, and did his best to

avoid the fat goose. But in

vain ; for the fat goose cut

him off from his family and

headed him away. She

urged him before her, and finally shut him

safely in a corner, standing before him to

defend her acqui

sition, while the

unfortunate cock

humped himself

forlornly and

brood ed over

plans of escape,

and the indignant

hens stared and

gasped at an out

rage so entirely

foreign to all their

experience of the

world of farm

yards.

After a while

the cock resolved

that, at least, he would not be starved, and

made a motion to go and pick up some-

â�� AND BROODED OVER PLANS OF ESCAPF..

"THE HENS WERE STOH-ED bv THE FAT OOOSE.

thing to eat. The fat goose reflected that

this desire for food was only reasonable,

and allowed her

pet to emerge

from the corner

for the purpose,

but of course

under her strict

surveillance. The

cock, cheered a

little by the con

cession, proceeded

to peck about in

his accustomed

manner, and

made a very fair

meal, considering

the circumstances.

Becoming fairly

satisfied himself,

and still perceiving



278

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

AN INDIGNATION MEETING.

a few grains scattered near, he raised his

voice, according to habit, with a cluck and a

gobble, to call his faithful hens and chicks

to the remnants of

the feast. They

came with the usual

rush, but were

stopped in full

career by the fat

goose, and driven

back in confusion.

Reasonable refresh

ment she would

permit, but no re

newal of old family

ties.

This was the

beginning of a sad

life for the beloved

rooster. A goose in

love never listens

to either reason or

ridicule, and indig

nation meetings of

*' liHKAT HKJOICINGS."

the hens were as ineffectual as the

open scorn and derision of the

whole farmyard. The fat goose

followed the cock about wherever

he went, and passing travellers were

attracted by the sight, and called in

at "The Cricketers" to ask an

explanation of the phenomenon.

The unhappy hens and chicks were

deserted entirely, and the persecuted

rooster seemed to meditate suicide.

So things went, till at last relief

came from an unexpected quarter.

Mrs. Ovenden had a favourite

little niece, and, after this unhappy

state of family affairs in the farmyard had

lasted some time, the little niece had a birth

day. Mrs. Ovenden resolved to celebrate

'THE DERISION OF THE WHOLE FARMYARD."

this birthday by a dinner, to

grace which the best available

goose should come to the

roasting-jack. The love-lorn

goose had lost no flesh in con

sequence of its unrequited

affectionâ��was fatter than ever,

in fact. So Mrs. Ovenden's

choice fell on this goose, and

this goose fell into a glorious

state of gravy and stuffing, to

the great honour of the little

niece's birthday. The incubus

was removed from the farm

yard, the rooster returned to

the bosom of his family, and

was received with great

rejoicings.
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HE hero of this little tale was an He would dive to the bottom of any pond,

ordinary dog enough to look at however deep, and bring up anything he

â��a common fox-terrier, and not

particularly well bredâ��by name,

Zig. But his character was

extraordinary, indeed. He had a most

might find. Great crowds would collect to

watch his extraordinary feats, and his owner,

Mr. G. C. Green, now of Buluwayo (then living

in Bromley, Kent), was extremely proud of

HE POUND HIS WAV BAKRKD BY A PALING.

violent temper, and a most wonderful

individuality and independence of everybody

and everything; and his pluck was almost

incredibleâ��fear of any sort or kind he knew

not the meaning of. His great accomplish

ment was diving â�� an accomplishment

entirely self-taught, and one he delighted in.

him. Zig would deliberately walk into a pond

from the edge, along the bottom, and then

swim to the surface with any treasure that he

may have found. On one occasion he dived

into one of the Keston ponds and brought up

from the bottom an old, water-logged hop-pole.

The thing was big and heavy enough, but

" HE SAT DOWN AND THOUGHT THE DIFFICULTY OVER.
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" HE LAI1I HOLD OF ONE END OF THE POLE

Zig was nowise daunted, and struggled ashore of one end of the pole, and backed between

with it, almost dead with exhaustion. Nothing the posts of the fence, dragging his property

would make him give up his prize, and

presently he set off for home by himself,

dragging the pole with him, regardless of his

through endwise, finally arriving home in

triumph with the pole. There can be no

question of the exercise of deliberate reason

â��AND BACKED DETWEEN THE POSTS.

master. He took a short cut (that was his

independent way), and presently found his

way barred by a paling. The pole wouldn't

go through as he was carrying it, so Zig, who

was being closely watched, just sat down and

thought the difficulty over. Then he laid hold

if!

in a case like this. In addition to Mr. Green

himself, the feat was witnessed by Mr. W. H.

Hawkins and Mr. J. A. Shepherd.

Poor Zig was drowned at last, in course of

a stroll along a (wild-bottom. He never rose to

the surface, and doubtless was caught by weeds.

ARKlVIN(i HOME IN TRIUMPH.
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cried, in agony. "They are coming to

arrest you."

His eyes grew hard, and he looked at her

with a bitter smile. She could not mistake

the meaning of that look.

" You think that it is I who have betrayed

you ? " she exclaimed, in pitiful, heart-broken

accents. :< Oh, monseigneur, may the good

God forgive you."

"The facts speak for themselves," he re

joined, coldly. " No one but yourself knew

of my presence here. Your trap was well

laid, Marie, and the jewels were a clever bait.

I hope your ingenuity will secure you a

generous reward. Open the door and call in

your friends. I never feared death less."

She looked at him with an air of bewilder

ment, as though scarcely able to comprehend

the meaning of his words. Then a flush of

indignation crimsoned her pale cheeks.

" Monseigneur," she said, " you wrong me

cruelly, as you will know before long. See,

the hiding-place is known to no one but my

self. Enter it, and you will be safe."

He still hesitated, and she clasped her

hands entreatingly.

With a shrug of his shoulders he turned

on his heel, and

stepped into the

recess. Swift as

thought, Marie

thrust the sliding

panel into its

place and closed

the cupboard. She

had hardly done

so when the door

was dashed

violently open,

and a crowd of

gaunt, ragged

peasants, hustling

and jostling each

other in their

frantic haste,

rushed headlong

in. They were

armed with

roughly-made

pikes and pitch

forks, and Marie

shuddered at the

sight of their

brandished

weapons, lean,

" Enter, I beseech you, monseigneur," she

cried. ;l Listen. They are surrounding the

house. There is no other way of escape.

Oh, quick, quick, or they will be here! "

swarthy faces, fierce eyes, and threatening

gestures. But the necessity of appearing

ignorant of their errand led her to make a

desperate effort to preserve her self-control.

In a faint, unsteady voice she began to

inquire what they wanted. But their leader,

a brawny, black-bearded smith, in a leathern

apron, with a huge sledge-hammer in his

hand, stopped her rudely.

" No lies," he said, roughly. " They will

not serve your turn this time. You have

long been suspected and watched, and to

night Jean Brissac saw two men enter the

house. They came from the English frigate

now lying off the coast. One he recognised

by his voice. It was the Vicomte de Trou-

ville. The other is now being pursued.

What has become of the Vicomte ? "

Marie tried vainly to meet his eyes, to

stammer out some evasive reply. But the

ferocious expression on the man's coarse

features struck her speechless, and she shrank

back trembling with terror.

" You refuse to answer ? " he cried. " Well,

we shall talk with you presently. Search the

house, citizens, and be quick about it. If

our comrades don't put a pitchfork or a

bullet through the fellow who went skipping

through the wood like a rabbit, he may bring

the English upon us at any minute."

His followers, who had been impatiently

NO LIU, HE SAID, ROUGHLY.
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awaiting the signal, rushed eagerly forward.

The cottage resounded with their shouts and

oaths, the clattering of their wooden shoes,

the clashing of their pikes, and the crash of

broken crockery, which in pure wantonness

they flung upon the floor and trampled into

fragments. They threw open the door of the

cupboard, and in an agony of fear Marie

buried her face in her hands, stifling with

difficulty the scream of terror that rose to

her lips. But, finding it empty, they turned

away without suspecting the existence of the

recess behind it. The search was soon over,

and with malignant looks, and muttered

threats and curses, they crowded about the

white-faced girl. The brawny smith pushed

his way to the front

" Now then, little viper," he exclaimed, in

his great, hoarse voice, "do you understand

that you are a traitor to the Republic, that

you are guilty of harbouring aristocrats, who

are in league with the perfidious English, the

enemies of France ? Well, the punishment is

death, Marie, deathâ��do you understand ?

The guillotine would slice through that pretty

white neck of yours like a knife through a

carrot. Come, come, don't be obstinate,

child. Out with all you know, or your head

will be rolling in the sawdust before you are a

week older."

But terror seemed to have deprived Marie

of the power of speech. She gazed shud-

deringly at the ring of cruel, scowling faces

that surrounded her, and her lips moved,

but the words they formed were inaudible.

Hitherto, the smith had shielded her from

actual violence, and evidently wished to save

her life if she would consent to betray the

Vicomte. But her continued silence enraged

him, and he glared at her with a savage

glitter in his black eyes. Suddenly he leaned

forward, and snatched the ivory cross from

her neck with a force that snapped the

slender chain to which it was attached.

"Look!" he cried, holding it out, "this

is the price of her treachery. She betrays

the cause of the people for such baubles as

this."

The sight awoke the almost bestial

ferocity that had been fostered in the French

peasantry of that time by ages of cruelty and

injustice. They cursed her and called her

vile names. One spat upon her. Another

lunged savagely at her with a pike. Grimy

hands clutched at her; fierce, flushed faces

with savage eyes and gleaming teeth were

thrust close to hers, and she shuddered and

screamed like some timid wild thing in the

jaws of a pack of wolves. No doubt she

would have been stabbed and struck down,

and trampled to death, if the smith had not

cleared a space about her with a swing of his

huge hammer.

" Back, fools," he exclaimed. " The dead

cannot speak. Do you wish the aristocrat

to escape ? Marie l^avoisier, I ask you for

the last time : what has become of this man ?

We can trifle no longer. The English may

be here at any moment. If you remain

obstinate you shall die, not by the guillotine,

but here and now."

She fell sobbing on her knees before him.

"Oh, spare my life!" she cried. "Have

pity on me ! Do not kill me !"

She clung wildly to his hand as she sobbed

out her appeal ; but her white, quivering face,

the anguish and terror in the eyes raised to

his, did not move him. He wrenched his

hand free, and caught her roughly by the

wrist.

" Will you tell us what has become of the

Vicomte ? " he shouted.

" Oh, no, no ! " she cried, despairingly.

" I cannot. I cannot."

" Get me a rope ! " he exclaimed, savagely.

Several of the men had brought ropes with

which to secure the prisoners they had

expected to take, and one was eagerly passed

to him. At one end he made a running

noose, and threw the other across a beam

overhead. Then, in spite of the girl's screams

and struggles, he caught her hands in one of

his and forced the noose round her neck.

They dragged her to her feet, shrieking and

struggling, and clutching frantically at the

tightening rope. In another moment she

would have been dangling in the air, when

the door of the cupboard was dashed open,

and a clear, ringing voice bade them stop.

They wheeled round in amazement. Before

them stood the Vicomte de Trouville, sword

in hand.

With his pale, clear-cut face, slim, graceful

figure, and air of quiet self-confidence, he

presented a singular contrast to the swarthy,

uncouth peasants, who stood scowling and

snarling at him like dogs beaten away from a

bone.

"Ah," said he, in a cool, steady voice, " so

you inaugurate the reign of liberty, fraternity,

and equality with the blood and tears of an

innocent girl. You prate of the injustice

and tyranny of the nobles, and your own

hands are red with crimes that make the very

name of a Frenchman odious throughout the

world. You cowardly ruffians, your blood

would sully the sword of a brigand, but I

think it will give God pleasure to see the
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earth rid of some of you. Come, which of lying at the smith's feet, and took Marie by

you desires the honour of dying upon a the hand.

nobleman's sword ? " " Come, Marie," he said, gently, and they

Those nearest to him shrank back as he stepped through the doorway. The lieu-

took a step for

ward ; but the

smith, with an

inarticulate cry

of rage, thrust

them aside and

swung the

sledge - hammer

above his shoul

der. But the

blow never fell.

A man came

flying through

the doorway.

" Save your-

selves," he

gasped, breath-

lessly, "the

English are

upon us!"

But the warn

ing came too

late. Crowding

to the doorway

they found them-

selves co n-

fronted by the

bronzed faces

and glittering

cutlasses of a

party of British

seamen, who,

landing from the

'BEFORE THEM STOOD THE VICOMTE."

frigate, had providentially met Raoul as he

fled through the wood, and had followed

him at full speed to rescue the Vicomte.

The English officer stepped forward, with

Raoul at his elbow.

" Down with your arms," he cried, in

execrable French, but with a glance and

gesture that left no doubt as to his mean

ing. The pikes and pitchforks, and even

the smith's hammer, fell clattering on the

floor.

" Ah, M. le Vicomte," he said, " I see

that we. are not a moment too soon. Had

they hurt a hair of your head I would

have hung the whole crew of them. But

we must be jogging, or we shall have the

countryside buzzing about us like a wasp's

nest." '

The Vicomte picked up the ivory cross

tenant looked

embarrassed.

" No offence,

M. le Vicomte,"

he said, awk

wardly, " but I

fear that is an

addition to the

ship's company

to which the cap

tain may object."

" Permit me,

monsieur," said

the Vicomte,

quietly, " to in

troduce you to

my fiancee,

Mademoiselle

Lavoisier."

The lieuten

ant looked at

him curiously,

but a glance at

Marie's gentle,

refined face,

now tinged with

a faint, rosy

blush, drove the

lurking smile

from his lips.

"Pardon me,

M. le Vicomte,"

he said, with

a bow. " Of course, the captain will be

charmed to receive mademoiselle."

Then he turned to his men, and spoke in

English.

" Now, my lads, put your best foot fore

most, or we shall have these French cats

spitting at us from behind every tree.

Quick, march."

The silver casket is still in the possession

of the Vicomte's descendants, and contains

many of the priceless jewels that flashed

and sparkled in the dim rays of the candle

on that eventful night in 1793; but they

are regarded as of little value compared

with a small ivory cross attached to a

broken chain, once the property of one

from whom every member of the family is

proud to have descended.
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MR. LIONEL

P. SMYTHE, A.R.A.

N the early part

of the year,

Mr. Lionel P.

Smythe was

singled out by

the Royal Academy as

one of the new Associates

to that renowned body.

Born in London of

English parents, Mr.

Smythe was educated at

King's College, and began

his artistic career at the

early age of fourteen. His

water-colour and oil paint

ings have been admired

for thirty-five years and

more by those who, not

being attracted by mere

notoriety, have, from an

entirely artistic point of view, judged

Smythe's work at its proper worth.

From a]

and then of the Old

Society, for many years;

moreover, as far as the

Royal Academy is

concerned, with the

exception of the present

year, Mr. Smythe has

shown works on its walls

without a break since

1868, which in itself is a

splendid record. Alto

gether, Mr. Smythe is a

refined and delicate artist;

one who has never tried

to paint " the picture of

the year," and so is not

well known to the public

at large. He lives for

the greater part of the

year in an old chateau,

not far from Wimereux,

near Boulogne, so that his

Mr. pictures of the Picardy scenery, studied on the

His spot, are replete with sentiment and marked

with something more than dexterous touch.

AGE 9.

Prom n Plato. 'â�¢.. I

AGE 29.

pictures of fisher life on the coast of France,

his beautiful landscape and country - life

subjects, have found room on the walls ot the

Royal Institute of Painters in \Vater-Colours,

PRESENT DAY.

Fnrnl a PAoto. by A. Lorimwr,
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REAR-ADMIRAL

DEWEY.

BORN 1838.

REAR-ADMIRAL

GEORGE DEWEY is slight

and short of stature,

with a fondness for the

pleasures of society and

the hunting-field, which

is somewhat unusual

with the ideal sailor of

popular imagination.

He entered the United

States Naval Academy

at Annapolis some thirty

years ago, and has gradu

ally risen to his present

position. The Civil War

broke out at the com

mencement of his naval

career, and, under Farra-

gut, he saw much active

service in the naval

encounters of that

campaign. He was a

lieutenant on the Missis

sippi when that vessel ran

Front a]

AGE 28.

AGE 21.

From a Photo, bv R. WiHtinton, Kontpetier. Ft

aground off Port Hudson, in March, 1863,

whilst in range of a hot fire from the enemy,

and in the work of removing the men from

their perilous position showed rare skill and

courage. Dewey is said to be stylish in the

extreme, and during the Civil War he earned

the sobriquet of "Dandy

Dewey" by going into

action in full dress, and

never appearing upon

deck without kid gloves.

It is remarkable, too,

that he suffers from sea

sickness, and from his

earliest days in the navy

he has never gone back

to sea from a vacation

ashore without an attack

of mal-de-mer. That

he is possessed, how

ever, of the highest of

all qualities in a

sea-fighter â�� pro

fessional boldness

â��is shown by his recent achievements at

Manila, which have made him a hero in the

eyes of his countrymen, and placed him in the

front rank of the world's naval commanders.

ACE 35.

From a Photo, liii R. Tt'tlHnfton,

Ucmtixlicr, VI

PRESENT DAY.

from a Photo, by Elmer Chickering, Botton,
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height. She saw again his tall, stooping figure,

standing half-dressed in the doorway, his face

livid with fear, the candle quivering in his

shaking hand, as he bade her get up and

follow him instantly. Leaping out of bed

she had wrapped a cloak about her, and

rushed after him. That frantic flight along

the gloomy passages by the dim, flickering

light of the candle, while the crash of splinter

ing wood and the yells and shrieks of the

frenzied peasants rang in her ears, haunted

her like an evil dream.

Fortunately the attention of the mob was

concentrated on the front entrance, and she

and her father managed to escape unper-

ceived by a side door. Lighted torches had

already been hurled through the shattered

windows, and the tears trickled down the old

steward's wrinkled cheeks as he saw the

flames leaping and writhing about the beauti

ful old home of the family he had served so

long and faithfully.

They were not pursued, and a compas

sionate neighbour sheltered them until the

fury of the villagers, excited by a revolutionary

fanatic from Paris, had exhausted itself in the

destruction of the chateau. In a mood of

half-contemptuous pity for the feeble old

man, they had subsequently allowed him to

live undisturbed in the cottage, which had

been previously occupied by a gamekeeper.

He would no doubt have been treated very

differently had they known that he carried

out of the burning chateau the silver casket

containing the family jewels, which had been

left in his charge during the Vicomte's

absence.

To restore these jewels to his beloved

young master became the one absorbing

passion of the old man's life; and the fear

that they might be discovered before he had

an opportunity of doing so tortured him day

and night. He was perpetually devising

some new and more ingenious place of con

cealment for them, and striving by all the

means in his power to discover the where

abouts of the Vicomte, who, according to a

vague rumour, had succeeded in escaping

from France.

At last the news arrived that the Vicomte

was safe in London, but it came too late.

Worn out by grief and anxiety, the old

steward had been growing feebler every day,

and he died without being able to accomplish

the task on which he had set his heart. With

his latest breath he had implored Marie to

devote herself as he had done to what, in the

eyes of the faithful old servant, was a sacred

duty; and Marie had eagerly vowed to spare

no effort, and shrink from no danger, in

order to place the jewels in the Vicomte's own

hands.

Indeed, the task to which she devoted her

self was a labour of love, and she went about

it with so much courage and energy, that at

length she succeeded in forwarding a letter

to the Vicomte. It was carried across the

Channel by her cousin, Pierre Laporte, the

owner of a swift lugger and a notorious

smuggler, who had grown famous for his skill

in avoiding cruisers and revenue cutters.

When Pierre returned from a more than

usually successful run, he brought back a

reply to Marie's letter. It informed her

that the Vicomte had secured a promise of

assistance from the captain of an English

frigate, and intended to come himself to the

cottage in order to obtain the jewels. The

vessel she had seen from the hill might prove

to be the frigate, and in half an hour or soâ��

she flushed and trembled at the thoughtâ��

she might hear his step upon the garden path.

Marie, as her gentle, refined face and slim,

graceful figure suggested, was by no means

on a level with her neighbours as regards

training and education. The Vicomte's

mother, having taken a fancy to her when a

child, had sent her to a convent school to be

educated, and had treated her more as a

friend, or even as a daughter, than a servant.

This perhaps mistaken kindness made her

present lot all the more difficult to endure.

Her step was growing less elastic, her little,

white hands rough with toil; the habits and

accomplishments she had acquired were

gradually fading away; and slowly, insensibly,

she was sinking to the level of the

coarse, ignorant peasants by whom she was

surrounded.

But the misery of extreme poverty, or the

dread of the guillotine, the inevitable doom

of those who befriended the nobles, had

never caused her to waver in her determina

tion to fulfil the duty she had undertaken.

Her heart leapt with delight to think that

in a few minutes she might taste the joy of

placing in the Vicomte's own hands the

jewels that would make himâ��now a penniless

exile, earning his daily bread by teaching

French in Londonâ��once more a compara

tively wealthy man.

That her efforts to restore them had not

been solely the outcome of gratitude for the

kindness she had received from his mother,

or a desire to fulfil her father's last wishes,

was her own secret. Neither he nor anyone

else should ever know that she treasured in

her heart every pleasant word he had spoken
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to her, every careless, good-natured smile he

had given her. She assured herself again

and again that she would be more than

content with this opportunity of proving her

loyalty and devotion, of convincing him that,

whoever had proved false and treacherous,

she and her father had been true to him.

As the minutes dragged slowly by, until

the brief night was almost gone, she grew

listless and dispirited. She told herself that

it was useless to expect the Vicomte any

longer, and that she might as well go to

sleep and prepare herself for the next day's

laborious and monotonous toil. Suddenly,

however, she rose to her feet with a white

face and wildly beating heart. Surely she

had heard a stealthy footstep on the garden

path? Yes, there it was again. A few

moments' silence ensued, and then she heard

the low murmur of voices, followed by a

knock at the door.

Quivering with agitation, she stepped

across the room, withdrew the bolt, and

threw open the door. Two men muffled in

cloaks, with their hats, in which were large

tricolour cockades, drawn over their eyes,

stepped abruptly in and closed the door

behind them. Something in their appear

ance alarmed her, and she shrank back,

white and trembling.

"SOMETHING IN THEIR APPEARANCE ALARMED HER."
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" Are you the citizeness Marie Lavoisier? "

demanded one of them, sternly.

" Yes," she faltered, timidly.

" Then I arrest you as a suspect, in the

name of the Republic."

" Monsieur," she stammered, " Iâ��Iâ��

" Hold," he interposed. " Listen to me.

If you wish to save your neck from the

guillotine, you will answer my questions with

out reserve."

She gazed at him with a pale, terror-

stricken face, but made no reply.

" It will be at your peril if you refuse to

answer," he continued, harshly. " Is it true

that to-night you are prepared to receive into

your house an aristocrat, an enemy of the

Republicâ��Louis, formerly known as the

Vicomte de Trouville ? Speak! Is it not

so?"

Again she made no answer. Her tongue

seemed paralyzed. The room appeared to

be swirling round her. She saw the men

through a strange, luminous mist.

" I see you cannot deny it," he continued.

"Well, you shall find that your silence will

not serve your purpose, and that I know

everything. You receive this man, this

aristocrat, this traitor to the Republic, for

what purpose ? It is in order that you may

deliver into his hands the family jewels,

purchased in the past at the cost of the

tears and toil of the wretched peasants

who tilled the soil, and suffered hunger

and misery that he and his ancestors

might build chateaux, and hunt deer,

and ride in carriages, and go clad in

silks, and laces, and jew:els. These

gems belong by right to the people,

and should be paid into the Public

Treasury for the benefit of those who

are fighting against the enemies of

France. You have undertaken to

restore them to this aristocrat who lies

under sentence of death. What can

you plead in defence of such conduct ? "

The girl's self-control â�� she was

hardly eighteen â�� gave way. This

hideous, nightmare-like reversal of all

her hopes overwhelmed her. She saw

herself already seated on the death-

tumbril rolling through yelling mobs

towards the guillotine. Covering her

face with her hands she sank shudder

ing into a chair.

" Come," said he, more gently, " you

are young â�� you have been misled.

There is yet time to repent, to show

your loyalty to the Republic. A

considerable discretionary power has
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been placed in our hands. Deliver up these

jewels to us, and assist us to arrest this Louis

de Trouville, and we shall guarantee that

you not only escape punishment, but receive

a full and ample reward. Come, time presses

â��what say you ? "

The girl rose slowly to her feet and faced

him. She was very pale, and her lips

quivered as she spoke, but, in spite of her

simple peasant's dress, there was a dignity in

her attitude, in her gestures, in the tones of

her voice, that might have become a queen.

" Monsieur," she said, quietly, " that the

people have suffered much wrong God

knows to be true. I, one of the people,

know it, but not, God also knows, at the

hands of the family of M. le Vicomte de

Trouville. For generations past they have

dealt kindly and justly with their peasantry,

and those who proved false in their hour of

need, who plundered and burnt their

chateau, were guilty of black ingratitude. I

and my parents received countless favours

from them ; I have eaten of their bread and

lived upon their bounty. If it must be so,

monsieur, I will go with you to Paris, I will

go to the guillotine ; but, as to M. le Vicomte,

I will not betray him, nor deliver up the

jewels to anyone but himself."

She expected an outburst of wrath, and

was surprised to see a look of some

thing like relief on the man's face. He

was about to speak, when his companion

stepped forward.

" Enough, Raoul," he said. " It is

clear that the girl may be trusted. Let

us have done with this mummery."

As he spoke he removed his hat, and at

the sight of his face and the sound of his

voice an exclamation of joy and astonishment

burst from Marie's lips. It was the Vicomte

himself. He was greatly changed. The few

terrible years that had passed since they last

met had considerably aged him. His face

was thin and pale, and the smile had gone

from the brown eyes that had once twinkled

with kindly merriment.

" Your pardon, Marie," he said. " I might

have known that the daughter of Jacques

Lavoisier would never betray a De Trouville ;

but the times are evil, and men have learnt to

suspect even their own fathers, sisters, and

brothers. Come, my child, do not be hurt at

our stratagem. I had no fear myself. It was

this good fellow who contrived it. His

anxiety for my safety makes him over

cautious. You have stood the test nobly."

Marie had indeed been cut to the quick

by his distrust of her. The scene was so

different from that which she had pictured in

her day-dreams; but she made a brave

attempt to conceal her disappointment.

" Yes, monseigneur," she said, timidly,

"that you should act with caution after all

that has taken place is most natural. It

could not be otherwise. If you will please to

be seated, monseigneur,

I will get

jewels."

you

the

The Vicomte

sat down, but

Raoul, who had

been watching

Marie suspiciously

throughout the in

terview, moved to

the door. He had

been the Vicomte's

valet in more pros

perous days, and

had obstinately

refused to desert

him.

" I will conceal

myself in the wood

and keep watch,

monsieur," said

he. " I liked not

that rustling we

heard among the

bushes. It may

have been, as you

said, some stray

animal, but I

could have sworn

I heard a foot

step."
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" As you please, Raoul," rejoined the

Vicomte, indifferently. " I heard nothing.

Nevertheless, act as you think best."

Meanwhile Marie stepped to the hiding-

place in which her father had deposited the

casket containing the jewels. Ever haunted

by the fear that he was suspected of having

them in his possession, and that spies were

on the watch to discover where they were

hidden, he was perpetually moving them

from one place of concealment to another.

Eventually, with infinite pains and no little

ingenuity, he had constructed a secret cham

ber in which he could safely hide them, and

could himself take refuge if the villagers,

as at times seemed likely, should decide

to arrest him and send him to Paris as

a suspect. The chamber was made by

doubling the partition between two rooms,

the entrance to it being at the back of a

cupboard fastened against the wall.

Marie opened the door of this cupboard,

which contained a few articles of dress,

hanging from hooks at the sides. Removing

these she pressed a spring, and the back of

the cupboard slid on one side, and revealed

an aperture in the wall. Stepping through

this into the narrow chamber beyond, she

brought out the silver casket and placed it

on the table.

" The jewels are inside," she said, simply.

" They have remained untouched since my

father's death. Will monsieur be good

enough to examine them? The

list is within. There is not, I

believe, one missing."

" No, no, Marie," said the

Vicomte, deeply touched by

the girl's manner. " It is un

necessary. Your word is more

than sufficient."

" If monsieur would be so

good," she persisted, gently,

" I would accept it as a

favour."

To please her he complied,

opening the casket, and spread

ing the glittering gems on the

table. Even in the dim light

of the candle they gleamed

and quivered with a lustrous,

luminous radiance. He glanced

at the shimmering jewels spark

ling in rings and brooches,

bracelets and necklaces, rare

and priceless works of art for

which too many of the women

he had known would have sacri

ficed their nearest and dearest,

Vol. xvi.â��37

and then at the slim, pale-faced girl, in the

poor peasant's dress, and was inexpressibly

touched by her fidelity and devotion. It

was true then, as he had often thought in the

past, that broad, white brow, the sweet, firm

lips, the calm, clear, deep grey eyes, were

indications of a noble spirit, of a character

incapable of the craft, and greed, and

treachery, and the animal-like selfishness

which, amid the brutalities of the evil days

through which he had lately passed, had

seemed inseparable from human nature. He

noticed her worn face, her roughened hands,

suggestive of the sacrifices she had made so

uncomplainingly, and an involuntary sigh

escaped his lips.

What unkind Fate had placed that deep,

impassable gulf of rank between them ? Had

she been of noble birth, how different it would

have been. As it was, the Vicomte de Trou-

ville could not mate with the child of a

peasant. It was impossible. With an effort

he thrust the idea from his mind.

"Come, Marie," he said, kindly, "the

jewels are before you. Choose which you

will. They shall be yours, and will, indeed,

be but a poor recompense for your fidelity."

" I wish for nothing, and shall want for

nothing, monseigneur," she replied, in a

quivering voice. " Do not ask me to accept

a reward, I beg you."

" No, no ! " he said, eagerly, " not as a

reward, as a souvenirâ��as something which

will remind you of the

service you have

rendered to one who

SHK LISTLESSLY SELECTED A SMALL IVORY CKOS5.
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will never cease to be grateful to you. Come,

you will pain me by a refusal."

She listlessly selected a small ivory cross

attached to a fragile gold chain, the least

valuable article in the glittering heap. He

watched her regretfully, with a vague sus

picion that she was disappointed and pained

by what had passed between them, and yet

not knowing what to say or do to comfort

her. He replaced the jewels mechanically in

the casket.

" It is time to go," he said. " The east

was brightening as we came in. Farewell,

Marie. When these troubles have passed we

shall meet again, and it may be in my power

to be of service to you. Then I may be

able to show my gratitude by deeds and not

by mere empty words. Au revoir, Marie."

"Farewell, monseigneur."

The door closed behind him. It was all

over. She had

nothing now to look

forward to, or hope

or plan for. The

dull, dreary days

stretched before her

in blank monotony.

Ah, the closing of the

door had awakened

her from a dream.

The ache at her

heart told her what

mad folly she had

been capable of,

what impossible

fancies and rosy

visions she had half

unconsciously in

dulged in. In a

paroxysm of shame

and self-contempt

she hid her face in

her hands, and her

slender figure shook

with suppressed

sobs. The sudden

opening of the door

startled her, and she sprang to her feet, her

cheeks still wet with tears. The Vicomte

stood in the doorway, looking at her remorse

fully.

grow old, and sad, and wrinkled, while you

should still be young and happy."

"It is better so, monseigneur," she said,

drearily.

" It must not be so," he answered, almost

angrily. " I will not permit it. If you will

not accept the jewels, I shall find means to

assist you in a way you cannot reject. I

have still friends who "

" Oh, monseigneur," she said, pitifully, " I

beseech you to leave me. Say no more, I

beg you. See, the candle is growing dim,

the dawn is breaking. If one of the villagers

chance to see you the alarm will be given,

and you will be arrested. Go, I implore

you. It is the one favour I ask of you."

His face flushed with a sudden resolve.

What, after all, were the claims of rank and

title when weighed in the balances with a

character capable of such unselfish loyalty

SHK HIU HER FACE IN HER HANDS.

" Monseigneur," she stammered.

" I could not leave you like this, Marie,"

he said, coming in and closing the door

behind him. " Surely you will let me pro

vide you with the means to live as befits

your training and education. Presently you

will sink to the level of a peasant, Marie,

with coarse hands and twisted body, and

and affection ?

"No," he ex

claimed, passion

ately, " I will not go.

Listen to me. When

you were but a child

in the old days at the

chateau, even then,

though I struggled

against it, I "

He stopped

abruptly and clutched

instinctively at the

hilt of his sword.

The report of a

pistol rang out in

the still air, and was

followed by shouts

and the hurried

trampling of feet.

Marie rushed past

him and looked out.

In the growing light

she could see a little

cloud of blue smoke

drifting among the

trees on the hillside,

and three or four men running at full speed

along the path that led to the shore. It

was clear that they had discovered Raoul,

and were evidently in hot pursuit of

him. She was drawing back when, hap

pening to glance towards the village, she

caught sight of a crowd of dark figures

advancing stealthily and swiftly in the

direction of the cottage. She closed the

door and turned with a white face to the

Vicomte.

" You are betrayed, monseigneur," she
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cried, in agony. "They are coming to

arrest you."

His eyes grew hard, and he looked at her

with a bitter smile. She could not mistake

the meaning of that look.

" You think that it is I who have betrayed

you ? " she exclaimed, in pitiful, heart-broken

accents. " Oh, monseigneur, may the good

God forgive you."

" The facts speak for themselves," he re

joined, coldly. " No one but yourself knew

of my presence here. Your trap was well

laid, Marie, and the jewels were a clever bait.

I hope your ingenuity will secure you a

generous reward. Open the door and call in

your friends. I never feared death less."

She looked at him with an air of bewilder

ment, as though scarcely able to comprehend

the meaning of his words. Then a flush of

indignation crimsoned her pale cheeks.

" Monseigneur," she said, " you wrong me

cruelly, as you will know before long. See,

the hiding-place is known to no one but my

self. Enter it, and you will be safe."

He still hesitated, and she clasped her

hands entreatingly.

" Enter, I beseech you, monseigneur," she

cried. :' Listen. They are surrounding the

house. There is no other way of escape.

Oh, quick, quick, or they will be here ! "

With a shrug of his shoulders he turned

on his heel, and

stepped into the

recess. Swift as

thought, Marie

thrust the sliding

panel into its

place and closed

the cupboard. She

had hardly done

so when the door

was dashed

violently open,

and a crowd of

gaunt, ragged

peasants, hustling

and jostling each

other in their

frantic haste,

rushed headlong

in. They were

armed with

roughly-made

pikes and pitch

forks, and Marie

shuddered at the

sight of their

brandished

weapons, lean,

swarthy faces, fierce eyes, and threatening

gestures. But the necessity of appearing

ignorant of their errand led her to make a

desperate effort to preserve her self-control.

In a faint, unsteady voice she began to

inquire what they wanted. But their leader,

a brawny, black-bearded smith, in a leathern

apron, with a huge sledge-hammer in his

hand, stopped her rudely.

" No lies," he said, roughly. " They will

not serve your turn this time. You have

long been suspected and watched, and to

night Jean Brissac saw two men enter the

house. They came from the English frigate

now lying off the coast. One he recognised

by his voice. It was the Vicomte de Trou-

ville. The other is now being pursued.

What has become of the Vicomte? "

Marie tried vainly to meet his eyes, to

stammer out some evasive reply. But the

ferocious expression on the man's coarse

features struck her speechless, and she shrank

back trembling with terror.

" You refuse to answer ? " he cried. " Well,

we shall talk with you presently. Search the

house, citizens, and be quick about it. If

our comrades don't put a pitchfork or a

bullet through the fellow who went skipping

through the wood like a rabbit, he may bring

the English upon us at any minute."

His followers, who had been impatiently

1 NO I.IKS/ HE SAID, ROUGHLY."
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awaiting the signal, rushed eagerly forward.

The cottage resounded with their shouts and

oaths, the clattering of their wooden shoes,

the clashing of their pikes, and the crash of

broken crockery, which in pure wantonness

they flung upon the floor and trampled into

fragments. They threw open the door of the

cupboard, and in an agony of fear Marie

buried her face in her hands, stifling with

difficulty the scream of terror that rose to

her lips. But, finding it empty, they turned

away without suspecting the existence of the

recess behind it. The search was soon over,

and with malignant looks, and muttered

threats and curses, they crowded about the

white-faced girl. The brawny smith pushed

his way to the front.

" Now then, little viper," he exclaimed, in

his great, hoarse voice, " do you understand

that you are a traitor to the Republic, that

you are guilty of harbouring aristocrats, who

are in league with the perfidious English, the

enemies of France ? Well, the punishment is

death, Marie, deathâ��do you understand ?

The guillotine would slice through that pretty

white neck of yours like a knife through a

carrot. Come, come, don't be obstinate,

child. Out with all you know, or your head

will be rolling in the sawdust before you are a

week older."

But terror seemed to have deprived Marie

of the power of speech. She gazed shud-

deringly at the ring of cruel, scowling faces

that surrounded her, and her lips moved,

but the words they formed were inaudible.

Hitherto, the smith had shielded her from

actual violence, and evidently wished to save

her life if she would consent to betray the

Vicomte. But her continued silence enraged

him, and he glared at her with a savage

glitter in his black eyes. Suddenly he leaned

forward, and snatched the ivory cross from

her neck with a force that snapped the

slender chain to which it was attached.

" Look ! " he cried, holding it out, " this

is the price of her treachery. She betrays

the cause of the people for such baubles as

this."

The sight awoke the almost bestial

ferocity that had been fostered in the French

peasantry of that time by ages of cruelty and

injustice. They cursed her and called her

vile names. One spat upon her. Another

lunged savagely at her with a pike. Grimy

hands clutched at her; fierce, flushed faces

with savage eyes and gleaming teeth were

thrust close to hers, and she shuddered and

screamed like some timid wild thing in the

jaws of a pack of wolves. No doubt she

would have been stabbed and struck down,

and trampled to death, if the smith had not

cleared a space about her with a swing of his

huge hammer.

" Back, fools," he exclaimed. " The dead

cannot speak. Do you wish the aristocrat

to escape ? Marie Lavoisier, I ask you for

the last time : what has become of this man ?

We can trifle no longer. The English may

be here at any moment. If you remain

obstinate you shall die, not by the guillotine,

but here and now."

She fell sobbing on her knees before him.

"Oh, spare my life!" she cried. "Have

pity on me ! Do not kill me !"

She clung wildly to his hand as she sobbed

out her appeal; but her white, quivering face,

the anguish and terror in the eyes raised to

his, did not move him. He wrenched his

hand free, and caught her roughly by the

wrist.

" Will you tell us what has become of the

Vicomte ? " he shouted.

" Oh, no, no ! " she cried, despairingly.

" I cannot. I cannot."

" Get me a rope ! " he exclaimed, savagely.

Several of the men had brought ropes with

which to secure the prisoners they had

expected to take, and one was eagerly passed

to him. At one end he made a running

noose, and threw the other across a beam

overhead. Then, in spite of the girl's screams

and struggles, he caught her hands in one of

his and forced the noose round her neck.

They dragged her to her feet, shrieking and

struggling, and clutching frantically at the

tightening rope. In another moment she

would have been dangling in the air, when

the door of the cupboard was dashed open,

and a clear, ringing voice bade them stop.

They wheeled round in amazement. Before

them stood the Vicomte de Trouville, sword

in hand.

With his pale, clear-cut face, slim, graceful

figure, and air of quiet self-confidence, he

presented a singular contrast to the swarthy,

uncouth peasants, who stood scowling and

snarling at him like dogs beaten away from a

bone.

"Ah," said he, in a cool, steady voice, "so

you inaugurate the reign of liberty, fraternity,

and equality with the blood and tears of an

innocent girl. You prate of the injustice

and tyranny of the nobles, and your own

hands are red with crimes that make the very

name of a Frenchman odious throughout the

world. You cowardly ruffians, your blood

would sully the sword of a brignnd, but I

think it will give God pleasure to see the
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earth rid of some of you

you desires the honour

nobleman's sword ? "

Come, which of lying at the smith's feet, and took Marie by

of dying upon a the hand.

Those nearest to him

took a step for

ward ; but the

smith, with an

inarticulate cry

of rage, thrust

them aside and

swung the

sledge - hammer

above his shoul

der. But the

blow never fell.

A man came

flying through

the doorway.

" Save your-

selves," he

gasped, breath-

lessly, "the

English are

upon us!"

But the warn

ing came too

late. Crowding

to the doorway

they found them-

selves co n-

fronted by the

bronzed faces

and glittering

cutlasses of a

party of British

seamen, who,

landing from the

" Come, Marie," he said, gently, and they

shrank back as he stepped through the doorway. The lieu

tenant looked

embarrassed.

BEFORE THEM STOOD THE VICOMTE.

frigate, had providentially met Raoul as he

fled through the wood, and had followed

him at full speed to rescue the Vicomte.

The English officer stepped forward, with

Raoul at his elbow.

" Down with your arms," he cried, in

execrable French, but with a glance and

gesture that left no doubt as to his mean

ing. The pikes and pitchforks, and even

the smith's hammer, fell clattering on the

floor.

" Ah, M. le Vicomte," he said, " I see

that we. are not a moment too soon. Had

they hurt a hair of your head I would

have hung the whole crew of them. But

we must be jogging, or we shall have the

countryside buzzing about us like a wasp's

nest." '

The Vicomte picked up the ivory cross

" No offence,

M. le Vicomte,"

he said, awk

wardly, " but I

fear that is an

addition to the

ship's company

to which the cap

tain may object."

" Permit me,

monsieur," said

the Vicomte,

quietly, " to in

troduce you to

my fiancee,

Mademoiselle

Lavoisier."

The lieuten

ant looked at

him curiously,

but a glance at

Marie's gentle,

refined face,

now tinged with

a faint, rosy

blush, drove the

lurking smile

from his lips.

"Pardon me,

M. le Vicomte,"

he said, with

a bow. " Of course, the captain will be

charmed to receive mademoiselle."

Then he turned to his men, and spoke in

English.

" Now, my lads, put your best foot fore

most, or we shall have these B'rench cats

spitting at us from behind every tree.

Quick, march."

The silver casket is still in the possession

of the Vicomte's descendants, and contains

many of the priceless jewels that flashed

and sparkled in the dim rays of the candle

on that eventful night in 1793; but they

are regarded as of little value compared

with a small ivory cross attached to a

broken chain, once the property of one

from whom every member of the family is

proud to have descended.
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MR. LIONEL

P. SMYTHE, A.R.A.

the early part

of the yeari

Mr. Lionel P.

Smythe was

singled out by

the Royal Academy as

one of the new Associates

to that renowned body.

Born in London of

English parents, Mr.

Smythe was educated at

King's College, and began

his artistic career at the

early age of fourteen. His

water-colour and oil paint

ings have been admired

for thirty-five years and

more by those who, not

being attracted by mere

notoriety, have, from an

entirely artistic point of

and then of the Old

Society, for many years ;

moreover, as far as the

Royal Academy is

concerned, with the

exception of the present

year, Mr. Smythe has

shown works on its walls

without a break since

1868, which in itself is a

splendid record. Alto

gether, Mr. Smythe is a

refined and delicate artist;

one who has never tried

to paint " the picture of

the year," and so is not

well known to the public

at large. He lives for

the greater part of the

year in an old chateau,

not far from Wimereux,

near Boulogne, so that his

Mr. pictures of the Picardy scenery, studied on the

His spot, are replete with sentiment and marked

with something more than dexterous touch.

view, judged

Smythe's work at its proper worth.

From n fÂ»olo. bÂ»l

ACE 9.

[//enry A'ovra.

pictures of fisher life on the coast of France,

his beautiful landscape and country - life

subjects, have found room on the walls of the

Royal Institute of Painters in Water-Colours,

PRESENT DAY.

From a PAofo. by A. Lorimur, BoutoffHt,
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REAR-ADMIRAL

DEWEY.

BORN 1838.

REAR-ADMIRAL

GEORGE DEWEY is slight

and short of stature,

with a fondness for the

pleasures of society and

the hunting-field, which

is somewhat unusual

with the ideal sailor of

popular imagination.

He entered the United

States Naval Academy

at Annapolis some thirty

years ago, and has gradu

ally risen to his present

position. The Civil War

broke out at the com

mencement of his naval

career, and, under Farra-

gut, he saw much active

service in the naval

encounters of that

campaign. He was a

lieutenant on the Missis

sippi when that vessel ran

JVoni a]

AGE 21.

From n Photo, b]/ H. Wtttiiuon, Mtmtixlitr, Vt.

[Photograph.

aground off Port Hudson, in March, 1863,

whilst in range of a hot fire from the enemy,

and in the work of removing the men from

their perilous position showed rare skill and

courage. Dewey is said to be stylish in the

extreme, and during the Civil War he earned

the sobriquet of "Dandy

Dewey" by going into

action in full dress, and

never appearing upon

deck without kid gloves.

It is remarkable, too,

that he suffers from sea

sickness, and from his

earliest days in the navy

he has never gone back

to sea from a vacation

ashore without an attack

of mal-de-mer. That

he is possessed, how

ever, of the highest of

all qualities in a

sea-fighter â�� pro

fessional boldness

â��is shown by his recent achievements at

Manila, which have made him a hero in the

eyes of his countrymen, and placed him in the

front rank of the world's naval commanders.

AGE 35.

Prom a Photo, nu n. H'iftiiuon,

I/..II',.!,- ;-. If.

PRESENT DAY.

Prom a Photo, by SImer Chitliering, Bottom,
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MISS LOUIE FREEAR.

BRIGHT little lady,

full of exceptional wit

and humour, yet with

an inexhaustible fund

of pathos when re

quired. Both gifts are so natural

and simple, that they go direct to

the hearts of her audience. An

eminent critic said

of Miss Freear not

long ago, "She is

the Mrs. Keeley of

our time, the one

actress left us

who belongs to

Dickens's day, who

can breathe the

breath of Dickens

Act 14.

From a Phvlo. by the rirnnii 1'hoto. Art

Company, Bcljatl.

across the footlights." This splendid verdict

Miss Freear has earned through her untiring

energy and hard work, and in a great measure by

her undoubted genius. Considering her youth

ful age, one cannot but wonder at Miss Freear's

rapid rise to popular favour ; that managers are

aware of Miss Freear's powers as a huge " draw "

is fully shown by the fact that her services have

been retained for Christmas pantomime work at

the splendid salary of ^no per week ! Miss

Freear was born in London of Irish parents,

made her first appearance as a baby in arms in

the farce of " Mr. and Mrs. White," and has

earned her living in the profession ever since she

was eight years of age. She has been in musical

troupes, including Moore

and Burgess and Roby's

Midget Minstrels, being a

member of the latter for eight

years. Puck, in "A Mid

summer Night's Dream," is

generally believed to be her

favourite part. Her London

successes include such popu

lar plays as "The day Pari-

siunne," "A Day in Paris,"

"Oh! Susannah,"and"Julia,"

all of which are, of course,

well known to our readers.

AGE 17.

f'rmn a Pliota. on A. Xapier, Johannaburg.

PRESENT DAY.

/ Y.M/, a Photo, by Window it Grove.



From Behind tJic Speaker s Chair.

XLVII.

(VIEWED BY HENRY \v. LVCY.)

MORE than four years have

A VACANT elapsed since, viewing the House

PLACE, of Commons from behind the

Speaker's Chair, one's glance

instinctively turned to, and lingered upon,

the noble figure on the Treasury Bench

seated opposite the brass-bound box. No

man is indispensable to mankind. But in

the interval since, on the ist of March,

1894, Mr. Gladstone finally walked out of

the House of Commons, members have

WALKING OUT FOR THE LAST TIME.

frequently had occasion to realize how irre

parable is their loss When he spoke, Mr.

Gladstone uplifted debate from whatever

rut of mediocrity it may have fallen into.

That was the power of the orator. When

he sat silent, his mere presence communi

cated to the House a sense of dignity and

a moral strength easier to feel than to de

scribe. That was the quality of the man.

I do not propose in this paper to attempt

to add to the far-sounding tribute of applause

and admiration which resounded over the

death-bed and the grave of the great English

man. I have, rather, strung together some

Vol. xvi.-38.

reminiscences such as may be discreetly

withdrawn from a record of personal associa

tion with which I was for some years

honoured.

One day at luncheon at Dalmeny,

A " PUNCH" during the campaign of 1885,

DINNER. Mr. Gladstone, talking with me,

turned the conversation upon

Punch work, showing keen interest in the

Wednesday dinner, and in the personnel of

the staff. A year or two later, when, being

in Opposition, he was at fuller leisure, 1

asked him to dinner to meet a few of my

colleagues. He replied :â��

" 4, Whitehall Gardens,

"Nov. 14, '88.

" DEAR MR. LUCY,â��I thank you much for

the invitation to join the goodly company to

be assembled round your table on the nth of

Dec. But I am living in hope of escape to

the country before that date, and therefore I

fear I am precluded from accepting your kind

invitation. At the same time, if the dinner

is in any case to come off. and if it were

allowed me in the event of my being in or

near London to offer myself, I should thank

fully accept such a reservation."

" Faithfully yours,

" W. E. GLADSTONE."

HE TOOK A GREAT INTEREST IN "PUNCH.'
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The dinner came off in May of the follow

ing year. In addition to the editor and the

artists of Punch, the company included Earl

Granville and Lord Charles Beresford. Mr.

Gladstone evidently enjoyed the company,

and was in bounding spirits. We were all

struck on this close view with surprise at

his amazing physical and mental virility, at

that epoch noted by every observer of the

veteran statesman in public life. He had

just entered upon that term of fourscore

years at which,. according to the Psalmist,

man's days are but labour and sorrow. Yet

the only indications of advanced age were

observable in increasing deafness and a slight

huskiness of voice.

Deafness was at this time a failing shared

by Lord Granville. Talking to either, it was

desirable to raise the voice above conver

sational level. Mr. Gladstone and Lord

Granville, though separated by the breadth

of the table, and both deaf, were able to make

each other hear without exceptional effort in

raising or modulating the voice.

A notable thing about Mr. Gladstone's

face at that date, a marvel to the end, was

the brightness of his eyes. They were fuller,

more unclouded, than those of many a man

under fifty. As he talkedâ��and his talk was

like the bubbling of an

illimitable waterspringâ��

the huskiness of his voice

wore off. To everyone's

delight, he did most of

the talking. But there

was not thenâ��nor on any

other of the occasions

when I have been privi

leged to sit within the

circle" of his company was

thereâ��any appearance of

his monopolizing conver

sation. As Du Maurier

wittily said, he was " a

most attractive listener.''

He had never been

in Du Maurier's com

pany before, but took

to him with quick ap

preciation aud evident delight. Almost im

mediately after Du Maurier had been pre

sented to him, the conversation turned upon

Homer. For ten minutes Mr. Glad

stone talked about Homer, with glowing

glance and the deep, rich tones of voice that

accompanied any unusual emotion. Homer,

he insisted, evidently did not like Venus

â��Aphrodite, as Mr. Gladstone preferred to

call her. He cited half-a-dozen evidences

of Homer's distaste for a goddess usually

fascinating to mankind.

Pictures and artists he discussed,

MILLAIS. with special reference to the

picture shows at the time open

in London. He said he always liked to go

round a picture gallery in the company of an

artist.

" Artists," he said, " looking at a picture

always see in it less to criticise, more to

admire, than is possible to ordinary people.

An artist sees more in a man's face than you

or I can."

For many years preceding his retirement

to Hawarden, Mr. Gladstone was accustomed

to make tryst with Sir William Agnew in the

early morning of the opening of the Royal

Academy. Sir William once told me he

insisted upon seeing everything, his critical

remarks upon the varied pictures being singu

larly acute. At the date of this dinner

Mr. Gladstone had had his portrait painted

not less than thirty-five times. How many

times he has been photographed is a sum

beyond even his power of computation. He

spoke with warm admiration and esteem of

Millais.

"I have had the good fortune," he said,

" to fall into the hands of a great artist,

who made the minimum

of demand upon my

somewhat occupied

time. Millais came to

know me so well that

sittings of five hours

sufficed him for his most

elaborate portrait, and

this time I was able to

give with real pleasure."

AS ATTRACTIVE LISTENER.

" Is Millais then a

charming companion

when at his work ? "

" Yes," said Mr. Glad

stone, " but not only

because he talks. Just

to watch him at his easel

i,s a delight. He throws

his whole heart and soul

into his canvas."

Talking about Mr. Bright, he

MR. BRIGHT, spoke regretfully of the careless

ness with which his old friend

dealt with himself in the matter of health.

" Bright," he said, emphatically, " did

nothing he should do to preserve his health

and everything he should not."

If he had only been wise, and wise in

time, there was, in Mr. Gladstone's opinion,

no reason in the world why he should not,
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on that May Day, 1889, have been alive,

hale and strong. But he would never listen

to advice about himself. Mr. Gladstone

told a funny little story about his habits in

this respect. Up to within a period of ten

years preceding his death Mr. Bright had

no regular, at least no recognised, medical

attendant. There was some mysterious

anonymous person to whom he occasionally

went for advice, and of whom he spoke

oracularly.

" But," said Mr. Gladstone, with that

curious approach to a wink that sometimes

varied his grave aspect,

"he would never tell his

name."

Somewhere about the

year 1879 Mr. Bright sur

prised Sir Andrew Clark

by one morning appearing

in his consultation-room.

Sir Andrew, who knew all

about his eccentricities

in the matter of medical

attendance, asked him

how it was he came to

see him.

" Oh," said Mr. Bright,

"it's Gladstone. He never

will let me rest about the

state of my health."

Long neglect had ir

retrievably wrought mis

chief, but Mr. Bright

acknowledged the im

mense benefit derived

from following the direc

tions of Mr. Gladstone's

friend and physician, and nothing more was

heard of the anonymous doctor.

upon getting, " and," he added, with a smile,

" I should like to have eight. I detest

getting up in the morning, and every morning

1 hate it just as sharply. But one can do

everything by habit. When I have had my

seven hours' sleep, my habit is to get out of

bed."

His memory was amazingly

minute, more particularly for

events that took place half a

century ago. Oddly enough,

where memory failed him was in the matter

of human faces. This gift precious to, indis

pensable for, Princes was

withheld from him. Me

told how somewhere in

the late thirties there lived

in London a man with a

system, now sunk into

oblivion, by which he

brought electricity to bear

in the direction of read

ing character.

AN KARLY

APPRE

CIATION.

A I-ITTLE FRIENDLY ADVICE

Mr. Gladstone seems to have

SLEEPING been always on the look-out for

HABITS, opportunity to give a little friendly

advice to Mr. Bright. One thing

he strongly recommended was never to think

of political affairs on getting into bed or

immediately on waking in the morning.

" I never do that," Mr. Gladstone said. " I

never allow myself to do it. In the most

exciting political crises I absolutely dismiss

current controversies from my mind when I

get into bed. I will not take up the line of

thought again till I am up and dressing in

the morning. I told Bright about this. He

said, ' That is all very well for you. But my

way is exactly the reverse. I think over all my

speeches when I am in bed.' "

Like Sancho Panza, Mr. Gladstone had a

great gift of sleep. Seven hours he insisted

" There were three

faculties he told me

wherein I was lacking,"

said Mr. Gladstone. "One

of them was that I had

no memory for faces; I

am sorry to say it was,

and remains, quite true."

It would have been in

teresting to hear what

were the other two facul

ties absence of which the

wise man detected. Mr.-

Gladstone did not say.

But forgetfulness of faces

he admitted and lamented, probably recognis

ing in the failing occasion of some personal

misunderstandings.

He talked a good deal about old

Parliamentary days, lapsing into

that gentle tone of charming

reminiscence which on quiet

Tuesday evenings or Friday nights sometimes

delighted the House of Commons. One

scene he recalled with as much ease and

fulness of detail as if it had happened the

week before. Its date was: the 4th of June,

1841. Sir Robert Peel had moved a resolu

tion of No Confidence in Her Majesty's

Government.

OLD DAYS

IN THE

COMMONS.

" You were there," said Mr. Gladstone,

pointing eagerly across the table to Lord

Granville. "You had not left the Commons

then. Didn't you vote in the division ? "

Lord Granville smilingly shook his head,

and to Mr. Gladstone's pained amazement
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positively could not remember what had

taken place in the House of Commons on a

particular night sped forty-eight years earlier.

To Mr. Gladstone the scene was as vivid as

if it had taken place at the morning sitting

he had quitted to join us at dinner.

Naturally, as the issue of

the pending division involved

the fate of the Ministry, party

passion ran high. Forces

were so evenly divided that

every member seemed to

hold in the hollow of his

hand the fate of the Minis

try.

"The Whips of those

days," he observed, parenthe

tically, " somehow or other

seemed to know more pre

cisely than they do now how

a division would go. It was

positively known that there

would be a majority of one.

On which side it would be was the only

doubt. There was a member of the Opposi

tion almost at death's door. He was

dead," Mr. Gladstone added, emphatically,

"except that he had just a little breath

left in him. The question was, could

he be brought to the House ? The Whips

said he must come, and so they carried hint

down. He was wheeled in in a Bath chair.

To this day I never forget the look on his

face. His glassy eyes were upturned, his

jaws stiff. We, a lot of young Conservatives

clustered round the door, seeing the Bath

chair, thought at first they had brought down

a corpse. But lie voted, and the resolution

which turned out Lord Melbourne's

Government was carried by a majority

of one."

with Pip, " early Benefactor," now Sir Edward

Russell. Mr. Gladstone once surprised, and,

I need hardly add, highly honoured me by

saying that when in residence at Hawarden,

the Liverpool Daily Post being the earliest

paper to reach him, the first thing he turned

to was the London Letter.

WHAT! NOT REMK.MUER IT? IT WAS

ONLY FORTY-EIGHT YEARS AGO.

Mr Gladstone did not

THE NEWS-affect that indifference to

PAPERS, the written word in the

newspapers with which Mr.

Arthur Balfour is equipped. He had

his favourites among the dailies and

weeklies. Of the latter was for many

years the Spectator, a paper aban

doned, as stated in a published record

of private conversation, because in

its new manner, soured by the Home

Rule controversy, it " touched him on

the raw."

For many years I contributed a

London Letter to the columns of a

Liverpool paper, edited by my old

friend and, as Mr. Pumblechook used

to describe himself in connection

" Dear Mr. Lucy," he

writes under date Jan. 14th,

1890â��"I hope we may

meet in town, and I can

then speak to you more

freely than I like to write re

specting a gentleman with

whom I have been intimate

for thirty years, and in whose

uprightness of intention I

fully believe, but who has

exposed himself deplorably

by his last effusion to the

Times. I had read your com

parison with great interest

where I read you daily, viz.,

in the Liverpool Daily Post."

The gentleness and lingering

affection with which Mr. Glad

stone, e.ven in the white heat of

personal political controversy,

speaks of an old friend makes it possible to

mention that the one he alludes to in this

connection was the Duke of Argyll. The

comparison which attracted him was attempted

to be established between himself in this

year 1890 and Sir Robert Walpole in 1742.

At the period Mr. Gladstone wrote Mr.

Chamberlain had not finally made up his

mind to throw in his lot with his old foemen

the Tories. He dreamed a dream of what

HISTORY

REPEATING '

ITSELF.

THE DUKE OF ARGYLL WRITES TO THE " TIMES.
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he called "a National Party." In the article

to which Mr. Gladstone refers it was pointed

out that a hundred and fifty years earlier an

almost exactly parallel case was set forth in

English history. In 1742, at the close of a

Ministry that had run a splendid career of

twenty years, the factions arrayed against Sir

Robert Walpole gained force sufficient to

encourage his arch-enemies to strike the long

impending blow. The Opposition of the

day was divided into two parties diametrically

opposed to each other in political opinion,

just as were the Dissentient Liberals and

the Conservatives of 1890. And as these

latter were each all one in their hatred of

Mr. Gladstone, so the manifold opposition

of 1742 were united in animosity towards

Walpole.

" Hatred of Walpole," Macaulay writes,

" was almost the only feeling common to

them. On this one point they concentrated

their whole strength. So much did they

narrow the disputed ground, so purely

personal did they make the question, that

they threw out friendly hints to

other members of the Administra

tion, and declared that they refused

quarter to the Prime Minister alone."

By precision of coincidence the

leading part in the cabal against

Walpole was the then Duke of

Argyll, whosi successor in the title

a hundred and fifty years later took

a leading part in the revolt against a

greater than Walpole.

In January, 1886, I was

called upon to undertake

the Editorship of the

leading Liberal paper in

In ordinary times the

post is one involving incessant

labour and grave responsibility.

But at least the party whose views

are represented are pretty fairly

decided as to what those views are,

and moderately united in giving

them expression. Within a few

weeks of my assuming the Editor

ship, the Daily News was faced by the pro

blem of taking instant decision as to whether

it would stand by Mr. Gladstone in the mat

ter of Home Rule, or whether it would join

its colleagues of the Liberal Press which,

without exception among London morning

papers, went over to the other side. What

happened is picturesquely set forth in the

subjoined letter, one of the last, if not abso

lutely the last, written by Mr. Gladstone from

the Premier's room in Downing Street:â��-

THE

" DAILY

NEWS."

London.

" 10, Downing Street,

" Whitehall, March 5, '94.

" DEAR MR. Lucv,â��Though under very

great pressure I must thank you for your

kind letter.

" I must add a word to your statement of

the solitude in which the Daily JVavs took

and gallantly maintained its post. I remember

a day on which the Pall Mall Gazette under

its clever, but queer, erratic Editor published

an object-lesson of the field of battle on the

Irish question. On one side were D.N. and

P.M.G.â��on the other the rest. I took my

P.M.G., drew a noose round the fighting

figure, and with a long line with a \ at

the end of it, carried it over to the other

side, and by this verifying process placed the

support of the P.M.G. at its true value, and

left D.N. occupying absolutely alone its

place of honour. I hope my account is

intelligible.

" I remain,

" Faithfully yours,

" W. E. GLADSTONE."

â�¢i \ :.:-

WRITING A POST-CARD.

When the split in the Liberal

Party occasioned by the Home

,, Rule movement showed itself

there was among other difficulties

that of denominating the seceders from the

main body of Liberals. The delicacy of the

situation was increased by the natural desire

of those concerned for the welfare of the

Liberal Party not to widen the rift by use of

opprobrious names. Otherwise there was a

term ready to hand in the phrase applied

" DISSEN

TIENT

LIBERALS.
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by the Northerners when the Southern States

withdrew from the Union. After much

cogitation 1 hit upon the phrase " Dissentient

Liberals," which, used in the leading columns

of the Daily News, became generally adopted.

The following memorandum from Mr.

Gladstone, written to me during the progress

of the General Election of 1886, shows how

anxious \vas his care in the matter :â��

" I am really desirous that the newspapers

should not go on representing as D.L. those

who are distinctly L., like Talbot. If

there is doubt about Sir H. Vivian, Villiers,

and others, that ought rather to be given in

our favour than against us. Further, the old

division into Liberals and Tories ought to be

regularly given, as U'ell as the division into

Irish and anti-Irish. At any rate, as soon as

total L. overtops C., which at first it does not

â��but best, I think, without waiting for this."

That phrase, "as soon as total L. overtops

C.," shows how sanguine he was up

to the last that the country would

respond to his appeal. As history

records, the achievement was never

completed, the poll finally made up

showing the new House of Commons

to consist of 317 Conservatives, 74

Dissentient Liberals, 191 Liberals,

and 84 Parnelliles, leaving Mr. Glad

stone in a hopeless minority of 116.

Even with the fresh sore

ness of the wounding,

Mr. Gladstone habitually

refrained from public re

sentment of the Thanes

who in 1886 fled from him. If

occasion arose to answer them in

debate, he was even more than

usually courteous in his address.

No one present will forget the

touching scene that softened the

acrimony of debate on the second

reading of the Home Rule Bill.

Mr. Austen Chamberlain found the

opportunity to deliver a maiden

speech, a flower of promise which

has since richly budded. Mr. Glad

stone spoke on the twelfth night of

the debate, following Mr. Balfour.

Close at hand lay the momentous

issue of the division. Behind him

was the mass of argument to be

answered, assertion to be confuted.

Yet he did not forget the maiden

speech of the young member, son of

an old colleague now his most potent

foeman. Commenting on the essay

and its reception by the House, he

GENEROUS

COMPLI

MENT.

turned towards his old colleague, seated at the

corner bench below the gangway, still on the

Liberal side, and, with gracious bow, said,

"It was dear and refreshing to a father's heart.'

There was one memorable occa-

MR. CHAM- sion when Mr. Gladstone could

BERLAIN. not resist an invitation to fall

upon and rend his severed friend.

I am reminded of the incident by a post

card, here reproduced in facsimile, as illus

trating not only Mr. Gladstone's familiar use

of this medium of communication, but his

characteristic prevision in beginning at the

very top in small handwriting, so that if the

spirit moved him he might utilize every scrap

of space.

" One word of thanks, however hasty," he

writes from i, Carlton Gardens, April izth,

1892, " for the brilliant article. It had but

one fault, that of excess with reference to

the merits of the principal subject of it."

FACSIMILE OF ONE OF MR. GLADSTONE'S POST-CAKDS.



FROM BEHIND THE SPEAKER'S CHAIR.

3Â°3

The article alluded to appeared in the

"Cross Bench " series of the Observer. It dealt

with a memorable scene in the House on the

8th of April, 1892, when, in the course of

debate, Mr. Gladstone, rising without a note

of preparation, fell upon Mr. Chamberlain

and belaboured him with effect all the greater

since the onslaught was free from slightest

display of brutal force. It is difficult to

say on which side of the House the joy of

the sport was more acutely felt and un

reservedly displayed. There dwells still in

the memory recollection of the scene in

which the little comedy was setâ��the

crowded House ; the laughing faces all turned

upon the picturesque figure standing at the

table; Mr. Chamberlain gallantly trying to

smile back on the benevolent visage turned

upon him with just a flash of malice in the

gleaming eyes ; and, that no touch might be

missing to complete the perfectness of the

scene, just behind Mr. Chamberlain, sitting

well forward on the bench with folded arms,

and on his face a mechanical grin of perhaps

qualified appreciation, Mr. Jesse Collings, " the

hon. member for Bordesley, the faithful

henchman of my right hon. friend, who

would cordially re-echo that or any other

opinion."

Immediately after the result of

the General Election of 1886

was made known, Mr. Gladstone

betook himself to Hawarden and

cheerfully entered on a quite new field of

labour, his ordinary fashion of seeking recrea

tion. A letter dated December i8th, 1886,

gives an interesting peep at him holiday

making :â��

" DEAR MR. LUCY,

A

"HOLIDAY

TASK.

" Thanks for the proof. I read the article

in the D.N., and thought it clever, enter

taining, and quite fair : the one in the P.M.

Gazette, the secret of which I think I know,

rather brutal. My ambition during my

'holiday' has been to give eighteen hours a

week out of seventy, or one-fourth, to the

prosecution of a study of which the Olympian

Religion is a central part. But the O.R. of

your articles is not mine. Mine is the religion

of the Homeric Poems, and a totally different

affair. For thirty years I have had this on

hand. But of this appropriation I have fallen

very far short. It has been my maximum.

" You may like to have the enclosed, from a

special correspondent of the Journal des

Debats.

"Faithfully yours,

"W. E. GLADSTONE."

The following letter, dated from

PARNELL'S ' > l88?' 'S

OFFER TO

RETIRE

FROM

mteresting for its reference to

Mr- Parne11- There was coni-

municated to the Daily News a

POI ITICXL rePort of a statement made by

LIFE ' '" Mr. Gladstone at a dinner given

by Mr. Armilstead. To this he

alludes in the postscript : â��

" DEAR MR. LUCY,

" i. Will you, if you think proper, print

the enclosed letter from me as a reply to an

Edinburgh Correspondent, and let it be

posted ?

" 2. Mr. \V - is an excellent man, but is

behind the world. To the Eighty Club that

I had long desired, and had made efforts for

Liberal co - operation, outside the Irish

question, but without effect.

" A pointed effort of that kind was made

many weeks, nay, I think, several months, ago.

"Yours faithfully,

" W. E. GLADSTONE.

"The Editor, Daily Ne-,t<s.

" The account given you of the Armitstead

dinner goes beyond the mark, -and evidently

mixes the writer's impressions with my state

ment, which was simply that Mr. P. offered

to retire from Parliament if I thought it right

to desire it. I spoke from recollection."

Paragraph two of this letter is a little

obscure, suggesting accidental omission of a

phrase. I give it as it was written. The

fault is redeemed by the delightfully brief

but perfect description of Mr. W - , who

is still alive, as excellent and as far behind

the world as ever. I saw him looking

reverently on from the fringe of the crowd of

personal friends gathered in Westminster

Hall round the bier of the lost Leader.

Of all the touching episodes in

the progress from the death-bed

at Hawarden Castle to the grave

side at Westminster Abbey, this

last muster of old friends and colleagues

round the coffin in Westminster Hall was

the most pathetic, the grandest in its sim

plicity. When Eleanor, wife of Edward I.,

was borne from Lincoln to the same burial

ground, her husband erected at various

places Crosses to mark where she had rested

on the way. For those present in West

minster Hall on Saturday, the 28th of May,

1898, there will ever live among the storied

recollections of the fane the remembrance

that its roof for a while enshrined the coffin

of Mr. Gladstone, making his last halt on

the way to his final dwelling-place.

IN WEST

MINSTER

HALL.



The Brotherhood of the Seven Kings.

BY L. T. MEADE AND ROBERT EUSTACE.

IX.â��THE BLOODHOUND.

HE aspect of matters had now

completely changed. Mme.

Koluchy had at last put her

self under the power of the

law, and her arrest at the worst

was only a question of days.

She had, it is true, a good start of her enemy,

but an early wire to Scotland Yard would

limit her movements by every conceivable

device. Each railway terminus in England

would be watched, as well as every port all

over the country ; for in all probability she

would try to make straight back to Italy,

where, even if she were arrested for crimes

committed in England, according to inter

national law the Italian authorities would not

be bound to deliver her up to an English

tribunal.

Yes, we felt that circumstances were at

last pointing to a crisis, and the arrest of the

greatest criminal of her day was all but

accomplished. Nevertheless, one knew that

with such resources as Madame possessed

she might surround herself with unexpected

defences, for she had many friends in the

country, and some of these moved in the

highest and most influential circles.

By an early train the two detectives, Du-

frayer, and myself returned to town. Madame

had, of course, avoided the railways, and had

doubtless gone off by road on a pre-arranged

plan with some of her confederates.

On the way up, Tyler, who had been silent

for some little time, leant across to the official

inspector and said : " Ford, I shall put Miss

Beringer on to this case now. I have more

faith in her intuition and skill where a woman

is to be hunted down than in any of my own

men,, or yours either."

The inspector smiled.

" Just as you like," he said. " I am well

aware of Miss Beringer's skill. There is not

a cleverer lady detective in the whole of

London ; but, whether she is employed in

the case or not, Madame cannot keep out

of our clutches much longer. She has prob

ably got back to London by now, and when

once there I'll swear she won't get out.

What we have to do when we arrive is to go

straight to Bow Street and get the warrant

drawn up."

"You look terribly knocked up, Head,

said Dufrayer, glancing at me.

" I have not quite got over the shock I

received yesterday," was my reply ; " but un

hand and arm are not nearly so painful as

they were, and I am far too excited to think

of rest at present. When I reach town I

shall go straight off to Monkhouse, in

Wimpole Street, and take his advice. My

impression is that the arm will be all right in

a week or so; and now, happen what may, I

intend to be in at the death."

Dufrayer gave me one of his steady, long

glances, but he did not shake his head or

attempt to oppose me, for he knew that on

this point my resolution was firm.

On reaching London I left my companions,

who promised to call at my house about one

o'clock, and went straight off to see .Monk-

house. He dressed my arm and hand care

fully, said that I had had a miraculous escape,

but he did not believe the injury was

permanent.

I then went home and waited anxiously

for the arrival of Dufrayer and the police

officers. They came soon after the hour

arranged, having obtained the warrant for the

arrest of Mme. Koluchy. To my surprise I

saw that they were accompanied by a stranger,

a tall, well-made girl of about five-ana-twenty

years of age. Tyler introduced her to me as

Miss Anna Beringer, and added, in a whisper,

that we were all right now, as we had secured

her services.

I glanced at her with some curiosity. She

was a good-looking girl, witli a keen, clever

face. Her grey eyes were very bright, and

all her features small and well formed, but

there was a certain hardness about her lips

which struck me even at the first glance.

Those lips alone gave indication of her

character, for there was nothing else in her

appearance at all out of the common, and to

an ordinary person she would appear simply

as a bright, well-set-up young girl, with high

spirits and a somewhat off-hand manner.

Her usual expression was both frank and

open, and her voice was very pleasant to

listen to.

" Mr. Tyler has already given me the out

line of the case," she said, turning to me.
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" I know exactly what occurred yesterday.

By the way, Mr. Head, I hope you are feel

ing better. Mme. Koluchy acted in a most

dastardly way to

wards you, and you

escaped as by a

miracle. I need not

say that Madame is

very well known to

me. It has been

the most earnest

wish of my life for

several years now to

be connected with

her capture. I look

upon such a capture

as the blue ribbon

of my profession.

She shall not escape

me now."

As Miss Beringer

spoke the hard lines

round her mouth

grew still harder,

and the womanly

element in her face

faded out, giving

place to a strong,

masculine look of

determination and

resolution.

" Well," said

Ford, " we have got

the warrant at last,

so it is all compara

tively plain sailing.

The first thing is

to go at once to

Madame's house.

She will scarcely

have arrived there yet, but we can at least

search the place and put a man on guard.

Do you feel up to coming with us, Mr.

Head ? " he added, turning to me.

" Certainly," I replied.

place. Dufrayer and I ascended the steps

and rang the bell. Ford, Tyler, and Miss

Beringer remained in the street.

" MISS RERINGFR.

" Well, then, we had better lose no time.

I have a carriage at the door, and also a

hansom."

Miss Beringer, Dufrayer, and myself a

moment later entered the landau which was

in waiting for us, and the two detectives

followed in the hansom. We all drove

straight to Welbeck Street. As we ap

proached Madame's house we saw that it

bore the usual marks of being shut up and

comparatively deserted. The window-boxes

were destitute of flowers, the blinds were

down, the steps had not been cleaned,

and an air of desolation hung over the

Vol. xvi.-39

" Suppose we can

not get in ? " I said,

after a moment's

pause, for no one

had yet come to

answer our sum

mons.

" With this war

rant in my posses

sion we can, if

necessary, break

down the door,"

replied Ford, laugh

ing. " But here

comes someone at

last."

We heard shuffl

ing footsteps

approaching, they

reached the door,

the chain inside was

undone, and some

bolts drawn back.

The door was then

opened, and a tall

old woman stood on

the threshold.

" What do you

want ?" she said,

speaking in a mum

bling voice.

" We want Mme.

K o 1 u ch y," said

Ford ; "is she with

in?"

The woman

started back quite

perceptibly. When Ford came up and spoke

to her I saw that she trembled all over.

" Madame is not at home," she began.

Ford interrupted hastily.

" Look here, missus. I have a warrant here

for the arrest of Mme. Koluchy, and I

demand an entrance, as I wish to search the

house immediately."

The woman drew back, apparently paralyzed

with fear, and we immediately entered the

hall in a body.

" I tell you Madame is not here," she

whimpered. " Madame has not been here

since Saturday last."

Ford pushed her aside unceremoniously,

and we began our search. We began with

the magnificent reception-rooms on the

ground-floor.

This was the first time I had been inside
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Miss Beringer heard the words, and once

again she roused herself. Now she sprang

to her feet.

" I might have known it," she said.

" Fools ! all of you ! How was it she

escaped? Did not you recognise her?"

" But Mme. Koluchy is dead," I said.

" Come and look for yourself, if you do not

believe me. Here she lies in this very room.

You scarcely know what you are saying just

now, after your own awful experience; but at

least Madame

has not escaped.

She can never

harm anyone

again â�� she has

gone to her long

account."

Miss Beringer

uttered a hollow

laugh.

"I am all

right," she said.

"It does not

take me long to

come back to

my senses. Oh,

what fools all

you men are !

Madame knew

what she was

about when she

immured me in

that living grave.

Do you call that

Mine. Koluchy ?

Come and look

at her again."

In the dim

light of the

laboratory we

went and bent

over the dead

woman. I looked

earnestly into

the face, and

then raised my

eyes. Beyond

doubt, poor

Miss Beringer's

senses had given way. The woman on whom

I gazed was Mme. Koluchy. Feature for

feature was the same.

" I told you, Mr. Head,'' she began, " that

I had work which would keep me in town.

So I had. From the time you went to

Hastings yesterday I began to watch this

house. I had all faith in the police officers

you, Mr. Ford, had placed on duty, but I

also felt certain that Madame, in her un

bounded resources, would find a means to

return. I knew that, if such were the case,

it would need all a woman's keenest wit

and intuition to foil her. She knew me as

Tl-RNF.D OU1CK AS LIGHTNING ri'ON MF.

" I see you doubt me," said Miss Beringer.

" Well, listen to my story."

She stood before us and began to speak

eagerly. We all clustered round her. Never

before had we listened to a tale of more

daring and unparalleled atrocity.

well as I knew

her. It is true

that she feared

no man in Lon

don, but I do

believe she had

a wholesome

dread of Anna

Beringer.

" Well, my

watch began,

and for the first

hour or so noth

ing occurred,

but as soon as

it was dark I saw

the old care-

taker, who

showed you over

the house on the

first occasion,

come out by the

area door. I

i m mediately

followed her.

She went straight

to a shop in the

Marylebone

High Streetâ��a

small grocer's.

She remained

there for nearly

half an hour.

When she came

out she was

carrying a bag,

quite a small

one, which ap

parently con

tained some provisions. I followed her

again, watching her closely, as I did so.

Something about her walk first attracted my

attention. The man on duty passed us as

we went down Wei beck Street. I quickened

my steps, and was in reality only two or three

feet behind the woman whom I now strongly

suspected to be Mme. Koluchy herself.

"Just when we reached the open gate of
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" Can you show us the way to the labora

tories ? " I asked of her.

She looked uneasy, but did not hesitate to

comply. She pointed with her finger, and we

went down a dim passage. The door of the

outer laboratory was open, and we entered.

There was another beyond this also with its

door ajar. Both rooms were fitted up with

every modern device, and excited my curiosity

as well as envy. But search as we would we

could get no clue to Madame's whereabouts.

" She is not in the house, that is certain,"

said Ford ; "and now there is nothing what

ever for us to do but to keep a sharp watch

in case she should venture to return."

As he spoke my attention was attracted

by the attitude of the old woman. Hitherto

she had followed us about something like a

snarling and ill-conditioned cur, who protested,

but had not courage to attack. Now she

came boldly into the room, and stood facing

us, leaning up against the wall. Her eyes

were dark and piercing, and shone out on

us from beneath heavy, overhanging brows.

Her mouth was almost toothless, and she

had a nutcracker chin.

" You won't find her," she muttered.

" Ah, you may look as long as you like, but

you'll never find her. The likes of her ain't

for the likes of you. She ain't like other

women. She's more spirit than woman, and

the Evil One himself is a friend to her. You

won't find her, never, never ! "

She laughed in a hollow and exultant

manner as she spoke.

" Would it not be well to arrest this old

crone ? " I said, turning to Ford.

He shook his head. " I don't believe she

has anything to do with the conspiracy," he

said, dropping his voice to a whisper,

" beyond the fact that she is Madame's paid

servant; but even if we wished to arrest her,

we could not do so on vague suspicion. We

can but watch her closely."

" Then there is nothing more to be done

at present ?" I queried, in a tone of dis

appointment.

" As far as you are concerned, Mr. Head,

there is nothing more," answered Tyler. " I

should recommend you to go home and have

a good rest. We will let you know the instant

anything happens."

We parted outside the house, where an

officer in plain dress was already standing on

duty. Dufrayer said he would look me up

in the evening, and the detectives and Miss

Beringer went on their way.

I hailed a hansom and returned to my

own house. AS I have already said, I was

far too excited to rest. The old woman's

words had affected me more strongly than I

cared to allow, and as I paced up and down

in my study, 1 could not help feeling any

thing but certain of the final result. I knew

that Dufrayer, Miss Beringer, Tyler, and Ford

were each and all absolutely sure that Madame

would soon be captured, but I was possessed

by uneasy fears. In this moment of extremity,

would not the great criminal bring all the

strength of her magnificent genius to bear on

the situation ?

As I thought over these things I was

suddenly possessed by a sense of comfort.

This was caused by my recollection of Miss

Beringer's face. Ordinary as that face looked

to the casual observer, it was by no means

so to those who watched it more narrowly.

To such a watcher its strange look of power

could not but appeal. So contemplated, the

face was the reverse of pleasantâ��the hard

ness round the lips became its dominant

feature. There was also an insistence in the

grey eyes which might on emergency amount

to absolute cruelty. But it was the strange

look of strength which I now remembered,

with a feeling of satisfaction. If Madame

ever met her match, it would be in the

person of that slight girl, for she pos

sessed, I knew well, a grip of her sub

ject which neither Ford nor Tyler, with

all their intelligence and long practice, could

own to. Miss Beringer could do work which

they could not even attempt, for to her

belonged the delicate intuition which is so

essentially a woman's province. I longed to

see her again, and also alone, that I might

talk over matters more freely with her. Tyler

had furnished me with her private address,

and I now resolved to telegraph to her. I

did so, asking permission to call upon her

that evening. The reply came within an hour.

" Don't come to-night, but expect me to

call on you early to-morrow."

Dufrayer came in as I was reading the

telegram.

" What have you got there ? " he asked.

" A wire from Miss Beringer," I replied.

I put it into his hand.

" You are impressed, then, by our new

detective ? " he said, slowly.

"Very much so," I answered. I gave a

few of my reasons, and he favoured me with

a grave smile.

" I never felt so hopeful," he continued;

" we are in a position we were never in yet.

It is, as Tyler says, merely a question of days.

Where so many are on the watch, Madame

cannot long escape us,"
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" Remember that the person we want to

get is Mme. Koluchy," I answered, "and do

not be too sure. For my part, I shall never

be certain of her until she is absolutely our

prisoner."

He did not remain with me much longer,

and I spent the night as best I could.

Between ten and eleven o'clock on the

following morning Miss Beringer arrived.

She entered my room quickly, came close to

my side, 'and fixed her eyes on my face.

"SHE CAME CLOSK TO MY SIDE."

I was startled by the change in her appear

ance. The grey eyes had a curious bright

glitter in them, and her face was pale and

drawn.

" Yes, Mr. Head," she said, as she took the

chair offered her ; " these cases take it out of

me. When once on the track, I never rest

day or night. I have never failed yet. If I

did, I think it would kill me."

She shivered as she spoke, and her thin

lips were drawn back to show her teeth. She

had somewhat the expression of a tigress

about to spring.

" You have news, Miss Beringer?" I said;

" I hope good news ? "

" I have news," she replied, gravely, " and

I trust it is good. It was because of what I

am about to tell you that I was unable to

call to see you last evening. Are you strong

enough and well enough to go down at once

with Ford to Hastings ? "

" Certainly," I replied.

" I will give you my reasons for asking

you to do so. There is a yacht cruising off

the coast. It is said

to belong to a Captain

Marchant. I have had

my suspicions from

the first that it is sub

sidized by Madame.

It was on account of

these suspicions that I

went to Hastings last

. night."

"To Hastings?" I

said.

"Yes; I spent

several hours of the

night and evening in

one of the low quarters

of the town by the

fish-market. There is

no doubt that several

members of the gang

are hiding in the

neighbourhood of

Hastings, and their

object is, of course, to

get to the yacht. It is

all-important to take

immediate steps to

prevent this."

" But how could

you find out about the

yacht in the first in

stance ? " I asked.

" I obtained a slight

clue," she replied, " no

matter how obtained,

and just when your telegram reached me

was on my way to Hastings, disguised

as a fisher - woman. I possess many

disguises in my rooms, and am seldom

taken aback when I want to act a good

part. I went third-class to Hastings, and

immediately visited the vicinity of the fish-

market. I have a friend there, a fish

wife, who does not know my real character,

and who is always glad to see me. I can act

the part admirably, and when I asked her

to accompany me to a large gin-palace, she

was all too willing. I was in reality



THE BROTHERHOOD OF THE SEVEN KINGS.

3Â°9

following two men, but she knew nothing

of that. While these men were drinking at

the bar, I drew near and was fortunate

enough to hear a few words of their conversa

tion. They spoke for the most part in Italian,

which I happen to know. The name of

Captain Marchant's yacht, the Siunvflake,

dropped from the lips of one. There was

also a woman mentioned, but not by name.

The Snowflake was waiting for the woman.

Meanwhile, the men were hiding in an old

disused Martello tower on the Pevensey

Marshes. This I learned scrap by scrap,

but it was enough for my purpose. I returned

to town by the first train this morning. Ford

and Tyler have received all the information

I have just told you, and are certain that the

yacht belongs to Madame. Ford and Tyler

go to Hastings by the twelve o'clock train.

And now the question is, can you go with

them, and will Mr. Dufrayer be induced to

accompany you ? Knowing as much as you

must do about the Society, your help will be

invaluable."

" I will go," I said, " and I will send a wire

to Dufrayer."

"Very well," she replied; "it is scarcely

eleven o'clock yet â�� you will find the

detectives at Charing Cross at noon."

"But won't you come with us?" I said.

" No," she answered, " my work obliges me

to remain in town."

She turned a little pale.

" Do you mind telling me what your next

step is ? " I asked.

"I would rather not," she answered, "for

even here walls may have ears."

As she spoke she glanced round her with a

nervous flash in her eyes, which left them

almost as soon as it appeared.

" I never confide my plan of operations to

anyone in advance," she continued. " I have

much to do and not a moment to lose. I

believe now, between us, Madame has little

chance of escape; but one false step, the

smallest indiscretion, would be fatal. Good

bye, Mr. Head. I am glad that you have

confidence in me."

" The utmost," I rpplied, as I wrung her

hand.

A moment later she left the house. I

packed a few things, sent a wire to Dufrayer,

and at the right moment drove off to Charing

Cross, where I met my friend, and also the two

detectives. We took our seats in the train

and it moved out of the station. We

happened to have the carriage to ourselves,

and Ford was in such a state of excitement

that he could scarcely sit still.

" Did I not say that Miss Beringer was the

one person in all London to help us?" he

cried. " She is like a bloodhound when she

scents the prey, and never lets go of the

scent From what she tells me, there is

little or no doubt that most of the gang are

hiding down in the Pevensey Marshes, and

have taken possession of one of the old, dis

used Martello towers. There are a good

many of them along the south coast."

Dufrayer asked one or two questions, and

Ford continued : " That's a cute idea about

using the old tower, and I believe the one

which we are to watch is No. 59. It stands

on the beach by the marshes of Pevensey

Bay. The gang are only waiting till the

steam yacht now being closely watched can

take them off. Of course, we could quite

easily go straight to the tower and catch those

members of the gang who are there, but we

want Mme. Koluchy, and my impression is,

th/t she is quite certain to come down to

night or to-morrow. Our present work,

however, will be to watch the tower day and

night, so that when she does arrive we can

catch her. Miss Beringer is under the

strong impression that at present Madame is

hiding in London. We may have a rough

and tumble with the gang when it comes to

the point, but I have taken steps to secure

lots of assistance."

On arriving at Hastings station we were

met by a couple of Tyler's agents.

" Has anything fresh occurred ? " asked

Ford, as we alighted.

" Nothing," answered one of the men,

" but there is no doubt that several members

of the gang are in No. 59 tower, and the

steam yacht has drawn off down Channel."

"Just as I expected," said Ford; "well,

the sooner we mount guard the better. We

will start as soon as it is dark."

The next few hours we spent in making

preparations. It was arranged that we should

go as if we intended shooting wild duck.

This would give us the excuse of carrying

guns, which we knew we might possibly want

for bigger game if the gang offered any

serious resistance.

At six o'clock our little band, consisting of

Dufrayer, Ford, Tyler, myself, and a couple

of policemen in plain clothes, drove west

wards out of the town to a lonely part of the

shore. Here a boat awaited us, and, entering

it, we pulled out into the bay. The moon

had risen, and we could see the row of

Martello towers dotted along the beach, and

the dark waste of the marshes behind them.

Ford steered, and, after an hour's hard



3io

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

pulling, turned the boat's head towards the

beach, where one of the dykes ran into the

marshes from the sea. This we silently

entered, and in a few moments the tall bul

rushes that grew on either side completely

concealed us. Ford raised his hand, and we

quietly shipped our sculls.

"That's where they are," he whispered,

pointing to one

of the towers

about two

hundred yards

off. " There is

not a light

visible, but they

are there and

no mistake.

Now, what we

have to do is

this. We will

leave the boat

here, and crawl

up under cover

of the shingle

ridge. We shall

be quite close

to the tower

there, and we

can lie in wait,

unseen by the

gang. How

Madame will

come, if to

night at all, by

boat or other

wise, it is im

possible to say;

but at any rate,

whenever she

arrives she can

not escape us.

There is the

steam yacht

now,"he added,

pointing out to

sea.

I looked up

and saw two

red and green

four-pounder, pointing uselessly out to sea.

The tower itself was almost in ruins, and

here and there the brickwork of the walls

showed through the stucco which had worn

off by time.

It was a calm night, and only the wash of

the sea broke the stillness. I stretched my

self on the rough, loose boulders and shingle,

" 'THAT'S WHERE THEY ARE,' HE WHISPERED.

lights moving slowly along a mile or so from

the shore.

Taking our guns and the provisions and

flasks we had brought with us, we crept

through the rushes and out on to the shingle,

till we were within twenty yards of the tower.

So close were we that I could see every

detail. The ladder leading up to the door

of the tower half-way up the wall was plainly

visible; as was, also, the old, rusty twenty-

and laid my

gun by my side.

Hour after hour

crept by. The

vigil we were

all keeping

was sufficiently

strange and ex

citing to keep

us wakeful and

attentive. Pre

sently a night

breeze arose

and sighed

among the bul

rushes in the

marshes behind

us. But all

within the

tower was ab

solutely silent

â��not a light

showed through

the chinks of

windows, not a

footfall came to

our ears. From

where I lay, I

could watch the

lights of the

yacht move to

and fro in the

black darkness.

The slow hours

dragged on, and

still nothing

happened. At

last the dawn

began to break

â�¢â�� it grew

brighter each

moment. I was just turning towards Ford

for our signal to go back to the boat, when

suddenly I saw him leap up, raise his gun,

and a loud report rang out on the still morn

ing air. I leapt to my feet also, as did the

others. The little window of the tower

opened, and two revolver shots rang through

it as Tyler, Dufrayer, and three of the men

rushed up the ladder. I followed them

immediately, at a loss to know what this;
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THE SHEEP PASSING OVER THE HOUND OF EARTH-

sheep passing in a body through the narrow

entrance. It looks peaceable enough, but

the photograph could not possibly show the

amount of insistency exerted by some of the

dogs in the competition before they manage

to get the leader of the sheep to pass

through. With the shepherd in front and

the dog behind, they get through, however,

and after being collected, continue round

the curve. Then looms up before the

flock the third obstacle on the course, a

mound of earth extending wholly across

the course, and over 3ft. wide. This tries

the temper of the sheep to the utmost.

They make vain efforts to go around the

obstruction instead of over it, but the dog

knows his busi

ness, and keeps

them on the course

until their very

noses are against

the mound. Some

of the dogs failed

to keep the sheep

together in this

place, and lost

their chance of a

prize thereby. But

in the competition

shown in our illus

tration, the four-

footed guide got

his leader started,

and all was well.

Note how he let

the hind sheep

follow and devoted

Vol. xvi.-41.

his earnest atten

tion to the leaders

keeping them in the

straight and narrow

path to victory.

The last stage

in the competition

is shown on this

and the next page,

and the pictures

and sheep may

possibly move

rapidly enough to

tell their own

story. The illustra

tion below shows

the sheep passing

in front of the

pavilion ; and the

reader may note

how perfectly the

flock are obeying

the silent commands of the dog as he

marshals them before the eagle eyes of

the judges. Still are the judges on the

look-out for bites. Still on their little

tablets do they mark merits and demerits in

the dog that the ordinary onlooker never sees.

And still for two or more hours do they sit

and watch the long processions of sheep go

past, laughing al the stupidity of some com

petitors, and admiring the skill of others with

the peculiar satisfaction of the expert. They

never lift their eyes off until the sheep are

driven into the arrival pen, where we may

see them entering in the illustration; and

then, when all is over, they compare their

marks and pick the winner. Meanwhile,

THE SHEEP PASSING IN FRONT OF THE GRAND STAND,
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I thought a moment, and then wrote:

" Stay in Welbeck Strcef until one of us conies

to you. Important. Danger if you stir."

Ford's eyes glittered as he read my words.

He attached the little note deftly to the neck

of one of the birds.

" There, off you go," he exclaimed; " it's

lucky birds can't talk."

He tossed the pigeon into the air, the bird

rose rapidly in gradually increasing circles,

and then shot off in a straight line for the

north, and so was lost to view bearing my

message to Mme. Koluchy.

As the pigeon darted up into the air, I

heard one of the prisoners utter an exclama

tion, and turn to his fellow. This action of

ours had evidently taken him completely by

surprise. The man at whom he looked made

no reply, even by a glance, but folding his

arms across his breast stood motionless as if

at attention. A glance showed me all too

plainly that, desperate as the men were, they

were at least true to Madame. Even death

by torture, did such await them, would not

induce any one of the Brotherhood to betray

their chief. They were all well dressed, and

had the apearance of gentlemen. They took

their apparently hopeless fate with stoicism,

and did not attempt any escape.

By this time the sun had well risen, and a

glorious morning had chased away the gloom

of the night. Placing our prisoners in the boat,

we pulled round to a lower part of the shore.

Here a trap met us by appointment, and in

less than an hour we were all on our way to

London. Success had at last rewarded our

efforts. We had secured Madame's gang,

and now it would be an easy feat to make

Madame herself our prisoner.

Ford had wired to Miss Beringer to meet

us at the station, and he whispered to me

from time to time as we ran up to town his

keen sense of satisfaction.

"Trust Miss Beringer not to have been

idle while we were busy down here !" he

exclaimed. "She may probably be able to

account for the way in which Mme. Koluchy

has got back to her house. Ah, we have

done for Mme. Koluchy at last. She'has

got the message of the carrier pigeon by now,

but she little guesses who are coming to pay

her a visit."

He laughed as he spoke. The train began

to approach its destination, and slowed down

preparatory to coming into the station.

"The first thing to be done," said Ford,

" is to take our prisoners to Bow Street and

have them formally charged, then we will all

go and visit Madame in a party. Ah ! here

we are : I'll just jump out first, and have a

look round for Miss Beringer."

He was the first to spring on to the plat

form, but look as he would he could not find

the lady detective. He came back presently

to the rest of us with a crestfallen expression

of face.

" It's odd," he said, " but it only shows

that she's precious busy with our business.

In all probability we will find her in the

vicinity of the house. Now, then, to look

after the prisoners."

We took our men in a couple of cabs to

Bow Street, and having seen them safe in the

cells, drove straight to Madame's house.

We had our last great capture to make in

order to complete our work.

As we neared the house a strange and

almost ungovernable excitement took posses

sion of me. Dufrayer and the two detectives

were also silent. This was no time for

speech. My heart beat hard and fast-â��the

stirring events of the last twenty-four hours

had kept my brain going at fever heat, and,

weak after the shock I had recently under

gone, the strain began to tell. Once or

twice I had to shake myself as a man in a

dream. Truly, it was almost impossible to

believe that in a few moments now Mme.

Koluchy, the invincible, the daring, the all-

powerful, would be our prisoner.

We drew up at last at the well-known

entrance, and spoke a few words to the man

on duty.

" Oh, yes," he replied, " it's all right, and

there's little or no news. The old woman has

gone out once or twice to a shop to get some

food, but no one has entered the house."

"What about Miss Beringer? Has she

been here ? " I asked.

" She was here yesterday evening," he

answered, " but I've not seen her since."

Telling him to be in readiness without

informing him of our convictions, we knocked

loudly and rang imperiously at the door. After

a very short delay the same old woman ap

peared. She wore a sort of night-cap with a

deep frill and her piercing eyes confronted us

from under the shaggy brows. She would only

now vouchsafe to open the door a few inches.

The place showed dimly in the half light,

for every blind was down and every shutter

up. We could not even see the bent form of

the old woman distinctly.

" Now, look here," said Ford, " your

mistress is in this house somewhere. We

happen to know it for an absolute fact. Will

you take us to her or not, for find her we

will?"
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The woman gave a low laugh, suppressed

as soon as uttered.

" You may look all you can," she ex

claimed, " but Madame is not here. You

are welcome to search the house to your

hearts' content."

After saying the last words she mumbled

something more to herself, and then shuffled

off down the passage.

We all entered the house.

" Now, then," said Ford, "we'll search from

cellar to garret, and we'll start this time

downstairs."

We descended to the basement, and made

a careful search through the various domestic

offices, until once more we found ourselves in

the first of Mme. Koluchy's magnificent

laboratories. Ford switched on the electrics,

and we looked around us. The place was in

perfect order, but a curious ethereal distillate

familiar to my nostrils hung in the air. I

could not account for this at the time,

although it filled me with a vague fear. We

went on into the second laboratory, which

was also in order, but was pervaded even

more strongly by the same smell. At the

further end of this room was a very low

doorway studded with nails and iron

bands. It looked as if it led into some

cellar, and I suddenly remembered that

we had not ex

plored beyond its

portals on the oc

casion of our first

visit. The old

woman had fol

lowed us into the

laboratories, keep

ing well in the

background. Ford,

who seemed to

observe the door

at the same

moment that I

had, turned upon

her eagerly.

"Where is the

key of this door ? "

he said.

"I don't know,"

she answered.

"Go and find it

immediately."

" My mistress

keeps the key of

that room, and

until she returns

you can't get in,"

was the low reply.

Vol. xvi.- 4O.

" We'll soon see about that," cried Ford.

He turned to one of his men.

"Just go out," he said, "and tell the man

on duty outside to get me an axe and crow

bar, and bring them here as soon as possible.

Hurry as fast as you can, Johnson ; there's

not a moment to lose."

The man left us immediately.

" I think we shall find a clue at the other

side of this locked door," continued Ford,

glancing at me. " I hope Johnson will look

sharp."

In less than a quarter of an hour the man

returned with the necessary implements.

" Martin and I went together to fetch

them," he said ; " I'm sorry I could not be

back sooner."

Ford seized the axe, and after a few smash

ing blows over the lock inserted the bar and

the door burst open. He stepped inside

immediately, but as he did so he started

back and a look of horror spread over his

face. We all rushed in.

"Escaped? How?" I said, pushing

forward.

" Good God, we are too late ! " he cried.

"She has escaped us.''

" By death !" he answered.

He went forward and knelt on the floor of

the room. In the dim light I could plainly

" IT WAS THE BODY OF MADAME KOLUCHY.
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see the body of a woman. Ford struck a

match and held it close to the face. It was

the body of Mme. Koluchy. Yes, there she

lay. The well-known face, in all its magnifi

cent beauty, wore now the awful repose of

death. Beside her was a small hypodermic

syringe, and also an open bottle containing

some clear solution. From that open bottle

had issued the smell which pervaded the

outer and the inner laboratory.

For fully a moment we all gazed down at

the dead woman in absolute silence. The

sudden discovery had struck us dumb. How-

she had managed to obtain access to the

house when it had been so closely watched

was indeed a mystery. But after all it

mattered nothing now. The end had come.

A fit end to such a life as hers had been.

We withdrew from the semi-darkness of the

room into the outer laboratory. Dulrayer

glanced round him.

" I wonder where the old woman can be ! "

he exclaimed.

" She was with us a moment ago," I

answered. " Is she not here now?"

" No, she has gone back into her own

haunts, most likely. Had we not better call

her? It is impossible that Madame could

have got into the house without her assist

ance."

" I will go and have a look for her," said

Tyler. He left the laboratory, and we heard

him moving about the house, his footsteps

echoing as he went. He presently came

back.

"She is not in any of the kitchens," he

said. " Perhaps she has gone upstairsâ��it

does not matter much now, does it ? "

" No," I answered, and then once more we

were all silent, too stunned to utter many

words. I never saw anyone look so utterly

crestfallen as Ford.

" To think that Mme. Koluchy should

have done us at the very end !" he exclaimed

more than once; " but it was like her; yes, it

was like he'r."

" The message which the carrier pigeon

brought meant evidently more to her than

lay on the surface," I remarked. l;She saw

that she was hemmed in on every side, and

was not the woman to be taken alive."

" Well, our search has come to an un

looked-for end," said Ford, again; " but I

do wonder," he added, " where Miss Beringer

can be. It is very odd that we have not

heard or seen anything of her."

Just then Dufrayer spoke.

" Hark ! " he cried, "what is that ? "

We all stood still and listened. Far away,

as if from some great distance, we heard a

muffled cry. Again and again it was repeated.

So faint was the sound that it seemed to be

away out in the street.

" What on earth can it be ? " said Ford,

looking round him anxiously.

We moved softly round the laboratory,

fearing to disturb the silent figure that lay in

the awful repose of death. Again and once

again we heard the cry. We stopped now

and then to listen more closely. At last we

reached a point where it seemed louder than

anywhere else. I lay down and applied my

ear to the stone flags.

" It is here !" I cried, in intense excite

ment, " just beneath us. Listen ! "

Yes, it was now unmistakableâ��the sound

came from beneath our feet.

"There is a cellar beneath this," I said ;

"someone is immured here."

We searched rapidly for any sign of an

entrance, but searched in vain.

Once again the cry was repeated, but now

it was as faint as that which might come

from the throat of an infant.

" There is someone under here," said

Dufrayer, in a tone of the greatest excitement.

" We must smash the flagstone immediately."

Ford and Tyler both seized the crowbar.

In a few moments they had loosened the

stone, levered it up, and turned it over. As

they did so, I perceived that there was a

secret spring underneath, and had we looked

long enough we could have removed the

stone without the help of the crowbar. The

moment it was turned up a breath of intensely

cold air greeted us, and we saw immediately

beneath our feet a dark, circular hole. A low

moan came up from the darkness. I gently

lowered down the crowbar; it rested on

something soft.

Our excitement now was intense. Taking

off my coat I lowered myself through the

hole, and holding on by my hands to the

edge of the hole, my feet at last touched

the solid ground. The cold that surrounded

me was so intense that I almost gasped for

breath. In what infernal region was I find

ing myself? I let go and, striking a match,

looked round. Good God ! a woman lay in

this fearful dungeon ! In another moment I

had raised her, and as her face caught the

light I saw at a glance that it was Miss

Beringer. The others quickly lifted her out,

and I sprang up beside them. A pair of

steel handcuffs were on her wrists. She was icy

cold from the awful chill of that subterranean

chamber, that at first she looked like one dead.

Her mouth was torn and her hands swollen.
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When she was brought up into the warmer

air she lay to all appearance unconscious for

several moments. Dufrayer quickly took a

flask from his pocket, poured out some

brandy, and put it to her lips. At first she

could not swallow, then, to our great relief,

a few drops went down her throat. She

sighed audibly and opened her eyes. When

she did so she stared with a dazed expression

all round. In less than a moment, however,

full consciousness returned, a fierce light of

" Mme. Koluchy is dead !" I answered,

thinking that she had not yet recovered her

senses.

" But she is not ! " she answered, in a

passionate voice. "Take the old woman."

Ford turned to one of his men.

" Fetch her in," he said.

" I have had a good search for her already,"

said Tyler, "and could not find her in any of

the lower regions.''

He spoke in a whisper, and I do not think

'â�¢ 'HAVK YOU GOT HER?' SUK ASKEP."

understanding shone in the depths of her

eyes, and she sat up.

"Have you got her? "she asked, gazing

wildly round.

" We have, Miss Beringer, but not alive," I

answered. " Now tell us how it is you are

here. Tell us what has happened, if you

possibly can."

" But the old womanâ��Mme. Koluchyâ��

have you got her ? "

Miss Beringer heard him. She was lying back

again with closed eyes. Ford's man rushed

out of the room, to return in a few moments.

" I have been all over the house," he said,

" and cannot find the woman high or low.

She is not hereâ��she must have gone out when

Martin and I were away fetching the axe and

crowbar. I remember now, we left the door

openâ��we had no thought of anything else in

our excitement."
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Miss Beringer heard the words, and once

again she roused herself. Now she sprang

to her feet.

" I might have known it," she said.

" Fools ! all of you ! How was it she

escaped ? Did not. you recognise her ? "

" But Mme. Koluchy is dead," I said.

" Come and look for yourself, if you do not

believe me. Here she lies in this very room.

You scarcely know what you are saying just

now, after your own awful experience; but at

least Madame

has not escaped.

She can never

harm anyone

again â�� she has

gone to her long

account."

Miss Beringer

uttered a hollow

laugh.

"I am all

right," she said.

"It does not

take me long to

come back to

my senses. Oh,

what fools all

you men are!

Madame knew

what she was

about when she

immured me in

that living grave.

Do you call that

Mme. Koluchy ?

Come and look

at her again."

In the dim

light of the

laboratory we

went and bent

over the dead

woman. I looked

earnestly into

the face, and

then raised my

eyes. Beyond

doubt, poor

Miss Beringer's

senses had given way. The woman on whom

I gazed was Mme. Koluchy. Feature for

feature was the same.

" I see you doubt me," said Miss Beringer.

" Well, listen to my story."

She stood before us and began to speak

eagerly. We all clustered round her. Never

before had we listened to a tale of more

daring and unparalleled atrocity.

" I told you, Mr. Head," she began, " that

I had work which would keep me in town.

So I had. From the time you went to

Hastings yesterday I began to watch this

house. I had all faith in the police officers

you, Mr. Ford, had placed on duty, but I

also felt certain that Madame, in her un

bounded resources, would find a means to

return. I knew that, if such were the case,

it would need all a woman's keenest wit

and intuition to foil her. She knew me as

well as I knew

her. It is true

that she feared

no man in Lon

don, but I do

believe she had

a wholesome

dread of Anna

Beringer.

" Well, my

watch began,

and for the first

hour or so noth

ing occurred,

but as soon as

it was dark I saw

the old care-

taker, who

showed you over

the house on the

first occasion,

come out by the

area door. I

im mediately

followed her.

She went straight

to a shop in the

Marylebone

High Streetâ��a

small grocer's.

She remained

there for nearly

half an hour.

When she came

out she was

carrying a bag,

quite a small

one, which ap

parently con

tained some provisions. I followed her

again, watching her closely, as I did so.

Something about her walk first attracted my

attention. The man on duty passed us as

we went down Welbeck Street. I quickened

my steps, and was in reality only two or three

feet behind the woman whom I now strongly

suspected to be Mine. Koluchy herself.

" Just when we reached the open gate of
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the area, and as I was about to lay my hand

on her shoulder, she turned quick as lightning

upon me, and dashed into my face a liquid

which must have been a solution of the

strongest ammonia. The effect was instan

taneous. I fell back gasping for breath, and

unable to utter a sound. She well knew

what the effect of the ammonia would be,

causing a sudden paralysis of the glottis,

which would prevent my uttering a word for

a couple of moments. Before I could

recover myself, she had flung her arm around

me, had dragged me down the area steps and

into the house. The moment we got within

she slipped a pair of handcuffs on my wrists

and also gagged me. I was so paralyzed by

the effect of the ammonia that I did not

attempt to make the smallest struggle until

too late. When she had gagged and bound

me, she dragged me down a passage and into

this laboratory where we are now standing.

She then laid me on the floor and tied me

down securely. When she had done this,

she looked down at me and smiled a smile

of devilish cruelty.

"' Yes, Miss Beringer,' she said, ' you are

a smart woman, the smartest with one excep

tion in all Ix>ndon. You are interested in

meâ��I am about to gratify that interest.'

" She left me for a few moments, and

presently returned dragging something heavy

after her. Horror of horrors, it was a

woman's dead body! I could scarcely

believe the evidence of my own senses. She

laid the body on the floor, and began to

dress it in some of her clothes. Having

done this, and having arranged it in the

attitude of one who might have suddenly

fallen and died, she came up to me

again.

"' Two years ago,' she said, speaking

slowly, and bending her face to within about

a foot of mine, 'there lived a woman in

Naples who was in every respect my

double. She was like me in each feature, in

height, proportion, even to the expression of

the face. She was a peasant woman, but so

strong was her resemblance to me, that twice

the Neapolitan police arrested her, believing

her to be me. They, of course, discovered

their mistake, and she quickly recovered

her liberty. The woman died, and though

to all appearance she was buried, it

was but a mock funeral. For I had been

watching her, and I felt that in extremis

she would be of the utmost use to me. I

offered the woman's husband a large sum

for her body. It was conveyed to my house

in Naples, no matter how. The husband

received his money, but in order that no

tales might arise he was quickly afterwards

put out of the way by one of my confederates.

I kept the body at a very low temperature,

and when I came to England in my own

yacht, brought it with me. Since then it has

remained in a frozen chamber beneath the

floor of the inner laboratory, thus retaining

its likeness, as under such circumstances it

would perpetually.

" ' The time has come when I must use my

double in order to effect my own escape.

The most vindictive tribunal in the world

will pause at the edge of the grave. My

enemies will suppose that I am dead, and I

shall escape from their power, for the like

ness to me is so perfect, that detection can

not be made until the autopsy. By then I

shall be well out of the country, for the men

who are on watch for me will have withdrawn

the moment the news of my suicide is known.

I mean to put a hypodermic syringe and a

bottle of strong poison near the body of the

woman. Thus all will be complete. This

is my last trump card.

" ' And now, Miss Beringer,' she added,

with a strange laugh, which I hear even now

echoing in my ears, ' for your part in this

ghastly game. In order to insure your

silence I mean to consign you to the frozen

chamber from which I have just taken this

woman. Gagged and bound in that place

your tortures will not last long, for death will

soon release you from them. But know that

you can never again mingle with your fellow-

men. Know also that you made a mistake

when you pitted your strength against mine,

for mine is the stronger. Come !'

" She raised me as if I were an infant, and

lifted me into the inner room. I noticed

that one of the flagstones was upâ��the gag

prevented my speaking, the thongs which

bound me prevented my struggling. Madame

thrust me into the frozen chamber and sealed

the stone above me. There I have remained

for the last fifteen hours. What I have

endured is beyond description. At last I

fancied I heard footsteps overhead. I made

one frantic struggle, and managed to remove

the gag from my lips. The moment I did so

I shouted wildly. Thank God, you heard me

in time."

Miss Beringer's words fell on our ears like

the strokes of a hammer. We were far too

stunned to reply. Madame had been in our

very grasp, under our hands, and once more

she had eluded us.
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BY GRANT ALLEN.

VII.â��THE ADVENTURE OF THE UNOBTRUSIVE OASIS.

WILL not attempt to describe

to you the minor episodes of

our next twelve monthsâ��the

malul-scr'P's we ty[)e-wrote and

lllc M-iÂ»il"iis we sold. Tis

one of my aims in a world so

rich in bores to avoid being tedious. I will

merely say, therefore, that we spent the

greater part of the year in Florence, where

we were building up a connection, but rode

back for the summer months to Swiuerlnnd,

as being a livelier place for the trade in

bicycles. The net result was not only that

we covered our expenses, but that, as

chancellor of the exchequer, I found myself

with a surplus in hand at the end of the

season.

When we returned to Florence for the

winter, however, I confess I began to chafe.

" This is slow work, Elsie ! " I said. " I

started out to go round the world; it has

taken me eighteen months to travel no

further than Italy ! At this rate, I shall

reach New York a grey-haired old lady, in a

nice lace cap, and totter back into London a

venerable crone on the verge of ninety."

However, those invaluable doctors came

to my rescue unexpectedly. I do love

doctors; they are always sending you off at

a moment's notice to delightful places you

never dreamt of. Elsie was better, but still

far from strong. I took it upon me to con

sult our medical attendant; and his verdict

was derisive. He did just what a doctor

ought to do. " She is getting on very well

in Florence,1' he said; " but if you want to

restore her health completely, I should advise

you to take her for a winter to Egypt. After

six months of the dry, warm desert air, I

don't doubt she might return to her work in

London."

That last jxiint I used as a lever with

Klsie. She positively revels in teaching

mathematics. At first, to be sure, she

objected that we had only just money enough

to jx\v our way to Cairo, and that when we

got there we might starveâ��her favourite

programme. I have not this extraordinary

taMe for starving ; Â«â�¢â�¢Â»â�¢ idea is, to go where

you like, and fuul something decent to eat

when you get therv. However, to humour

her, I Ivg.m to east about me tor a source of

income. I'herv is no absolute harm in seeing

your WAV clear belorv you for a twelvemonth.

though, of course, it deprives you of the

plot-interest of poverty.

" Elsie," I said, in my best didactic styleâ��

I excel in didacticsâ��"you do not learn from

the lessons that life sets before you. Look at

the stage, for example ; the stage is univer

sally acknowledged at the present day to be a

great teacher of morals. Does not Irving

say so?â��and he ought to know. There is

that splendid model for imitation, for instance,

the Clown in the pantomime. How does

Clown regulate his life? Does he take

heed for the morrow ? Not a bit of it! 'I

wish I had a goose,' he says, at some critical

juncture ; and just as he says itâ��patâ��a

super strolls upon the stage with a property

goose on a wooden tray; and Clown cries,

' Oh, look here, Joey ; Aeris a goose !' and

proceeds to appropriate it. Then he puts

his fingers in his mouth and observes, ' I

wish I had a few apples to make the sauce

with'; and as the words escape himâ��pat

againâ��a small boy with a very squeaky voice

runs on, carrying a basket of apples. Clown

trips him up, and bolts with the basket.

TAere's a model for imitation ! The stage

sets these great moral lessons before you

regularly every Christmas; yet you fail to

profit by them. Govern your life on the

principles exemplified by Clown ; expect to

find that whatever you want will turn up with

punctuality and dispatch at the â�¢ proper

moment Be adventurous, and you will be

happy. Take that as a new maxim to put in

your copy-book !"

"I wish I could think so, dear," Elsie

answered. " But your confidence staggers

me."

That evening at our table-d'hote, however,

it was amply justified. A smooth-faced

young man of ample girth and most pros

perous exterior happened to sit next us.

He had his wife with him, so I judged it

safe to launch on conversation. \Ve soon

found out he was the millionaire editor-

proprietor of a great London daily, with

many more strings to his journalistic

how ; his honoured name was Elworthy.

I mentioned casually that we thought

of going for the winter to Egypt He

pricked his ears up. Hut at the time he said

nothing. After dinner, we adjourned to the

cosy .f.i.i-v. I talked to him and his wife:

and somehow, that evening, the devil entered



A SHEEP-DOG COMPETITION.

course has already

been marked out

by means of plough

furrows, and pre

sents three obsta

cles : a bank of

earth and a dry

ditch, and a

V-shaped passage

between two

hedges. The dogs,

moreover, are re

quired by the rules

not to allow the

sheep to stray from

the course, nor to

bite them on the

ear, the neck, the

f o re-fee t, the

stomach, nor deeply

on the thigh. They

are not even

allowed to bark.

Dogs with diseases

and vicious dogs

are to be rigidly

excluded. It will

therefore be seen

that the work of the

canines has been

ably cut out for

them, and that the first prize winner will be a

dog of which any shepherd might be proud.

I'LAN OF THK COURSE.

The accompanying plan gives a more

detailed idea of the course, and will repay

examination. But our running commentary

must be brief. The pen marked (i) contains

the sheep for the competition; (2) is an

inclosure, about i3oft. long, leading to

another pen (3), from which the sheep are let

out upon the track. Passing round the horse-

BRIE SHEPHERD DOG.

3'9

shoe-shaped track,

and avoiding for a

moment the obsta

cles, we come to

the arrival pen (5),

and after passing

through another in

closure, I3oft. long

(6), reach finally

the large pen (7),

where all the sheep

which pass over the

course are received

and massed to

gether. The obsta

cles â�� that is, the

dry ditch, the

V-shaped passage,

and the mound of

earthâ��are shown

by (8), (9), and (i o)

respectively. Little

more need be ex

plained in the dia

gram except that

(12), (13), and (14)

represent the grand

stand for judges

and public, and that

(E) and (F) are the

places set apart for

the shepherds and their dogs before and after

they have taken part in the competition.

Let us now walk among the shepherds, as

we see them pictured in the illustration on

the first page, and admire the beautiful dogs

of Beauce and Brie. For they are â�¢worthy of

admiration. We, who like the good Scotch

collie and his handsome eyes, will probably

find the Brie dog, with his long grey and

woolly hair, most to our liking ; and will prefer

HEAUCE SHEPHERD DOG.
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THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

I speak of it as I find it (to borrow a phrase

from my charwoman at (iirton); and I am

bound to admit that the Mediterranean did

not treat me as a lady expects to be treated.

It behaved disgracefully. People may

rhapsodize as long as they choose about a

life on the ocean wave ; for my own part, I

wouldn't give a pin for sea-sickness. We

glided down the Adriatic from Brindisi to

Corfu with a reckless profusion of lateral

motion which suggested the idea that the

ship must have been drinking.

I tried to rouse Elsie when we came

abreast of the Ionian Islands, and to remind

her that " Here was the home of Nausicaa

in the Odyssey." Elsie failed to respond ;

she was otherwise occupied. At last, I

succumbed and gave it up. I

remember nothing further till a

day and a half later, when we

got under lee of Crete, and the

ship showed a tendency to

resume the perpendicular. Then

I began once more to take a

languid interest in the dinner

question.

I may add parenthetically that

the Mediterranean is a mere bit

of a sea, when you look at it on

the mapâ��a pocket sea, to be

regarded with mingled contempt

and affection ; but you learn to

respect it when you find that it

takes four clear days and nights

of abject misery merely to run

across its eastern basin from

Brindisi to Alexandria. I re

spected the Mediterranean im

mensely while we lay off the

Peloponnesus in the trough of

the waves with a north wind

blowing ; I only began to temper

my respect with a distant liking

when we passed under the

welcome shelter of Crete on a

calm, star-lit evening.

It was deadly cold. We

had not counted upon such

weather in the sunny south. I

recollected now that the (Ireeks were wont to

represent Boreas as a chilly deity, and spoke

of the Thracian breeze with the same deferen

tially deprecating adjectives which we our

selves apply to the east wind of our father

land ; but that apt classical memory

somehow failed to console or warm me.

A good-natured male passenger, however,

volunteered to ask us, " Will I get ye a

rug, ladies ?" The form of his courteous

question suggested the probability of his

Irish origin.

"You are very kind," I answered. "If

you don't want it for yourself, I'm sure my

friend would be glad to have the use of it."

<L Is it meself? Sure, I've got me big

ulsther, and I'm as warrum as a toast in it.

But ye're not provided for this weather.

Ye've thrusted too much to those rascals the

po-uts. ' Where breaks the blue Sicilian

say,' the rogues write. J'd like to set them

down in it, wid a nor'-easter blowing ! "

He fetched up his rug. It was ample and

soft, a smooth brown camel-hair. He

wrapped us both up in it. We sat late on

deck that night, as warm as a toast ourselves,

thanks to our genial Irishman.

' "TIS DOCTOR MACLOGHLEN,' HE ANSWERED."

We asked his name.

'Tis Dr. Mac-

loghlen," he answered. " I'm from County

Clare, ye see ; and I'm on me way to Egypt

for thravel and exploration. Me fader whusht

me to see the worruld a bit before I'd settle

down to practise me profession at Liscannor.

Have ye ever been in County Clare ? Sure,

'tis the pick of Oireland."

" We have that pleasure still in store," I

answered, smiling. " It spreads gold-leaf
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over the future, as George Meredith puts

it."

" Is it Meredith ? Ah, there's the foine

writer! 'Tis jaynius the man has: I can't

undtherstand a word of him. But he's half

Oirish, ye know. What proof have I got of

it ? An' would he write like that if there

wasn't a dhrop of the blood of the Celt in

him ? "

Next day and next night, Dr. Macloghlen

was our devoted slave. I had won his heart

by admitting frankly that his countrywomen

had the finest and liveliest eyes in Europe

â��eyes with a deep twinkle, half fun, half

passion. He took to us at once, and

talked to us incessantly. He was a red-

haired, raw-boned Munster-man, but a real

good fellow. We forgot the aggressive

inequalities of the Mediterranean while he

talked to us of " the pizzantry." Late the

second evening he propounded a confidence.

It was a lovely night; Orion overhead, and

the plashing phosphorescence on the water

below conspired with the hour to make him

specially confidential. " Now, Miss Cayley,"

he said, leaning forward on his deck chair,

and gazing earnestly into my eyes, " there's

wan question I'd like to ask ye. The am

bition of me life is to get into Parliminr.

And I want to know from ye, as a frindâ��if

I accomplish me heart's wishâ��is there anny-

thing, in me apparence, ar in me voice, ar in

me accent, ar in me manner, that would lade

annybody to suppose I was an Oirishman ?"

I succeeded, by good luck, in avoiding

Elsie's eye. What on earth could I answer ?

Then a happy thought struck me. " Dr.

Macloghlen," I said, " it would not be the

slightest use your trying to conceal it; for

even if nobody ever detected a faint Irish

intonation in your words or phrasesâ��how

could your eloquence fail to betray you for

a countryman of Sheridan and Burke and

Grattan ? "

He seized my hand with such warmth that

I thought it best to hurry down to my state

room at once, under cover of my compliment.

At Alexandria and Cairo we found him

invaluable. He looked after our luggage,

which he gallantly rescued from the lean

hands of fifteen Arab porters, all eagerly

struggling to gain possession of our effects ;

he saw us safe into the train ; and he never

quitted us till he had safely ensconced us in

our rooms at Shepheard's. For himself, he

said, with subdued melancholy, 'twas to some

cheaper hotel he must go ; Shepheard's wasn't

for the likes of him ; though if land in County

Clare was wort' what it ought to be, there

wasn't a finer estate in all Oireland than his

fader's.

Our Mr. Elworthy was a modern proprietor,

who knew how to do things on the lordly

scale. Having commissioned me to write

this series of articles, he intended them to be

written in the first style of art, and he had

instructed me accordingly to hire one of

Cook's little steam dahabeeahs, where I

could work at leisure. Dr. Macloghlen was

in his element arranging for the trip. " Sure

the only thing I mind," he said, "isâ��that

I'll not be going wid ye." I think he was

half inclined to invite himself; but there

again I drew a line. I will not sell salt fish ;

and I will not go up the Nile, unchaperoned,

with a casual man acquaintance.

He did the next best thing, however: he

took a place in a sailing dahabeeah ; and as

we steamed up slowly, stopping often on the

way, to give me time to write my articles, he

managed to arrive almost always at every

town or ruin exactly when we did.

I will not describe the voyage. The Nile

is the Nile. Just at first, before we got used

to it, we conscientiously looked up the name

of every village we passed on the bank in our

Murray and our Baedeker. After a couple

of days' Niling, however, we found that

formality quite unnecessary. They were all

the same village, under a number of aliases.

They did not even take the trouble to

disguise themselves anew, like Dr. Fortescue-

Langley, on each fresh appearance. They

had every one of them a small white

washed mosque, with a couple of tall

minarets ; and around it spread a number of

mud-built cottages, looking more like bee

hives than human habitations. They had

also every one of them a group of date-palms,

overhanging a cluster of mean bare houses ;

and they all alike had a picturesque and even

imposing air from a distance, but faded away

into indescribable squalor as one got abreast

of them. Our progress was monotonous.

At twelve, noon, we would pass Aboo-Teeg,

with its mosque, its palms, its mud-huts, and

its camels; then for a couple of hours we

would go on through the midst of a

green field on either side, studded by more

mud-huts, and backed up by a range of

grey desert mountains; only to come at

2 p.m., twenty miles higher up, upon Aboc-

Teeg once more, with the same mosque, the

same mud-huts, and the same haughty camels,

placidly chewing the same aristocratic cud,

but under the alias of Koos-kam. After a

wild hubbub at the quay, we would leave

Koos-kam behind, with its camels still
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serenely munching day before yesterday's

dinner ; and twenty miles further on, again,

having passed through the same green plain,

backed by the same grey mountains, we

would stop once more at the identical Koos-

kam, which this time absurdly described itself

as Tahtah. But whether it was Aboo-Teeg

or Koos-kam or Tahtah or anything else,

only the name differed : it was always the

same town, and had always the same camels

at precisely the same stage of the digestive

process. It seemed to us immaterial whether

you saw all the Nile or only five miles of

it. It was just like wall-paper. A sample

sufficed ; the whole was the sample infinitely

repeated.

However, I had my letters to write, and I

wrote them valiantly. I described the various

episodes of the complicated digestive process

in the camel in the minutest detail. I gloated

over the date-palms, which I knew in three

days as if I had been brought up upon dates.

I gave word-pictures of every individual child,

veiled woman, Arab sheikh, and Coptic

priest whom we encountered on the voyage.

And I am opsn to reprint those conscientious

studies of mud-huts and minarets with any-

enterprising publisher who will make me an

offer.

Another disillusion

weighed upon my soul.

Before I went up the

Nile, I had a fancy of my

own that the bank was

studded with endless

ruined temples, whose

vast red colonnades were

reflected in the water

at every turn. I think

Macaulay's Lays were

primarily answerable for

that particular misappre

hension. As a matter

of fact, it surprised me

to find that we often

went for two whole days'

hard steaming without

ever a temple breaking

the monotony of those

eternal date-palms,

those calm and super

ciliously irresponsive

camels. In my humble

opinion, Egypt is a

fraud; there is too much

Nileâ��very dirty Nile at thatâ��and not nearly

enough temple. Besides, the temples, when

you do come up with them, are just like the

villages; they are the same temple over

again, under a different name each time, and

they have the same gods, the same kings,

the same wearisome bas-reliefs, except that

the gentleman in a chariot, ten feet high, who

is mowing down enemies a quarter his own

size, with unsportsmanlike recklessness, is

called Rameses in this place, and Sethi in

that, and Amen-hotep in the other. With

this trifling variation, when you have seen

one temple, one obelisk, one hieroglyphic

table, you have seen the whole of Ancient

Egypt.'

At last, after many days' voyage through

the same scenery dailyâ��rising in the

morning off a village with a mosque, ten

palms, and two minarets, and retiring

late at night off the same village once

more, with mosque, palms, and minarets,

as before, da capoâ��we arrived one evening

at a place called Geergeh. In itself, I

believe, Geergeh did not differ materially

from all the other places we had passed on

our voyage : it had its mosque, its ten palms,

and its two minarets as usual. But I

remember its name, because something

mysterious went wrong there with our ma

chinery ; and the engineer informed us

we must wait'at least three days to mend

TOO MUCH NII.K.
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it. Dr. Macloghlen's dahabeeah happened

opportunely to arrive at the same spot

on the same day; and he declared with

fervour he would "see us through our

throubles." But what on earth were we to do

with ourselves through three long days and

nights at Geergeh ? There were the ruins of

Abydus close at hand, to be sure ; though I

defy anybody not a professed Egyptologist to

give more than one day to the ruins of

Abydus. In this emergency, Dr. Macloghlen

came gallantly to our aid. He discovered In-

inquiring from an English-speaking guide

that there was an unobtrusive oasis, never

visited by Europeans, one long day's

journey off, across the desert. As a

rule, it takes at least three days to

get camels and guides together for

such an expedition : for Egypt is not

a land to hurry in. But the indefatig

able Doctor further unearthed the

fact that a sheikh had just come in,

who (for a consideration) would lend

us camels for a two days' trip ; and

we seized the chance to do our duty

by Mr. Elworthy and the world-wide

circulation. An unvisited oasisâ��and

two Christian ladies to be the first to

explore it : there's journalistic enter

prise for you ! If we happened to be

killed, so much the better for the

Daily Telephone. I pictured the

excitement at Piccadilly Circus.

" Extra Special, Our Own Corre

spondent brutally murdered ! " I

rejoiced at the opportunity.

I cannot honestly say that Elsie

rejoiced with me. She cherished a

prejudice against camels, massa

cres, and the new journalism.

She didn't like being murdered :

though this was premature, for

she had never tried it. She

objected that the fanatical

Mohammedans of the Senoosi

sect, who were said to inhabit

the oasis in question, might cut

our throats for dogs of infidels. I pointed

out to her at some length that it was just that

chance which added zest to our expedition as

a journalistic venture : fancy the glory of

lieing the first lady journalists martyred in

the cause ! But she failed to grasp this aspect

of the question. However, if I went, she

would go too, she said, like a dear girl that

she is : she would not desert me when I was

getting my throat cut.

Dr. Macloghlen made the bargain for us,

and insisted on accompanying us across the

desert. He told us his method of negotia

tion with the Arabs with extreme gusto.

'''Is it pay in advance ye want?' says I to

the dirty beggars : 'divvil a penny will ye gtt

till ye bring these ladies safe back to Geergeh.

And remimber, Mr. Sheikh,' says I, fingering

me pistol so, by way of emphasis, ' we take

no money wid us; so if yer friends at Wadi

Bou choose to cut our throats, 'tis for the

pleasure of it they'll be cutting them, not for

anything they'll gain by it.: ' Provisions,

eflendi ?' says he, salaaming. ' Provisions

is it?' says I. ' Take everything ye'll

want wid you; I suppose ye can buy

EMI'HASIS.

food fit for a Crischun in the bazaar in

Geergeh ; and never wan penny do ye touch

for it all till ye've landed us on the bank

again, as safe as ye took us. So if the

religious sintiments of the faithful at Wadi

Bou should lade them to hack us to pieces,'

says I, just waving me revolver, ' thin 'tis

yerself that will be out of pocket by it.' And

the ould divvil cringed as if he took me for

the Prince of Wales. Faix, 'tis the purse

that's the best aigumint to catch these

haythen Arabs upon."



Picturesque People in Clay, IVood, and Shell.

BY GEORGE HARPER.

//lustrations from Photographs specially taken by George Newnes, Ltd,

HO has not seen the nigger

minstrels ? Who has not at

some time in his life laughed

and cried with themâ��laughing

at their noisy horse-play and

their abundant jokes ; and cry

ing (in later years) when those moss-grown

jokes, heavy with the weight of years, bobbed

up again immortal ? Who would not be a

nigger minstrel ?

But who ever heard of a nigger minstrel

troupe in Paraguay ? Tell us that such a

thing is impossible and unknown in this

South American land, and we

will show you that there are

many things in the world you

know naught of. For here, at

the top of this page, are four

nigger minstrels, whose history

has been connected with

Paraguay since the inception,

probably, of that ancient State.

They bear the marks of time

upon their ebon brows, and

have the general appearance

of decay that betrays the aged.

But if you ask us to tell

you more about them, we

cannot. You may see

them for yourself in the

Ethnographical Museum at

STATUETTK
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IN HARD CLAY

the Trocadero, in Paris, where they rest

in a glass case on the stairs, trying, in vain,

as it were, to make their plantation ditty

heard outside the glass. Like us all, they

are made of clay, but these are hard-baked

clay niggers, and have been singing away for

centuries in this stiff and stolid style. They

are not up-to-date niggers, for, in the photo

graph, we miss the " tambo " and the bones ;

and find instead the drum, and fife, and

gay guitar. But, for real long, lean, and

wonderfully constructed niggers, they are

evidently making a great volume of noise.

Note the fine, open counten

ances of the end men, and

deny this, if you will. M.

Creveillez, a French traveller,

who found and presented

them to the museum a few

years ago, left no word as

to who made them or when

they were made. Their

history, in short, is Sphinx-

like in its obscurity. One fact

alone we know â�� the potter

who formed them was an

expert, with a perfect know

ledge of the negro face, and

with a delightful sense of

humour. He, too, must have

loved the minstrels when a boy.
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Interesting as they are, however, we must

leave the niggers and pass on to other

interesting things. They are all in this

wonderful Paris museum, and no trip to

Paris ought to be comoleted without seeing

them; but for

the benefit of

those who will

never get to the

gay city, we have

taken photo

graphs of some

of the curious

things on the

shelves, by the

kind permission

of the Director.

All except the

negro orchestra

were made by

children, and

the first of

these, made by

a little boy in

Ille et Villaine,

material, the expressions on the different

faces are really remarkable. The eyes, noses,

and buttons on several are made by the appli

cation of ink or a hot iron. With an apti

tude wonderful for their years, the children

SISTER OK MERCY AND I'RIEST, CAKVED BY CHILDREN OUT OF HKIEH-\VOO[).

France, is shown at the foot of the first page.

It is but a crude attempt to carve the human

features in hard clay, and looked lonesome

when we saw it on the shelves, but the little boy

was happy over his toy, and he may now be

one of the first sculptors of France. Small

and insignificant as it is, the museum would

not part with it for worlds.

More curious and humorous are the

have utilized

the bark for

hats, hair, arms,

and coat - tails.

Note the hood

worn by the

sister of mercy,

the arms and

frayed robe of

the priest, the

flapping tails of

the gendarme,

and the hair of

the advocate.

They are merely

toys, but how

many moments

must have been

spent in making

them !

Near these brier-wood figures, in a special

case, stand some very wonderful figures made

of shells and pieces of cork by the children

of fishermen in Prefailles, Loire Infe'rieure,

France ; and at the top of the next page we

may note the first of this curious group, a

seaweed-gatherer with the spear and sea

weed in her hand. The trunk is made of

cork taken from some old fishing-net, and the

AUVOCATK. AND PROVINCIAL GENDARME, CARVED IIY CHILDREN Of r OF BRIER-WOOD.

diminutive figures shown on this page,

carved with knives by children out of brier-

wood. The little men and women stand

with dignity on one of the shelves, and, not

withstanding the limitations offered by the

skirt, collar, and hat are made of shells,

probably picked up along the beach by these

little toilers of the sea. Little is known about

the figures. They were found, as the nigger

orchestra was found, by another French
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" Anny chance, of a rescue, is it?" the

Doctor broke in, a trifle too ostensibly. " If

it costs us a whole British Army, me dear

lady, we'll fetch you away and save you."

" But nowâ��to-day ? You won't go away

and leave me ? You are the first Europeans

I have seen since Khartoum fell. They may

sell me again. You will not desert me?"

" No," I said. " We will not." Then I

reflected a moment.

What on earth could we do ? This was a

painful dilemma. If we once lost sight of

her, we might not see her again. Yet if we

walked with her openly, and talked like

friends, we would betray ourselves, and her,

to those fanatical Senoosis.

I made my mind up promptly. I may not

have much of a mind; but, such as it is, I

flatter myself I can make it up at a moment's

notice.

" Can you come to us outside the gate at

sunset ? " I asked, as if speaking to Elsie.

The woman hesitated. " I think so."

" Then keep us in sight all day, and when

evening comes, stroll out behind us."

She turned over some embroidered slip

pers on a booth, and seemed to be inspecting

them. " But my children ? " she murmured,

anxiously.

The Doctor interposed. " Is it childern

she has?" he asked. "Thin they'll be the

Mohammedan gintleman's. We mustn't

interfere wid them. We can take away the

ladyâ��she's English, and detained against

her will: but we can't deprive anny man of

his own childern."

I was firm, and categorical. "Yes, we

can," I said, stoutly; " if he has forced a

woman to bear them to him whether she

would or not. That's common justice. I

have no respect for the Mohammedan

gentleman's rights. Let her bring them

with her. How many are there?"

" Twoâ��a boy and-girl; not very old ; .the

eldest is seven." She spoke wistfully. A

mother is a mother.

" Then say no more now, but keep us

always in sight, and we will keep you. Come

to us at the gate about sundown. We will

carry you off with us."

She clasped her hands and moved off with

the peculiar gliding air of the veiled Moham

medan woman. Our eyes followed her. We

walked on through the bazaar, thinking of

nothing else now. It was strange how this

episode made us forget our selfish fears for

our own safety. Even dear, timid Elsie

remembered only that an Englishwoman's

life and liberty were at stake. We kept her

more or less in view all day. She glided in

and out among the people in the alleys.

When we went back to the camels at lunch-

time, she followed us unobtrusively through

the open gate, and sat watching us from a

little way off, among a crowd of gazers ; for

all Wadi Bou was of course agog at this

unwonted invasion.

We discussed the circumstance loudly, so

that she might hear our plans. Dr. Mac-

loghlen advised that we should tell our sheikh

we meant to return part of the way to Geergeh

that evening by moonlight. I quite agreed

with him. It was the only way out. Besides,

I didn't like the looks of the people. They

eyed us askance. This was getting exciting

now. I felt a professional journalistic interest.

Whether we escaped or got killed, what

splendid business for the Daily Telephone!

The sheikh, of course, declared it was

impossible to start that evening. The men

wouldn't moveâ��the camels needed rest. But

Dr. Macloghlen was inexorable. " Very well,

thin, Mr. Sheikh," he answered, philosophi

cally. " Ye'll plaze yerself about whether ye

come on wid us or whether ye shtop. That's

yer own business. But we set out at sun

down ; and whin ye return by yerself on

foot to Geergeh, ye can ask for yer camels at

the British Consulate."

All through that anxious afternoon we sat

in our tents, under the shade of the mud

wall, wondering whether we could carry out

our plan or not. About an hour before

sunset the veiled woman strolled out of

the gate with her two children. She joined

the crowd of sight-seers once more, for

never through the day were we left alone for

a second. The excitement grew intense.

Elsie and I moved up carelessly towards the

group, talking as if to one another. I looked

hard at Elsie : then I said, as though I were

speaking about one of the children, " Go

straight along the road to Geergeh till you

are past the big clump of palms at the edge

of the oasis. Just beyond it comes a sharp

ridge of rock. Wait behind the ridge where

no one can see you. When we get there,"

I patted the little girl's head, "don't say a

word, but jump on my camel. My two

friends will each take one of the children.

If you understand and consent, stroke your

boy's curls. We will accept that for a

signal."

She stroked the child's head at once with

out the least hesitation. Even through her

veil and behind her dress, I could somehow

feel and see her trembling nerves, her beating

heart. But she gave no overt token. She
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merely turned and muttered something care

lessly in Arabic to a woman beside her.

We waited once more, in long-drawn

suspense. Would she manage to escape

them ? Would they suspect her motives ?

After ten minutes, when we had returned to

our crouching-place under the shadow of the

wall, the woman detached herself slowly from

the group, and began strolling with almost

overdone nonchalance along the road to

Geergeh. We could see the little girl

was frightened and seemed to expostulate

with her mother: fortunately, the Arabs

about were too much occupied in watching

the suspicious strangers to notice this episode

of their own people. Presently, our new

friend disappeared ; and, with beating hearts,

we awaited the sunset.

Then came the usual scene of hubbub

with the sheikh, the camels, the porters, and

the drivers. It was eagerness against apathy.

With difficulty we made them understand we

meant to get under way at all hazards. I

stormed in bad Arabic. The Doctor in

veighed in very choice Irish. At last they

yielded, and set out. One

by one the camels rose,

bent their slow knees, and

began to stalk in thuir lordly

way with outstretched neck.s

along the road to the river.

We moved through

the palm groves, a

crowd of boys follow

ing us and shouting

for backsheesh. We

began to be afraid

they would accompany

us too far and dis

cover our fugitive ;

but fortunately they

all turned back with

one accord at a little

whitewashed shrine

near the edge of the

oasis. We reached

the clump of palms ;

we turned the corner of the ridge. Had we

missed one another? No ! There, crouching

by the rocks, with her children by her side,

sat our mysterious stranger.

They nodded, half terrified. In a second,

the stranger was by my side, Elsie had taken

the girl, the Doctor the boy, and the camels

were passively beginning to rise again. That

is the best of your camel. Once set him on

his road, and he goes mechanically.

The sheikh broke out with several loud

remarks in Arabic, which we did not

understand, but whose hostile character could

not easily escape us. He was beside himself

with anger. Then I was suddenly aware of

the splendid advantage of having an Irish

man on our side. Dr. Macloghlen drew his

revolver, like one well used to such episodes,

and pointed it full at the angry Arab.

" Look here, Mr. Sheikh," he said, calmly,

yet with a fine touch of bravado; " do ye

see this revolver ? Well, unless ye make yer

camels thravel sthraight to Geergeh widout

wan other wurrud, 'tis yer own brains will be

spattered, sor, on the sand of this desert! And

if ye touch wan hair of our heads, ye'll answer

for it wid yer life to the British Government."

CROUCHING DY THE ROCKS SAT OUR MYSTERIOUS STRANGER.

The Doctor was equal to the emergency.

" Make those bastes kneel !" he cried

authoritatively to the sheikh.

The sheikh was taken aback. This was a

new exploit burst upon him. He flung his

arms up, gesticulating wildly. The Doctor,

unmoved, made the drivers understand by

some strange pantomime what he wanted.

Vol. xvi.â��43.

I do not feel sure that the sheikh com

prehended the exact nature of each word

in this comprehensive threat, but I am

certain he took in its general meaning,

punctuated as it was with some flourishes of

the revolver. He turned to the drivers and

made a gesture of despair. It meant,

apparently, that this infidel was too much

for him. Then he called out a few sharp

directions in Arabic. Next minute, our

camels' legs were stepping out briskly along

the road to Geergeh with a promptitude which
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VII.â��THE ADVENTURE OF THE UNOBTRUSIVE OASIS.

WILL not attempt to describe

to you the minor episodes of

our next twelve monthsâ��the

manuscripts we type-wrote and

the Manitous we sold. 'Tis

one of my aims in a world so

rich in bores to avoid being tedious. I will

merely say, therefore, that we spent the

greater part of the year in Florence, where

we were building up a connection, but rode

back for the summer months to Switzerland,

as being a livelier place for the trade in

bicycles. The net result was not only that

we covered our expenses, but that, as

chancellor of the exchequer, I found myself

with a surplus in hand at the end of the

season.

When we returned to Florence for the

winter, however, I confess I began to chafe.

"This is slow work, Elsie !" 'l said. "I

started out to go round the world ; it has

taken me eighteen months to travel no

further than Italy! At this rate, I shall

reach New York a grey-haired old lady, in a

nice lace cap, and totter back into London a

venerable crone on the verge of ninety."

However, those invaluable doctors came

to my rescue unexpectedly. I do love

doctors; they are always sending you off at

a moment's notice to delightful places you

never dreamt of. Elsie was better, but still

far from strong. I took it upon me to con

sult our medical attendant; and his verdict

was decisive. He did just what a doctor

ought to do. " She is getting on very well

in Florence," he said; " but if you want to

restore her health completely, I should advise

you to take her for a winter to Egypt. After

six months of the dry, warm desert air, I

don't doubt she might return to her work in

London."

That last point I used as a lever with

Elsie. She positively revels in teaching

mathematics. At first, to be sure, she

objected that we had only just money enough

to pay our way to Cairo, and that when we

got there we might starveâ�� her favourite

programme. I have not this extraordinary

taste for starving; my idea is, to go where

you like, and find something decent to eat

when you get there. However, to humour

her, I began to cast about me for a source of

income. There is no absolute harm in seeing

your way clear before you for a twelvemonth,

though, of course, it deprives you of the

plot-interest of poverty.

" Elsie," I said, in my best didactic styleâ��

I excel in didacticsâ��" you do not learn from

the lessons that life sets before you. Look at

the stage, for example; the stage is univer

sally acknowledged at the present day to be a

great teacher of morals. Does not Irving

say so?â��and he ought to know. There is

that splendid model for imitation, for instance,

the Clown in the pantomime. How does

Clown regulate his life? Does he take

heed for the morrow ? Not a bit of it! 'I

wish I had a goose,' he says, at some critical

juncture ; and just as he says itâ��patâ��a

super strolls upon the stage with a property

goose on a wooden tray; and Clown cries,

' Oh, look here, Joey ; here's a goose!' and

proceeds to appropriate it. Then he puts

his fingers in his mouth and observes, ' I

wish I had a few apples to make the sauce

with'; and as the words escape himâ��pat

againâ��a small boy with a very squeaky voice

runs on, carrying a basket of apples. Clown

trips him up, and bolts with the basket.

There's a model for imitation ! The stage

sets these great moral lessons before you

regularly every Christmas; yet you fail to

profit by them. Govern your life on the

principles exemplified by Clown ; expect to

find that whatever you want will turn up with

punctuality and dispatch at the â�¢ proper

moment. Be adventurous, and you will be

happy. Take that as a new maxim to put in

your copy-book !"

" I wish I could think so, dear," Elsie

answered. " Hut your confidence staggers

me."

That evening at our lable-d'hote, however,

it was amply justified. A smooth-faced

young man of ample girth and most pros

perous exterior happened to sit next us.

He had his wife with him, so I judged it

safe to launch on conversation. We soon

found out he was the millionaire editor-

proprietor of a great London daily, with

many more strings to his journalistic

bow ; his honoured name was Elworthy.

1 mentioned casually that we thought

of going for the winter to Egypt. He

pricked his ears up. But at the time he said

nothing. After dinner, we adjourned to the

cosy salon. I talked to him and his wife;

and somehow, that evening, the devil entered
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into me. I am subject to devils. I hasten

to add, they are mild ones. 1 had one of my

reckless moods just then, however, and I

reeled off rattling stories of our various

adventures. Mr. Elworthy believed in youth

and audacity ; I could see I interested him.

The more he was amused, the more reckless

I became. " That's bright," he said at last,

when I told him the tale of our amateur

exploits in the sale of Manitous. " That

would make a good article ! "

" Yes," I answered, with bravado, deter

mined to strike while the iron was hot

" What the Daily Telephone lacks is just one

enlivening touch of feminine brightness."

He smiled. "What is your forte?" he

inquired.

" My forte," I answered, " isâ��to go where

I choose, and write what I like about it."

He smiled again. " And a very good new

departure in journalism, too ! A roving

commission! Have you ever tried your

hand at writing ? "

Had I ever tried ! It was the ambition of

my life to see myself in print ; though,

hitherto, it had been ineffectual. "I have

written a few sketches," I answered, with

becoming modesty. As a matter of fact, our

office bulged with my unpublished manu

scripts.

" Could you let me see them ? " he asked.

I assented, with inner joy, but outer

reluctance. " If you wish it," I mur

mured ; " but â�� you must be very

lenient !"

Though I had not told Elsie, the

truth of the matter was, I had just

then conceived an idea for a novelâ��

my magnum opusâ��the setting of which

compelled Egyptian local

colour; and I was, therefore,

dying to get to Egypt, if chance

so willed it. I submitted a

few of my picked manuscripts,

accordingly, to Mr. Elworthy,

in fear and trembling. He

read them, cruel man, before

my very eyes ; I sat and waited,

twiddling my thumbs, demure

but apprehensive.

When he had finished, he

laid them down.

" Racy ! " he said. " Racy !

You're quite right, Miss

Cayley. That's just what we

want on the Daily Telephone.

I should like to print these three," selecting

them out, "at our usual rate of pay per

thousand."

Vol. xvi. â��42.

" You are very kind." But the room

reeled with me.

" Not at all. I am a man of business.

And these are good copy. Now, about

this Egypt. I will put the matter in the

shape of a business proposition. Will you

undertake, if I pay your passage, and your

friend's, with all travelling expenses, to let me

have three descriptive articles a week, on

Cairo, the Nile, Syria, and India, running to

about two thousand words apiece, at three

guineas a thousand ? "

My breath came and went. It was posi

tive opulence. The super with the goose

couldn't approach it for patness. My editor

had brought me the apple sauce as well,

without even giving me the trouble of cook

ing it.

The very next day everything was arranged.

Elsie tried to protest, on the foolish ground

that she had no money : but the faculty had

ordered the apex of her right lung to go to

Egypt, and I couldn't let her fly in the face

of the faculty. We secured our berths in a

P. and O. steamer from Brindisi; and within

a week we were tossing upon the bosom of

the blue Mediterranean.

People who haven't crossed the blue

Mediterranean cherish an absurd idea that it

is always calm and warm and sunny. I am

sorry to take away any sea's character ; but

'HE READ THEM, CKfEL MAN, UEtUKE MV VERY EYES.
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I speak of it as 1 find it (to borrow a phrase

from my charwoman at Girton) ; and I am

bound to admit that the Mediterranean did

not treat me as a lady expects to be treated.

It behaved disgracefully. People may

rhapsodize as long as they choose about a

life on the ocean wave ; for my own part, I

wouldn't give a pin for sea-sickness. We

glided down the Adriatic from Brindisi to

Corfu with a reckless profusion of lateral

motion which suggested the idea that the

ship must have been drinking.

I tried to rouse Elsie when we came

abreast of the Ionian Islands, and to remind

her that " Here was the home of Nausicaa

in the Odyssey." Elsie failed to respond â�¢â�¢

she was otherwise occupied. At last, I

succumbed and gave it up. I

remember nothing further till a

day and a half later, when we

got under lee of Crete, and the

ship showed a tendency to

resume the perpendicular. Then

I began once more to take a

languid interest in the dinner

question.

I may add parenthetically that

the Mediterranean is a mere bit

of a sea, when you look at it on

the mapâ��a pocket sea, to be

regarded with mingled contempt

and affection ; but you learn to

respect it when you find that it

takes four clear days and nights

of abject misery merely to run

across its eastern basin from

Brindisi to Alexandria. I re

spected the Mediterranean im

mensely while we lay off the

Peloponnesus in the trough of

the waves with a north wind

blowing ; I only began to temper

my respect with a distant liking

when we passed under the

welcome shelter of Crete on a

calm, star-lit evening.

It was deadly cold. We

had not counted upon such

weather in the sunny south. I

recollected now that the Greeks were wont to

represent Boreas as a chilly deity, and spoke

of the Thracian breeze with the same deferen

tially deprecating adjectives which we our

selves apply to the east wind of our father

land ; but that apt classical memory

somehow failed to console or warm me.

A good-natured male passenger, however,

volunteered to ask us, " Will I get ye a

rug, ladies ?" The form of his courteous

question suggested the probability of his

Irish origin.

" You are very kind," I answered. " If

you don't wunt it for yourself, I'm sure my

friend would be glad to have the use of it"

"Is it meself? Sure, I've got me big

ulsther, and I'm as warrum as a toast in it

But ye're not provided for this weather.

Ye've thrusted too much to those rascals the

po-uts. ' Where breaks the blue Sicilian

say,' the rogues write. I'd like to set them

down in it, wid a nor'-easter blowing ! "

He fetched up his rug. It was ample and

soft, a smooth brown camel-hair. He

wrapped us both up in it. We sat late on

deck that night, as warm as a toast ourselves,

thanks to our genial Irishman.

' "TIB DOCTOR MACLOCHLEN,' HE ANSWERED."

We asked his name. " 'Tis Dr. Mac-

loghlen," he answered. " I'm from County

Clare, ye see ; and I'm on me way to Egypt

for thravel and exploration. Me fader whisht

me to see the worruld a bit before I'd settle

down to practise me profession at I.iscannor.

Have ye ever been in County Clare ? Sure,

'tis the pick of Oireland."

" We have that pleasure still in store," I

answered, smiling. " It spreads gold-leaf
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over the future, as George Meredith puts

it."

"Is it Meredith? Ah, there's the foine

writer ! Tis jaynius the man has : I can't

undtherstand a word of him. But he's half

Oirish, ye know. \Yhat proof have I got of

it ? An' would he write like that if there

wasn't a dhrop of the blood of the Celt in

him ? "

Next day and next night, Dr. Macloghlen

was our devoted slave. I had won his heart

by admitting frankly that his countrywomen

had the finest and liveliest eyes in Europe

â��eyes with a deep twinkle, half fun, half

passion. He took to us at once, and

talked to us incessantly. He was a red-

haired, raw-boned Munster-man, but a real

good fellow. We forgot the aggressive

inequalities of the Mediterranean while he

talked to us of " the pizzantry." Late the

second evening he propounded a confidence.

It was a lovely night; Orion overhead, and

the plashing phosphorescence on the water

below conspired with the hour to make him

specially confidential. " Now, Miss Cayley,"

he said, leaning forward on his deck chair,

and gazing earnestly into my eyes, "there's

wan question I'd like to ask ye. The am

bition of me life is to get into Parlimint.

And I want to know from ye, as a frindâ��if

I accomplish me heart's wishâ��is there anny-

thing, in me apparence, ar in me voice, ar in

me accent, ar in me manner, that would lade

annybody to suppose I was an Oirishman ?"

I succeeded, by good luck, in avoiding

Elsie's eye. What on earth could I answer ?

Then a happy thought struck me. " Dr.

Macloghlen," I said, " it would not be the

slightest use your trying to conceal it; for

even if nobody ever detected a faint Irish

intonation in your words or phrasesâ��how

could your eloquence fail to betray you for

a countryman of Sheridan and Burke and

Grattan ? "

He seized my hand with such warmth that

I thought it best to hurry down to my state

room at once, under cover of my compliment.

At Alexandria and Cairo we found him

invaluable. He looked after our luggage,

which he gallantly rescued from the lean

hands of fifteen Arab porters, all eagerly

struggling to gain possession of our effects ;

he saw us safe into the train ; and he never

quitted us till he had safely ensconced us in

our rooms at Shepheard's. For himself, he

said, with subdued melancholy, 'twas to some

cheaper hotel he must go ; Shepheard's wasn't

for the likes of him ; though if land in County

Clare was wort' what it ought to be, there

wasn't a finer estate in all Oireland than his

fader's.

Our Mr. Elworthy was a modern proprietor,

who knew how to do things on the lordly

scale. Having commissioned me to write

this series of articles, he intended them to be

written in the first style of art, and he had

instructed me accordingly to hire one of

Cook's little steam dahabeeahs, where I

could work at leisure. Dr. Macloghlen was

in his element arranging for the trip. " Sure

the only thing I mind," he said, "isâ��that

I'll not be going wid ye." I think he was

half inclined to invite himself; but there

again I drew a line. I will not sell salt fish ;

and I will not go up the Nile, unchaperoned,

with a casual man acquaintance.

He did the next best thing, however: he

took a place in a sailing dahabeeah ; and as

we steamed up slowly, stopping often on the

way, to give me time to write my articles, he

managed to arrive almost always at every

town or ruin exactly when we did.

I will not describe the voyage. The Nile

is the Nile. Just at first, before we got used

to it, we conscientiously looked up the name

of every village we passed on the bank in our

Murray and our Baedeker. After a couple

of days' Niling, however, we found that

formality quite unnecessary. They were all

the same village, under a number of aliases.

They did not even take the trouble to

disguise themselves anew, like Dr. Fortescue-

Langlcy, on each fresh appearance. They

had every one of them a small white

washed mosque, with a couple of tall

minarets ; and around it spread a number of

mud-built cottages, looking more like bee

hives than human habitations. They had

also every one of them a group of date-palms,

overhanging a cluster of mean bare houses ;

and they all alike had a picturesque and even

imposing air from a distance, but faded away

into indescribable squalor as one got abreast

of them. Our progress was monotonous.

At twelve, noon, we would pass Aboo-Teeg,

with its mosque, its palms, its mud-huts, and

its camels ; then for a couple of hours we

would go on through the midst of a

green field on either side, studded by more

mud-huts, and backed up by a range of

grey desert mountains; only to come at

2 p.m., twenty miles higher up, upon Aboo-

Teeg once more, with the same mosque, the

same mud-huts, and the same haughty camels,

placidly chewing the same aristocratic cud,

but under the alias of Koos-kam. After a

wild hubbub at the quay, we would leave

Koos-kam behind, with its camels still
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serenely munching day before yesterday's

dinner ; and twenty miles further on, again,

having passed through the same green plain,

backed by the same grey mountains, we

would stop once more at the identical Koos-

kam, which this time absurdly described itself

as Tab tab. But whether it was Aboo-Teeg

or Koos-kam or Tab tab or anything else,

only the name differed : it was always the

same town, and had always the same camels

at precisely the same stage of the digestive

process. It seemed to us immaterial whether

you saw all the Nile or only five miles of

it. It was just like wall-paper. A sample

sufficed ; the whole was the sample infinitely

repeated.

However, I had my letters to write, and I

wrote them valiantly. I described the various

episodes of the complicated digestive process

in the camel in the minutest detail. I gloated

over the date-palms, which I knew in three

days as if 1 had been brought up upon dates.

I gave word-pictures of every individual child,

veiled woman, Arab sheikh, and Coptic

priest whom we encountered on the voyage.

And I am opsn to reprint those conscientious

studies of mud-huts and minarets with any

enterprising publisher who will make me an

offer.

Another disillusion

weighed upon my soul.

Before I went up the

Nile, I had a fancy of my

own that the bank was

studded with endless

ruined temples, whose

vast red colonnades were

reflected in the water

at every turn. I think

Macaulay's Lays were

primarily answerable for

that particular misappre

hension. As a matter

of fact, it surprised me

to find that we often

went for two whole days'

hard steaming without

ever a temple breaking

the monotony of those

eternal date-palms,

those calm and super

ciliously irresponsive

camels. In my humble

opinion, Egypt is a

fraud; there is too much

Nileâ��very dirty Nile at thatâ��and not nearly

enough temple. Besides, the temples, when

you do come up with them, are just like the

villages; they are the same temple over

again, under a different name each time, and

they have the same gods, the same kings,

the same wearisome bas-reliefs, except that

the gentleman in a chariot, ten feet high, who

is mowing down enemies a quarter his own

size, witb unsportsmanlike recklessness, is

called Rameses in this place, and Sethi in

that, and Amen-hotep in the other. With

this trifling variation, when you have seen

one temple, one obelisk, one hieroglyphic

table, you have seen the whole of Ancient

Egypt.

At last, after many days' voyage through

the same scenery dailyâ��rising in the

morning off a village with a mosque, ten

palms, and two minarets, and retiring

late at night off the same village once

more, with mosque, palms, and minarets,

as before, da capoâ��we arrived one evening

at a place called Geergeh. In itself, I

believe, Geergeh did not differ materially

from all the other places we had passed on

our voyage : it had its mosque, its ten palms,

and its two minarets as usual. But I

remember its name, because something

mysterious went wrong there with our ma

chinery ; and the engineer informed us

we must wait'at least three days to mend

TOO MUCH NII.K.
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it. Dr. Macloghlen's dahabeeah happened

opportunely to arrive at the same spot

on the same day; and he declared with

fervour he would " see us through our

throubles." But what on earth were we to do

with ourselves through three long days and

nights at deergeh ? There were the ruins of

Abydus close at hand, to be sure ; though I

defy anybody not a professed Egyptologist to

give more than one day to the ruins of

Abydus. In this emergency, Dr. Macloghlen

came gallantly to our aid. He discovered by

inquiring from an English-speaking guide

that there was an unobtrusive oasis, never

visited by Europeans, one long day's

journey off, across the desert. As a

rule, it takes at least three days to

get camels and guides together for

such an expedition : for Egypt is not

a land to hurry in. But the indefatig

able Doctor further unearthed the

fact that a sheikh had just come in,

who (for a consideration) would lend

us camels for a two days' trip; and

we seized the chance to do our duty

by Mr. Elworthy and the world-wide

circulation. An unvisited oasisâ��and

two Christian ladies to be the first to

explore it : there's journalistic enter

prise for you ! If we happened to be

killed, so much the better for the

Daily Telephone. I pictured the

excitement at Piccadilly Circus.

" Extra Special, Our Own Corre

spondent brutally murdered ! " I

rejoiced at the opportunity.

I cannot honestly say that Elsie

rejoiced with me. She cherished a

prejudice against camels, massa

cres, and the new journalism.

She didn't like being murdered :

though this was premature, for

she had never tried it. She

objected that the fanatical

Mohammedans of the Senoosi

sect, who were said to inhabit

the oasis in question, might cut

our throats for dogs of infidels. I pointed

out to her at some length that it was just that

chance which added zest to our expedition as

a journalistic venture : fancy the glory of

lieing the first lady journalists martyred in

the cause ! But she failed to grasp this aspect

of the question. However, if I went, she

would go too, she said, like a dear girl that

she is : she would not desert me when I was

getting my throat cut.

Dr. Macloghlen made the bargain for us,

and insisted on accompanying us across the

desert. He told us his method of negotia

tion with the Arabs with extreme gusto.

"'Is it pay in advance ye want?' says I to

the dirty beggars : 'divvil a penny will ye get

till ye bring these ladies safe back to Geergeh.

And remimber, Mr. Sheikh,' says I, fingering

me pistol so, by way of emphasis, ' we take

no money wid us ; so if yer friends at \Vadi

Bou choose to cut our throats, 'tis for the

pleasure of it they'll be cutting them, not for

anything they'll gain by it.1 ' Provisions,

effendi ?' says he, salaaming. ' Provisions

is it?' says I. 'Take everything ye'll

want wid you; I suppose ye can buy

" EMPHASIS."

food fit for a Crischun in the bazaar in

Cieergeh ; and never wan penny do ye touch

for it all till ye've landed us on the bank

again, as safe as ye took us. So if the

religious sintiments of the faithful at Wadi

Bou should lade them to hack us to pieces,'

says I, just waving mt; revolver, 'thin 'tis

yerself that will be out of pocket by it.' And

the ould divvil cringed as if he took me for

the Prince of Wales. Kaix, 'tis the purse

that's the best aigumint to catch these

hay then Arabs upon."
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When we set out for the desert in the early

dawn next day, it looked as if we were start

ing for a few months' voyage. We had a

company of camels that might have befitted a

caravan. We had two large tents, one for

ourselves and one for Dr. Maclo'ghlen, with

a third to dine in. We had bedding, and

cushions, and drinking water tied up in

swollen pig-skins, which were really goat

skins, looking far from tempting. We had

bread and meat, and a

supply of presents to soften

the hearts and weaken the

religious scruples of the

sheikhs at Wadi Bou.

" We thravel en prince"

said the Doctor.

When all was

ready, we got under

way solemnly, our

camels rising and

sniffing the breeze

with a superior air,

as who should say,

" I happen to be

going where you

happen to be

going; but don't

for a moment sup

pose I do it to

please you. It is

mere coincidence.

You are bound for

Wadi Bou : I have

business of my own

which chances to

take me there."

Over the inci

dents of the jour

ney I draw a veil.

Riding a camel, I

find, does not

greatly differ from

sea-sickness. They

are the same phe

nomenon under

altered circum

stances. We had been assured beforehand

on excellent authority that " much of the

comfort on a desert journey depends upon

having a good camel." On this matter, I am

no authority. I do not set up as a judge of

camel-flesh. But I did not notice any of the

comfort ; so I venture to believe my camel

must have been an exceptionally bad one.

SEA-SICK.NKSS.

We expected trouble from the fanatical

natives; I am bound to admit, we had most

trouble with Elsie. She was not insubor

dinate, but she did not care for camel-riding.

And her beast took advantage of her youth

and innocence. A well-behaved camel should

go almost as fast as a child can walk, and

should not sit down plump on the burning

sand without due reason. Elsie's brute

crawled, and called halts for prayer at

frequent intervals ; it tried to kneel like a

good Mussulman many times a day; and it

showed an intolerant disposition to crush the

infidel by rolling over on top of Elsie.

Dr. Macloghlen admon

ished it with Irish elo

quence, not always in

language intended for

publication ; but it only

turned up its supercilious

lip, and inquired

in its own un

spoken tongue

what he knew

about the desert.

" I feel like a

wurrum before

the baste," the

Doctor said, non

plussed.

If the Nile was

monotonous, the

road to Wadi Bou

was nothing short

of dreary. We

crossed a great

ridge of bare, grey rock,

and followed a rolling

valley of sand, scored by

dry ravines, and baking

in the sun. It was ghastly

to look upon. All day

long, save at the midday

rest by some brackish

wells, we rode on and

on, the brutes stepping

forward with slow, out

stretched legs ; though

sometimes we walked by

"'" the camels' sides to vary

the monotony ; but ever

through that dreary upland plain, sand in the

centre, rocky mountain at the edge, and not

a thing to look at. We were relieved towards

evening to stumble against stunted tamarisks,

half buried in sand, and to feel we were

approaching the edge of the oasis.

When at last our arrogant beasts con

descended to stop, in their patronizing way,

we saw by the dim light of the moon a sort

of uneven basin or hollow, studded with

date-palms, and in the midst of the depression

a crumbling walled town, with a whitewashed
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mosque, two minarets by its side, and a

crowd of mud-houses. It was strangely

familiar. We had come all this way just to

see Aboo-Teeg or Koos-kam over again !

We camped outside the fortified town that

night. Next morning we essayed to make our

entry.

At first, the servants of the Prophet on

watch at the gate raised serious objections.

No infidel might enter. But we had a pass

from Cairo, exhorting the faithful in the name

of the Khedive to give us food and shelter :

and after much examination and many loud

discussions, the gatemen passed us. We

entered the town, and stood alone, three

Christian Europeans, in the midst of three

thousand fanatical Mohammedans.

I confess it was weird. Elsie shrank by

my side. " Suppose they were to attack us,

Brownie ? "

" Thin the sheikh here would never get

paid," Dr. Macloghlen put in with true Irish

recklessness. " Faix, he'll whistle for his

money on the whistle I gave him." That

touch of humour saved us. We laughed;

and the people about saw we could laugh.

They left off scowling, and pressed around

trying to sell us pottery and native brooches.

In the intervals of fanaticism, the Arab has

an eye to business.

We passed up the chief street of the

bazaar. The inhabitants told us in panto

mime the chief of the town was away at

Asioot, whither he had gone two days ago on

business. If he were here, our interpreter

gave us to understand, things might have

been different; for the chief had determined

that, whatever came, no infidel dog should

settle in his oasis.

The women with their veiled faces attracted

us strangely. They were wilder than on the

river. They ran when one looked at them.

Suddenly, as we passed one, we saw her give

a little start. She was veiled like the rest,

but her agitation was evident even through

her thick covering.

" She is afraid of Christians," Elsie cried,

nestling towards me.

The woman passed close to us. She never

looked in our direction, but in a very low

voice she murmured, as she passed, " Then

you are English !"

I had presence of mind enough to conceal

my surprise at this unexpected utterance.

" Don't seem to notice her, Elsie,"

I said, looking away. " Yes, we are

English."

She stopped and pretended to

examine some jewellery on a stall.

"So am I," she went on, in the

same suppressed, low voice. " For

Heaven's sake, help me ! "

" What are you doing here? "

"I live hereâ��married. I was

with Gordon's force at Khartoum.

They carried me off. A mere girl then.

Now I am thirty."

" And you have

been here ever

since?"

She turned away

and walked off, but

kept whispering be

hind her veil. We

followed, unobtru

sively. "Yes; I was

sold to a man at

Dongola. He

passed me on again

to the chief of this

oasis. I don't know

where it is; but I

have been here ever

since. I hate this

life. Is there any

chanceof a rescue?"
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" Anny chance, of a rescue, is it?" the

Doctor broke in, a. trifle too ostensibly. " If

it costs us a whole British Army, me dear

lady, we'll fetch you away and save you."

" But nowâ��to-day ? You won't go away

and leave me ? You are the first Europeans

I have seen since Khartoum fell. They may

sell me again. You will not desert me ? "

" No," I said. " We will not." Then I

reflected a moment.

What on earth could we do ? This was a

painful dilemma. If we once lost sight of

her, we might not see her again. Yet if we

walked with her openly, and talked like

friends, we would betray ourselves, and her,

to those fanatical Senoosis.

I made my mind up promptly. I may not

have much of a mind ; but, such as it is, I

flatter myself I can make it up at a moment's

notice.

" Can you come to us outside the gate at

sunset ? " I asked, as if speaking to Elsie.

The woman hesitated. " I think so."

" Then keep us in sight all day, and when

evening comes, stroll out behind us."

She turned over some embroidered slip

pers on a booth, and seemed to be inspecting

them. " But my children ? " she murmured,

anxiously.

The Doctor interposed. " Is it childern

she has ? " he asked. " Thin they'll be the

Mohammedan gintleman's. We mustn't

interfere wid them. We can take away the

ladyâ��she's English, and detained against

her will: but we can't deprive anny man of

his own childern."

I was firm, and categorical. "Yes, we

can," I said, stoutly; " if he has forced a

woman to bear them to him whether she

would or not. That's common justice. I

have no respect for the Mohammedan

gentleman's rights. Let her bring them

with her. How many are there?"

"Twoâ��a boy and'girl: not very old ; the

eldest is seven." She spoke wistfully. A

mother is a mother.

"Then say no more now, but keep us

always in sight, and we will keep_y0w. Come

to us at the gate about sundown. We will

carry you off with us."

She clasped her hands and moved off with

the peculiar gliding air of the veiled Moham

medan woman. Our eyes followed her. We

walked on through the bazaar, thinking of

nothing else now. It was strange how this

episode made us forget our selfish fears for

our own safety. Even dear, timid Elsie

remembered only that an Englishwoman's

life and liberty were at stake. We kept her

more or less in view all day. She glided in

and out among the people in the alleys.

When we went back to the camels at lunch-

time, she followed us unobtrusively through

the open gate, and sat watching us from a

little way off, among a crowd of gazers ; for

all Wadi Bou was of course agog at this

unwonted invasion.

We discussed the circumstance loudly, so

that she might hear our plans. Dr. Mac-

loghlen advised that we should tell our sheikh

we meant to return part of the way to Geergeh

that evening by moonlight. I quite agreed

with him. It was the only way out. Besides,

I didn't like the looks of the people. They

eyed us askance. This was getting exciting

now. I felt a professional journalistic interest.

Whether we escaped or got killed, what

splendid business for the Daily Telephone !

The sheikh, of course, declared it was

impossible to start that evening. The men

wouldn't moveâ��the camels needed rest. But

Dr. Macloghlen was inexorable. "Very well,

thin, Mr. Sheikh," he answered, philosophi

cally. "Ye'11 plaze yerself about whether ye

come on wid us or whether ye shtop. That's

yer own business. But we set out at sun

down ; and whin ye return by yerself on

foot to Geergeh, ye can ask for yer camels at

the British Consulate."

All through that anxious afternoon we sat

in our tents, under the shade of the mud

wall, wondering whether we could carry out

our plan or not. About an hour before

sunset the veiled woman strolled out of

the gate with her two children. She joined

the crowd of sight - seers once more, for

never through the day were we left alone for

a second. The excitement grew intense.

Elsie and I moved up carelessly towards the

group, talking as if to one another. I looked

hard at Elsie : then I said, as though I were

speaking about one of the children, " Go

straight along the road to Geergeh till you

are past the big clump of palms at the edge

of the oasis. Just beyond it comes a sharp

ridge of rock. Wait behind the ridge where

no one can see you. When we get there,"

I patted the little girl's head, "don't say a

word, but jump on my camel. My two

friends will each take one of the children.

If you understand and consent, stroke your

boy's curls. We will accept that for a

signal."

She stroked the child's head at once with

out the least hesitation. Even through her

veil and behind her dress, I could somehow

feel and see her trembling nerves, her beating

heart. But she gave no overt token. She
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merely turned and muttered something care

lessly in Arabic to a woman beside her.

We waited once more, in long-drawn

suspense. Would she manage to escape

them ? Would they suspect her motives?

After ten minutes, when we had returned to

our crouching-place under the shadow of the

wall, the woman detached herself slowly from

the group, and began strolling with almost

overdone nonchalance along the road to

Geergeh. We could see the little girl

was frightened and seemed to expostulate

with her mother: fortunately, the Arabs

about were too much occupied in watching

the suspicious strangers to notice this episode

of their own people. Presently, our new

friend disappeared ; and, with beating hearts,

we awaited the sunset.

Then came the usual scene of hubbub

with the sheikh, the camels, the porters, and

the drivers. It was eagerness against apathy.

With difficulty we made them understand we

meant to get under way at all hazards. I

stormed in bad Arabic. The Doctor in

veighed in very choice Irish. At last they

yielded, and set out. One

by one the camels rose,

bent their slow knees, and

began to stalk in their lordly

way with outstretched necks

along the road to the river.

We moved through

the palm groves, a

crowd of boys follow

ing us and shouting

for backsheesh. We

began to be afraid

they would accompany

us too far and dis

cover our fugitive;

but fortunately they

all turned back with

one accord at a little

whitewashed shrine

near the edge of the

oasis. \Ve reached

the clump of palms :

we turned the corner of the ridge,

missed one another? No! There, crouching

by the rocks, with her children by her side,

sat our mysterious stranger.

They nodded, half terrified. In a second,

the stranger was by my side, Elsie had taken

the girl, the Doctor the boy, and the camels

were passively beginning to rise again. That

is the best of your camel. Once set him on

his road, and he goes mechanically.

The sheikh broke out with several loud

remarks in Arabic, which we did not

understand, but whose hostile character could

not easily escape us. He was beside himself

with anger. Then I was suddenly aware of

the splendid advantage of having an Irish

man on our side. Dr. Macloghlen drew his

revolver, like one well used to such episodes,

and pointed it full at the angry Arab.

" Look here, Mr. Sheikh," he said, calmly,

yet with a fine touch of bravado; " do ye

see this revolver ? Well, unless ye make yer

camels thravel sthraight to Geergeh widout

wan other wurrud, 'tis yer own brains will be

spattered, sor, on the sand of this desert! And

if ye touch wan hair of our heads, ye'll answer

for it wid yer life to the British Government."

CROUCHING UY THE ROCKS SAT OL'R MYSTERIOUS STRANGER."

Had we

The Doctor was equal to the emergency.

" Make those bastes kneel ! " he cried

authoritatively to the sheikh.

The sheikh was taken aback. This was a

new exploit burst upon him. He flung his

arms up, gesticulating wildly. The Doctor,

unmoved, made the drivers understand by

some strange pantomime what he wanted.

Vol. xvi.â��43.

I do not feel sure that the sheikh com

prehended the exact nature of each word

in this comprehensive threat, but I am

certain he took in its general meaning,

punctuated as it was with some flourishes ol

the revolver. He turned to the drivers and

made a gesture of despair. It meant,

apparently, that this infidel was too much

for him. Then he called out a few sharp

directions in Arabic. Next minute, our

camels' legs were stepping out briskly along

the road to Geergeh with a promptitude which
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I'm sure must have astonished their owners.

We rode on and on through the gloom in

a fever of suspense. Had any of the

Senoosis noticed our presence ? Would they

miss the chief's wife before long, and follow

us under arms ? Would our own sheikh

betray us ? I am no coward, as women go,

but I confess, if it had not been for our

fiery Irishman, I should have felt my heart

sink. We were grateful to him for the reck

less and good - humoured courage of the

untamed Celt. It kept us from giving way.

" Ye'll take notice, Mr. Sheikh," he said, as

we threaded our way among the moon-lit

rocks, " that 1 have twinty-wan cartridges in

me case for me revolver ; and that if there's

throuble to-night 'tis twinty of them there'll

be for your frinds the Senoosis, and wan for

yerself; but for fear of disappointing a

gintleman, 'tis yer own special bullet I'll

disthribute first, if it comes to fighting."

The sheikh's English was a vanishing

quantity, but to judge by the way he nodded

and salaamed at this playful remark, I am

convinced he understood the Doctor's Irish

quite as well as I did.

We spoke little by the way ; we were all far

too frightened, except the Doctor, who kept

our hearts up by a running fire of wild

Celtic humour. But I found time meanwhile

to learn by a few questions from our veiled

friend something of her captivity. She had

seen her father massacred before her eyes at

Khartoum, and had then been sold away to

a merchant, who conveyed her by degrees

and by various exchanges across the desert

through lonely spots to the Senoosi oasis.

There she had lived all those years with

the chief to whom her last purchaser had

trafficked her. She did not even know that

her husband's village was an integral part of

the Khedive's territory; far less that the

English were now in practical occupation of

Egypt. She had heard nothing and learnt

nothing since that fateful day; she had waited

in vain for the off-chance of a deliverer.

" But did you never try to run away to the

Nile ? " I cried, astonished.

" Run away ? How could I ? I did not

even know which way the river lay; and was

it possible for me to cross the desert on foot,

or find a chance of a camel ? The Senoosis

would have killed me. Even with you to

help me, see what dangers surround me;

alone, I should have perished, like Hagar in

the wilderness, with no angel to save me."

" An' ye've got the angel now," Dr. Mac-

loghlen exclaimed, glancing at me. " Steady,

there, Mr. Sheikh. What's this that's coming?"

It was another caravan, going the opposite

way, on its road to the oasis! A voice

halloaed from it.

Our new friend clung tight to me. " My

husband ! " she whispered, gasping.

They were still far off on the desert,

and the moon shone bright. A few

hurried words to the Doctor, and with

a wild resolve we faced the emergency.

He made the camels halt, and all of us,

springing off, crouched down behind their

shadows in such a way that the coming

caravan must pass on the far side of us.

At the same moment the Doctor turned

resolutely to the sheikh. " Look here, Mr.

Arab," he said in a quiet voice, with one more

appeal to the simple Volapuk of the pointed

revolver ; " I cover ye wid this. I^t these

frfnds of yours go by. If there's anny un

necessary talking betwixt ye, or anny throuble

of anny kind, remimber, the first bullet goes

sthraight as an arrow t'rough that haythen

head of yours ! "

The sheikh salaamed more submissively

than ever.

The caravan drew abreast of us. We

could hear them cry aloud on either side

the customary salutes : " In Allah's name,

peace ! " answered by " Allah is great; there

is no god but Allah."

Would anything more happen ? Would

our sheikh play us false ? It was a moment

of breathlessness. We crouched and cowered

in the shade, holding our hearts with fear,

while the Arab drivers pretended to be

unsaddling the camels. A minute or two

of anxious suspense; then, peering over our

beasts' backs, we saw their long line filing off

towards the oasis. We watched their turbaned

heads, silhouetted against the sky, disappear

slowly. One by one they faded away. The

danger was past. With beating hearts we

rose up again.

The Doctor sprang into his place and

seated himself on his camel. " Now ride on,

Mr. Sheikh," he said, " wid all yer men, as if

grim death was afther ye. Camels or no

camels, ye've got to march all night, for ye'll

never draw rein till we're safe back at

Geergeh I "

And sure enough we never halted, under

the persuasive influence of that loaded

revolver, till we dismounted once more in the

early dawn upon the Nile bank, under British

protection.

Then Elsie and I and our rescued country

woman broke down together in an orgy of

relief. We hugged one another and cried

like so many children.
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Bv ARTHUR MEE.

REAMS are fulfilled very

rapidly in these days, but even

Mr. Bellamy himself would

doubtless have been amazed

to know that one of his most

daring predictions is on the eve

of realization. Mr. Bellamy, in that remark

ably prophetic book, " Looking Backward,"

wrote, ten years ago, of a young man who

was amazed by hearing charming music in a

room in which there was

neither musician nor in

strument, and who was

still further surprised to

be told that the music

was supplied " on the co

operative principle." The

reply of his hostess is so

absolutely prophetic that

it is worth quoting here :â��-

" ' Wait a moment,

please,' said Edith; ' I

want to have you listen to

this waltz before you ask

any questions. I think it

is perfectly charming,' and

as she spoke the sound of

violins filled the room with

witchery of summer night.

When this had also ceased,

she said: 'There is nothing

in the least mysterious

about the music, as you

seem to imagine. We have

simply carried the idea of

labour-saving by co-opera

tion into our musical ser

vice as into everything else.

There are a number of

music-rooms in the city,

perfectly adapted acoustically to the different

sorts of music. These halls are connected

by telephone with all the houses of the city

whose people care to pay the small fee, and

there are none, you may be sure, who do

not. The corps of musicians attached to

each hall is so large that, although no indi

vidual performer, or group of performers, has

more than a brief part, each day's programme

lasts through the twenty-four hours. There

are on that card for to-day, as you will see if

you observe closely, distinct programmes of

four of these concerts, each of a different

order of music from the others, being now

simultaneously performed, and any one of

the four pieces now going on that you prefer

you can hear by merely pressing the button

which will connect your house wire with the

hall where it is being rendered. The pro

grammes are so co-ordinated that the pieces

at any one time simultaneously proceeding in

the different halls usually offer a choice, not

THE AFTERNOON CONCERT.

only between instrumental and vocal, and

between different sorts of instruments, but

also between different motives, from grave to

gay, so that all tastes and moods can be

suited.' "

It is probable that before the dawn of the

twentieth century this prophetic picture will

have been surpassed in actual fact, and the

telephone will be a quite indispensable

element in English social life. But it will be

a much more comprehensive and effective

instrument than the telephone as we know it
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at present, and the

be fitted in our

electricity is now.

cheap that not to

likelihood

houses just

It will be so

have it would

that it will

as gas

be absurd, and it will be so enter

taining and useful that it will make

life happier all round, and bring

the pleasures of society to the

doors of the artisan's cottage.

That, indeed, will be the unique

feature of the Pleasure Telephone.

It will make millions merry

who have never been merry

before, and will democratize,

if we may so write, many of

the social luxuries of the

rich. Those who object to

the environment of the stage

will be able to enjoy the

theatre at home, and the

fashionable concert will be

looked forward to as eagerly

by the poor as by their

wealthy neighbours. The

humblest cottage will be in

immediate contact with the

city, and the " private wire ''

will make all classes kin.

or

The honour of

pioneering this revolu

tion does not belong to

England or America.

The inventor of the

Pleasure Telephone is

a native of Hungary,

where, for two years,

he has been demon

strating the soundness

of his invention with

great success. The

capital of the Hun

garian Empire is the

only place in the

world where the Pleasure Telephone has

been in operation, and the restrictions placed

on the enterprise by the authorities of Buda-

Pesth have not tended to populari/.e the

instrument, or develop it fairly. But the ex

periment has been sufficiently successful to

justify an effort on a wider scale and in a

wider field. The new telephone is to be

brought to London, and at the present

moment arrangements are being made for its

installation in the Metropolis.

Though the telephone is likely to effect

immense changes, and will no doubt create

something like a sensation when introduced

into this country, its installation is really a

very simple thing. Indeed, the whole rami

fications of the Pleasure Telephoneâ��carrying

business and pleasure into the homes of

THK STOCK-JIROKKR.
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thousands, and making next-door neighbours,

as it were, of strangers who have never metâ��

will be conducted in one single room by one

single man. The power of resistance of the

telephone is said to be enormous, and the

inventor has declared that it would be possi

ble with its aid for one man's voice to be

heard simultaneously by the whole six million

inhabitants of London. All that is necessary

is a central office, from which the whole of

Londonâ��if not the whole of Englandâ��

might be supplied with a constant flow of

news and pleasure all day long.

It is proposed that the present telephone

machinery shall be largely used in connection

with the Pleasure Telephone, the

only addition necessary being a

new main wire, with which each

subscriber will be connected.

The wire now in use in Buda-

Pesth is 168 miles long, and

carries sound as distinctly at

the extreme end as an ordinary

private wire in this country.

There are 6,coo persons de

pendent on the wire, but, unlike

our own telephone, a stoppage

at one station â�� "station"

signifying a subscriber's houseâ��

does not affect the main wire, and the rest of

the subscribers are not interfered with.

on. After this foreign matter comes the

news of the capital, with a programme of the

day's events, and at nine o'clock news of an

official nature is given. A little laterâ��after

a pause for breakfastâ��follows a concise

review of the principal papers, with the

substance of the leading articles. This lasts

half an hour, and is followed by reports on

the opening of the stock and corn exchanges.

The subscriber who is not interested in

these matters has only to put down his

receivers and wait a few minutes for the local

news, the theatrical, art, or science notices,

or the ecclesiastical intelligence. Next come

the latest foreign, provincial, and sporting

information, and all kinds of society and

political matter.

ALT. THE WINNERS.

Each subscriber has a time-table of the

various items which will be telephoned

during the day. Beginning as early as half-

past eight in the morning, every hour is

amply provided for as long as there is any

thing going on in the city. At half-past

eight the subscriber is given the substance of

the principal telegrams received throughout

the night, which are condensed so as to be

delivered in a quarter of an hour. Only the

main facts are given, such as generally satisfy

the average man thus early in the day, but in

case any of the news is sensational the fresh

telegrams are transmitted as they arrive later

The morning having been devoted to an

exhaustive study of all the papers, the after

noon is spent mainly in keeping subscribers

up to date concerning current events, which

are frequently dispatched within a few

minutes of the actual

occurrence. Parlia

mentary reports are given

at brief intervals, and the

speech of a Minister is

often transmitted through

out the capital while the

Minister is still speaking.

In London, for instance,

under this system, the

substance of the Budget

speech would be known

in thousands of houses

before the Chancellor of

the Exchequer had sat

down, and it would be

quite possible to acquaint

every subscriber with the

result of an important

division five minutes

after the figures were

announced in the House. The same with

the result of an exciting election. And this

news not only comes with extraordinary

promptness, but it is brought to one's own

fireside, without the trouble of lunning into

the street for the paper.

But the name of the telephoneâ��its full

description is the " News and Entertainment

Telephone "â��implies that the instrument is

not monopolized by news. Perhaps the most

popular feature of it is its connection with tlu;

theatres, concert halls, and the hundred and

one other places of amusement in the city.

It is not necessary that sound should be

conveyed directly into the telephone. The

transmitter has only to be within sound of the
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singer to carry the song along the scores of

miles of wire. By special arrangement, the

great concerts in the

Hungarian capital are

sometimes listened to

throughout the whole of

the empire, or even

beyond its borders. A

song sung in Buda-Pesth

has been hsard with re

markable distinctness in

Berlin and other great

cities, and there seems

to be no limit to possi

bility in this direction.

At night the subscriber is

taken round the theatres,

each being visited in turn,

and weary folk may allow

themselves to be lulled to

sleep by the strains of

some pretty melody sung

a hundred miles away.

So popular has the

Pleasure Telephone be

come in Buda-Pesth that

it has found its way into

every public place of

importance. There is not

a public building in the

capital where it is not in

operation, and even the

churches have not

objected to it, as our

illustrations show. The

preacher of Buda - Pesth

no longer reckons his

hearers by the state of

the pews, but by the

number of telephone

subscribers. It may be

objected, perhaps, that

'religious worship by tele

phone is not calculated

to inspire reverence or

inculcate virtue; but, at

any rate, the system is an

inestimable boon to the

aged and infirm, the

patients in hospitals, and

the women who are unable

to leave their houses. A

single hospital in Buda-

Pesth has over thirty

installations, which carry

brightness and cheer into

the lives of the lonely sick.

No hotel in the capital

can afford to be without

the instrument, which has become, in fact,

practically indispensable, and is found not

" HALF-TIME.'
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only in private houses and hospitals, but

in doctors' waiting-rooms, barbers' shops,

coffee-houses, clubs, and business offices

of all kinds. Waiting is never tedious in

Buda-Pesth : there is always

something to interest the

waiter. Half the trifling

irritations of life disappear

under the soothing influence

of this universal distributer

of pleasure.

It may be urged against

the Pleasure Telephone that

the subscriber has either to

keep the receiver at his ears

all day long, or miss half

the news, but that objection

is answered by the existence

of the programme. Every

thing is transmitted in strict

accordance with the pro

gramme, so that each sub

scriber knows exactly when

his interesting items are

coming. But lest important

items of news should be

missed, a summary of all

the news is given at noon

and again in the evening.

There is also an ingenious

emergency signal, by which

all subscribers are " rung

up" on the receipt of any

special news.

Though the communi

cation between the central

office and the subscribers is

really very simple, it necessi

tates an enormous amount

of preparatory labour. In

many ways, the routine of

the office resembles that of a

newspaper, there being a staff

of law, police, parliamentary,

and news reporters, all of whom

hand in their " copy" to the

editor. The whole of the

matter to be sent through is

approved by the editor before

it can be handed over to the

" speaker," who speaks it into

the instrument. The "speaker"

must, of course, possess a

strong, clear voice, and in

order that the message may

be perfectly distinct, no

single speaker is on duty

THE COUKTS.
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more than two hours at a

time.

The most wonderful

feature of the Pleasure

Telephone is its cheap

ness. So trivial is the

outlay connected with it

that the charge to sub

scribers is only a penny a

day, or 305. a year â��

ridiculously cheap when

compared with the cost of the

ordinary telephone. There are two

receivers for each subscriber, to

render the message more distinctly,

each receiver being about the size of

a watch. They are attached to long

cords, so that they may be moved to

any part of the room. So anxious

are the telephonists for the comfort

of the subscribers, that the two re

ceivers can be attached to a light

spring arrangement which holds

them firmly over the ears, thus

relieving the hands, and making it

possible to walk about or lie down

while listening to what is going on in

the city. It is perhaps unnecessary to men

tion that subscribers can only hear through

bl'NDAY IN THE HOSrlTAL.

the telephone and not speak back in return.

The telephone is, of course, non-political, all

controversial news being imparted

with strict impartiality. Original

articles of general interest are some

times read, with occasional short

stories.

There are, of course, unlimited

possibilities in the new telephone.

It is quite possible that conctrt

managers and theatrical proprietors

will object to the instrument. Hut

the probability is much

the other way. The news

papers of Buda - Pesth

persistently boycotted the

invention on its introduc

tion, but they recognise

now that, instead of being

taken as a substitute for

the newspaper, its effect

is to whet the appetite

of the public for details

of events announced

briefly through the tele

phone. The theatres, too,

reali/e that to give the

public a snatch or two

from a favourite opera

gratis has not, in the long

run, an adverse effect on

the receipts, and they in-
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variably support the instrument. Should the

worst come to the worst, however, it is always

possible to organize concerts and entertain

ments in the editorial office; and for an

insignificant outlay on the part of each sub

scriber, it would not be by any means an

impossible or unprofitable thing for the pro

prietors of the telephone to organize a

concert, at which the cream of British

vocalists should sing. Mr. Bellamy's pre

diction of a central hall of music with a

twenty-four hours' programme is by no

means impossible of realization. Patti and

Paderewski may yet entertain us in our own

drawing-rooms, and the luxuries of princes

may be at the command of us all.

Who knows but that in time we may sit in

our arm-chairs listening to the speeches of

Her Majesty's Ministers, or allow ourselves

to be soothed into blissful unconsciousness

by a Parliamentary debate on bimetallism ?

There would be, at any rate, one blessing

in thisâ��the problem of the Ladies' Grille

would be solved for ever. Then in the cricket

season we shall follow our favourite wielders

of the willow without risking cold or sun

stroke, and all the unpleasantness of winter

travelling will be avoided in the football

season by the fixing of a telephone on the

Vol. xvi.--44.
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football field, which will keep us acquainted

minute by minute with the whereabouts of

the ball and the prospects^ of the teams.

There is, indeed, no element in our social life

which will be unprovided for, and if, as it is

said to be not unlikely in the near future â��

the principle of sight is applied to the tele

phone as well as that of sound, earth will

be in truth a paradise, and distance will

lose its enchantment by being abolished

altogether.

Where finality is to be reached in this

matter is not known. Nothing that has been

THE CHILDREN S LECTURE.

tried yet has failed, and it is confidently

stated that a single wire would carry the

same sound over the whole United Kingdom,

if not beyond the seas. Whether this claim is

exaggerated or not, time alone will prove ;

but at any rate the Pleasure Telephone opens

out a vista of infinite charm which few prophets

of to-day have dreamed of, and who dare to

say that in twenty years the electric miracle

will not bring all the corners of the earth to

our own fireside ?
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A CURIOUS HOUR-GLASS.

It is at Hurst Church, near Twyford, Berks, that this very

curious hour-glass is to be seen. It was placed close to the

pulpit more than two centuries ago as a check on the parson's

verbosity. And here it has remained until this day, most

probably a lasting memorial of a l>ored parishioner, whose

initials are woven in the ironwork beneath the date (1636).

We are indebted for this interesting photograph to Mrs. D.

Broughton, 4, Embankment, Bedford.

WHAT THE SEWER PIPE DID.

In July of last year a heavy thunderstorm did a great deal of

damage in the North of London, and the snap-shot here repro

duced shows the s|x>t

where a big main sewer

pipe burst, and forced

the asphalt and paving-

stones up into the re-

riinrkable position shown.

The water was shot up

to the height of the

houses, and flooded the

road for a considerable

distance. So great was

the havoc wrought at

the place shown in the

photo., that one could

not believe it without

such evidence as the

snap-shot affords. It is

Mr. P. Ehrenfeld, of 3,

Brabant Court, Philpot

Lane, E.G., who sent

the photo, to us.

WORN AWAY BY WHEAT.

This photo, shows a board in the posses

sion of the Rev. Orr Bennett, of Hawkes-

bury, Ontario, Canada. The board was

taken from the lower side of a square

spout, used for conveying wheat in the

Cameron Grist Mill, at Hawkesbury. The

hundreds and thousands of bushels of

wheat that travelled swiftly through the

inclined spout gradually wore the board

in some places

other places h

right through,

parts, however,

by the incessant

remaining stand

the effect of rich

* Copyright, 1898, by George Newnes, Limited

to a mere shell, whilst in

jles were actually bored

The hard and knotty

were but slightly affected

passage of the grain, these

ng in high relief, giving

carving.
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MR. GLADSTONE

CARICATURED

ON A CATHE

DRAL.

Of all the thou

sands of caricatures

of Mr. Gladstone

extant, there is

perhaps none more

remarkable and

unique than the

one depicted in this

photo., which

represents part of

the walls of Chester

Cathedral. Here

we see a corbel of

striking design on

one of the outside

walls of the south

transept. It is at

once noticeable for

the prominence

from a Photo, by fettut. PiMv>hed by /â�¢'. W. Chapman,

given to a piece of sculpture representing Mr. Glad

stone's familiar lineaments. It was executed at the

restoration of the cathedral some twenty years ago,

and is typical of the strife existing in the Church at

the time. With pen in mouth, theG.O.M. is depicted

overthrowing or disestablishing the Church of Ireland,

which is distinguished by a triple-crowned mitre.

A PUG WORTH TWENTY THOUSAND DOLLARS.

You are surprised at this. Well, the pug certainly

looks surprised ; but then he is a curiosity, and was

sent in by Mr. Albert Appleby, Witham, Essex.

The explanation is very simple, because the pug re

presents 2O,ooodols. in paper moneyâ��greenback notes

of the U.S. Government, which have been pulped and

then moulded in this way, and sold as a curiosity.

A "BULL'S-EYE" STAMP.

Mr. John Vineycomh, of Holywood,

County Down, writes as follows : " Here

is a really genuine ' bull's-eye' of the

post-office letter stamp. Considering the

haphazard way in which the stamping is

done, it is almost a unique occurrence to

find a letter or post-card fairly and

squarely thumped. I think the stamper

of this at the Peebles Post Office should

be awarded some recognition as the

champion accurate stamper. I feel sure

that this will draw the attention of the

hundreds of thousands of the readers of

THE STRAND MACAZINE to the stamp

ing of letters, and they will find that not

one out of the millions stamped daily is a

' bull's-eye.' "

a Phalo. by llr. Uewley, ViMin.

" TAKEN FROM ABOVE."

Mr. Ernest F. Phillips, of Upcott House, St.

Albans, writes : " As THE STRAND seems fond of

photographic curiosities, I inclose one of myself

taken in the Riviera last year. To me there is

nothing strange in the pose beyond reducing my

6ft. 4in. of stature to insignificance. I am standing

upon the balcony of an hotel, and the snap-shot was

taken with a Kodak camera from another balcony

high above me." This is the most curious of

the " taken-from-above " photographs we have

yet seen,
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THE HAMPSTEAD TRUMPETS.

Doris, who is but twelve, says : " I am send

ing you the photograph of another set of

triplets which I hope you will put in THE

STRAND MAGAZINE. The triplets' names are

Ernest Alfred Nichols, Amelia Diamond

Alice Nichols, and Frederick Robey Nichols.

Mr. and Mrs Nichols live at one of the

Mount Vernon Cottages, Hampsteacl, N.W.

The accompanying photograph was taken

when the triplets were

eleven months old, by

Porter Brothers,

Hampstead. The trip

lets are now sixteen

months old, and have

just recovered from a

bad attack of whoop

ing cough. They were

very delicate when

they were three

months old, but as

they have so success

fully recovered it is

likely that they will

easily recover from

other illnesses. They

are now healthy child

ren, one boy being

already able to stand."

Mr. Henry E. Millar

writes on the back of

his little daughter's

note : " She is anxious

to get something for

the parents of the

triplets, who are only

working people and

can ill afford the ex-

[Porter Brot., Hampitead.

THE PARROTT TRIPLETS OF I.ANGLEV.

Prom a I'h'iin. by I^eeh, i/.n â�¢â�¢/- in. M

pense involved.

The father is a

plumber's la

bourer." Let us

hope that the trifle

which we may

send to this little

girl may make

three children

happier, and, per

haps, lead to

better things.

It is generally

supposed that all

triplets born in

Great Britain are

the recipients of

a small amount

from the Queen's

Bounty, and in the

newspapers we

may periodically note the statement that

Mr. and Mrs. So-and-so have had the honour

of receiving such a grant. The general

statement is, however, unfortunately untrue.

The bounty for triplets is customarily

given only to those people in medium or

poor circumstances. We have knowledge of

a very well-to-do gentleman in Surrey

whose home a short time ago was glad

dened by the advent

of two little boys

and a girl. Simply in

order to celebrate the

occasion and to give

the children some

thing of which they

might be proud in

after years, the gentle

man applied to the

proper authorities for

the bounty, but was

refused owing to the

fact that he had no

pressing need for the

money. This, of course,

is as it should be ;

but if the bounty were

systematically award

ed for every trio of

children born at one

time, it would be fairly

easy to get informa

tion as to the total

number of triplets

born every year â�� a

thing not easily to be

verified at the present

time.
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A CURIOUS PHOTOGRAPH.

Mr. J. White, of Derry Lawn,

Rathgar, Dublin, writes: "This is a

snap-shot of a party of friends who

were getting out of a saloon carriage

on the G.S. and W. Railway between

Dublin and Killarney. When develop

ing the negative I thought the plate

had been exposed twice, especially as

I remembered that the saloon carriage

was in the centre of a long train, and

that there were several carriages

behind that would shut out the view

with the bridge on the left. What

happened was this. The day was a

dull one, and the figures with the,

bridge in the background were reflected

in the large glass window of the saloon

carriage, the white lines being caused

by the reflection of light from the

varnished panels below the window.

If you close one eye, and look with

the other at the photograph through

a tul)C made by the fingers, you will

see exactly how the effect is produced."

ILLUMINATIONS BY NIGHT.

The remarkable photograph here given represents

the illuminations at Messrs. Shoolbred's well-known

establishment on the night of June 22nd, 1897, when

the picture itself was taken. In the original there were

streaks of light visible proceeding from the left-hand

side, and these were the rays projected from an electric

lantern on the roof of Messrs. Maple, opposite. The

photo, was taken between eleven and twelve at night,

an exposure of forty minutes being allowed. The

operator, Mr. T. McLeish, of 69, Valsover Street, W.,

used a multiple-coated plate.

A HAIRBREADTH ESCAPE.

Here is an extremely interesting photograph sent in

by Mr. \V. H. Sanderson, of Guisborough. It seems

that Mr. W. T. Harrison, a painter and decorator,

etc., of Guisborough, secured the contract for the

decoration of the Alexandra Hotel at Saltburn, and

was there at work some weeks ago during a very

heavy gale. Mr. Harrison was stooping over and

mixing some distemper in a bucket for one of his men,

who was standing within a few feet of him, when a

huge heavy slate was blown from the roof of the hotel

and struck the bucket precisely as we see it in the

photograph. You will observe that the slate has cut

the bucket down to the iron hoop, which it bent out

wards, and which in its turn cut a hole in the slate

3^in. deep. Although the slate did not actually touch

Mr. Harrison's head, yet he felt it whizz by him within

an inch or two. Had the slate struck him he would,

of course, have been instantly killed.



35Â°

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

abstainers. Previous to our birth twins were

born, so that the family increased rather

rapidly. Our father and mother are both

alive and well, and are in the seventy-sixth

year of their age." The copy of the Queen's

letter, to which Mr.

Mayes refers, is dated

Balmoral, September

17th, 1884, and reads

as follows : " General

Sir Henry Ponsonby

is commanded by the

Queen to thank Mr.

Mayes for the photo

graph of his three

children born in 1863,

who, Her Majesty is

glad to learn, are well

and prospering."

In dealing with

such a large and

numerous subject as

triplets, it is difficult

to know whether to

reject some of the

photographs or to insert them all. But after

due deliberation we have decided upon

rejection in order that foreign countries may

not get an exaggerated idea of the population

of Great Britain. Yet we feel that in so

doing we are depriving the aforesaid foreign

countries of a

great benefit. No

country, we dare

to assert, could

gaze upon the

bonny faces in

these ph o t o-

graphs without a

feeling akin to

jealousy. We feel

sure that French

men with their

aesthetic natures

would appreciate

the pictures. But

we must pass on

to another inter

esting variation

of the subject.

Since the incep

tion of the Maga

zine our readers

have been fa

miliar with our

.portraits of cele

brities at different

ages, and on ac

count of their

THE CADHY TRIPLETS OF STHATKOKDâ�� AGED 13 MONTHS.

Prom a Photo, by Traxrt <t Co., Upton Part.

great success we have decided to inaugurate

a new feature called " Portraits of Triplets at

Different Ages," to run for one issue only.

Our first instalment is seen on this page,

and we may here state that it will give no

slight pleasure to our

readers if they will

carefully study the

faces of these beautiful

and thriving children

as they advance in

years. The children

here shown were pho

tographed by Messrs.

Travers and Co., of

43, Plashet Lane,

Upton Park, who have

sent us the prints. Mr.

Travers writes : " I

am sending you two

photographs of triplet

girls taken by us. The

carte-de-visite was

taken on March nth,

1895, their ages then

being thirteen months. We advertised a

' free baby day,' and the mother brought

them (amongst nearly three hundred other

babies) to have a free photo. The cabinet

was recently taken, and the children are

strong and healthy girls. They are now

THE CADIIV TRIPLETS OK STRATFORDâ��AGKD 4.

From a }'hulo. by Trnvcrt ft Co., C;J(OH Vartt.

over four years

of age. Their

parents, Mr. and

Mrs. Cadby, live

at 35, Langthorne

Road, West Ham

Lane, Stratford,

E." Mrs. Cadby

has had twins

before the triplets

were born, and in

all twelve child

ren, eight of

whom, are living.

Four weeks be

fore the birth of

the triplets she

lost a little boy

and the twins, so,

you see, the trip

lets came as a

gracious gift to

fill the vacant

places in the

Cadby home."

May these little

girls live long and

prosper.





â�¢ MAGIC

BLESSING

FROM THE RUSSIAN.

ANY thousand years ago there

lived in the Hundred and

First Kingdom a rich merchant

who had an only son named

Axim. Now, it so happened

that in the middle of the

kingdom in which they lived were a num

ber of swamps which no one was able to

traverse; this was particularly annoying,

as it did away with what might have been

a very agreeable short cut; as it was, the

inhabitants were obliged to travel by a very

roundabout way, and no one had sufficient

energy to alter this state of affairs, until our

friend the merchant determined to set to

work with his son to make a road straight

across. They mentioned this idea to no one,

but took a small house close to the swamps

and started working. They worked and

worked for days and nights, until in due time

all was ready, and the people of the kingdom

were very agreeably surprised one fine morning

on seeing a lovely straight road where formerly

there had been nothing but swamps.

One day as Axim was taking a constitu

tional along the road, he saw two poor old

beggar women sitting on a bench.

" I wonder," he heard

one say, " who it was

who built this causeway.

I should very much like

to reward him, whoever

he was."

Axim stopped and

wondered how a feeble old woman

could possibly reward anyone, so,

out of pure curiosity, he said :â��

" My father and I did the work

between us."

" And what do you wish for as a

reward ? " asked the old woman.

" Nothing. I have all I want,"

Axim replied. " I only wish to live and

have the power to be of use to my country."

" A very sensible wish, indeed," she

answered. " And all I can tell you is, that

you had better go and live as long as you can,

and do all the good in your power while

your life lasts."

Axim laughed.

" That is all very fine," he said, " but there

are a great many things one would like to do

in this world, but which, unfortunately, one

can't."

" Nonsense, there is no such thing as can't.

As a reward for what you have already done

I will give you my blessing, which you will

find of the greatest possible use. You will

henceforth be able to do everything you

desire." So saying, the old woman put her

hand upon his head, muttering some mys

terious words, and then disappeared.

Shortly after this war broke out between

the Queen of the Hundred and First Kingdom

and the King of the Sea ; for the King strongly

objected to having his view interfered with by

vessels and small craft belonging to the

Queen, and had, on several occasions, pre

vented their progress by seizing them and
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taking all those on board prisoners. This

naturally annoyed the Queen, and she

promptly demanded the return of her sub

jects ; but the King refused to comply with

her wishes, except on one condition, namely,

that she should consent to become his wife;

but this offer she firmly declined, and the

result was war. . .

The kingdom was in a great state of

excitement, and all the male population

enlisted to fight the King of the Sea ; among

others was our friend Axim.

When the army had been on the march

some weeks, and had almost arrived at the

place appointed for the battle, which was by

the seashore, the Queen found that she had

forgotten her sword.

" What shall I do ? " she exclai med. "How

am I to join in the fight without my favourite

and most useful weapon ? "

Her Generals advised her to relinquish the

idea of personally conducting the campaign,

but she was obstinate.

"I will fight," she said, "and I mitf/have

my sword. Someone must go to the palace

and fetch it at once. I insist upon having it

by to-morrow morning."

But this the Generals declared impossible.

" Why," they said, " it took us over six

weeks to get here."

"I can't help that, but the sword I

must have, and whoever brings it to me

by to-morrow morning shall have my

daughter for his bride."

This was, of course, a great induce

ment, as the young Princess was famous

for her remarkable beauty. Axim imme

diately stepped forward.

" I will go and

fetch the sword,

your Majesty," he

said, "as I think

I can do it in the

time."

The Queen at

once wrote a note

to the Princess

telling her to give

Axim the sword.

This done, the

young man de

parted, greatly to

the amusement of

the rest, who con

sidered him hope

lessly mad to

undertake a thing

which they knew to

be an impossibility.

Vol. xvi.~46.

As soon as he was out of sight Axim

stopped and laughed.

" Now for the old woman's blessing ! " he

thought. " I wonder whether it will prove

useful or not ? I want to be at the palace

within six hours."

Hardly had he said these words when he

found himself suddenly changed into a small

bird, and by his side stood the very same old

woman. " When you wish to resume your

proper shape," she said, "just rub your beak,

and you will find that you are a bird no

longer. On the other hand, whenever you

want to become a bird again, rub your nose.

The only thing you must be careful about is

to avoid falling into the hands of the King of

the Sea, for then my blessing will lose its

force. Now fly away."

On flew Axim, until he alighted in the

palace gardens. He hurriedly rubbed his

beak, and, resuming his proper shape, walked

into the palace and delivered the note to the

Princess.

" What a marvellous man you must be ! "

she exclaimed, on reading the letter. " How

1 Ht' OF.1.IVEREU THE NOTE TO THE I'KINCESS.
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did you manage to get here in such a short

time ? "

" It was entirely due to the blessing of an

old woman," he replied ; and he told the

Princess how he had been suddenly changed

into a bird, and for fear of her not believing

him, he rubbed his nose, and was instantly

changed into the little bird. After flying

round the room several times, he perched

himself on the Princess's arm. Just when he

was about to resume his proper form, the

Princess managed to cut off some of the

feathers without his knowing it, and hid them

carefully away. After that they sat down to

dinner and talked, until it dawned upon them

that they had fallen very desperately in love

with one another.

Axim at last was obliged to

tear himself away, so he bade

the Princess a tender farewell,

and, changing himself once more

into a bird, flew

off with the

sword in his

beak.

Early on the

following morn-

i n g , Axim

arrived at the

encampment,

but as there was

still plenty of

time he resumed

his proper form,

and lying down

by the seashore,

fell fast asleep

with the sword

by his side, for

he was weary

after his long

journey, and

out of breath

with flying so

fast. Hardly

had he fallen

asleep when the

Colonel came

out of one of

the tents to take

his morning

HE CASHED THE SLKEI'ING MAN

THE SEA."

tub. The instant he caught sight of Axim

and the Queen's sword, a thought struck him,

and pushing the sleeping man into the sea,

he possessed himself of the sword and quickly

departed.

On coming into the Queen's presence, he

made a profound salutation, sayinit, "Behold,

your Majesty, the sword which you desired,

and which I have procured for you within

the stated time. Axim and I had a race,

but I lost sight of him on the way. I suppose

some wild beast must have eaten him up in

the forest."

The Queen did not trouble her head about

Axim ; all she wanted was the sword.

" If you are still alive after the battle,"

she said, " you

may marry my

daughter."

The Colonel,

however, had no

intention of get

ting killed ; he

promptly got lost

in the crowd

the moment the

battle com-

menced, and was

not seen until it

was over.

At first the

Queen thought

that the victory

was not going to

be on her side,

for she lost many

of her subjects,

and was about to

return to the

palace miserably

defeated, when

to her intense

joy things began

to look more hopeful, and

in a very short time she

gained the victory.

Now to return to Axim.

He had not been idle,

therefore he had not been

drowned. The King of

the Sea saved him as he

was falling and took him

prisoner. When Axim

heard that the Queen was

not likely to come off victorious he

became very miserable, particularly as

ITO he found himself unable to help her.

" If only I could get on land again,"

he thought, " I might do some good.''

At last he begged the King to let him out

just to have a look at his comrades.

"It is hard," Axim said, "to be kept a

prisoner while there is fighting going on. You

will surely not refuse to let me have one

glimpse of the glorious spectacle."

The King of the Sea promised to take him

up after sunset, and, what is more, he kept
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his word. As soon as Axim got on shore, he

began to pray very hard to the saints that the

sun would be so powerful next day as to

scorch the King of the Sea; for he and his

men hated a hot sun, as they were not accus

tomed to it in the depths below.

Axim had hardly finished praying when the

King of the Sea carried him down again.

Next day the sun was so powerful that the

King's army could hardly bear the heat and

many fainted, while the Queen and her troops

fought bravely, killing many of her foes.

At sunset Axim was again allowed up for

a few minutes to pray, and next day the sun

was so hot that very few of the

enemy survived. On the third

day the King himself got a sun

stroke, but although he managed

to take Axim up on

shore as usual at sun

set, he felt so giddy

that he .was unable to

fetch him down again

at the usual time.

Axim was well aware

of this ; he also knew

that he would again

have the power to

successfully invoke

the old woman's bless

ing if the King did

not appear at the

given time. There

being no sign of the

King, Axim hurriedly changed him

self into a bird, and by the time the

King had recovered sufficiently to

fetch his prisoner, that bird had flown!

Since then, the King of the Sea has

never ventured out of his depths for

fear of sun-stroke.

Meanwhile the Queen, having

gained the victory, returned to the

palace and gave orders for the wedding of

her daughter and the wicked Colonel.

Just as the feast was at it highest, Axim

walked into the palace and straight up to the

Queen.

" What is the meaning of this ? " he asked,

in some surprise. " You promised that I

should marry your daughter if I brought you

back the swordâ��why, then, is she about to

marry another ? "

" You never brought me the sword," the

Queen replied, indignantly; " you got eaten

up by wild beasts instead, and left the

Colonel to do my bidding. Away with you ! "

"There is some mistake," said the Princess,

getting up from the table and approaching

her mother. " This certainly is the man who

fetched your sword, and not the Colonel. I

told you it was not the Colonel from the first."

" What proof have you that it is this man ? "

asked the Queen.

" Will you please change yourself into a

bird," the Princess said, turning to Axim,

"and I will show my mother what I mean?"

Axim immediately did as he was told,

while the Princess took out of her pocket the

feathers she had cut off, and showed every

body present from whence she had cut them.

*'AXIM IMMEDIATELY DID AS HE WAS TOLD."

" But that is not all," said a voice, and on

looking round Axim beheld his friend the old

woman; "if it had not been for him your

Majesty would never have won the battle,"

and the old woman then explained everything.

" But," objected the Queen, " how do you

know ? How are we to believe you ? Who

are you ? "

" This is who I am "â��as she spoke she

was suddenly changed into a beautiful fairy,

and was recognised by all present as the

good Queen of the Air Spirits.

After that no more proofs were necessary.

The wicked Colonel was promptly beheaded,

while Axim and the charming Princess were

married and lived happily ever after.
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very clever artist. I wish that the Duchess

had been able to go on ; but you know how

much work our Royalties have to do. How

ever, the Princess means to keep to it, and I

am very glad, for she has real talent."

Princess Alice goes to Mrs. Ward's studio

regularly once a week during the terms,

and is one of the most industrious of the

pupils. By the great kindness of the

Duchess, I was permitted to have a photo

graph taken of the Princess while at her

work, and the drawing upon which she

was engaged at the

time was also photo

graphed.

After we had looked

round the studio,

which contains

art treasures of

which a volume

might well be

written, Mrs.

Ward suggested

an adjournment

to the drawing-

room and tea.

"You must want

some refresh

ment after hear

ing about all

my relations,"

she said, laugh

ingly, as she led

the way.

The drawing-

room, though,

of course, free

from artistic dis

order, is just as

full as, if not

fuller than, the

studio of preci

ous art treasures.

The walls are actually

covered with pictures,

and many beautiful

drawings by the late

Mr. E. M. Ward are

among them, one of

the most interesting

bring such an amusing story to my

mind. You must know that my hus

band had a command to paint a picture

of the Emperor being invested with the

Order of the darter by the Queen herself.

My husband, naturally, consulted me con

stantly, and this picture gave him a good

deal of trouble. Somehow or other, the pose

of the two principal figuresâ��the Emperor

and the Queenâ��puzzled him greatly, and one

afternoon, when he was quite in despair

about them, my husband decided that he had

better paint in the un-

draped figures in order

to get the pose cor

rect. So in he painted

the undraped figures,

and rather ludi

crous of course

they looked.

Just as he had

finished them,

however, and

we were criticis

ing the work, to

our horror and

confusion the

door was swung

open, and a ser

vant announced

that the Queen

was coming to

see how the

picture was get-

ti'ng on. My

husband was

simply thunder

struck ! How

ever, there was

nothing to be

done but to ob

literate the fig

ures, which he

did, I don't know how,

for we were so terribly

afraid that the Queen

would -appear before

he had had time to

hide them. As it hap

pened, though, the

being a portrait of the Prince of Wales at

the age of fourteen, which was a study for

a picture which Mr. Ward did for the

Queen and the Prince Consort, for whom

he executed much work. This drawing

is here reproduced for the first time.

" Do you see those drawings of the French

Emperor and of the Empress Eugenie?"

asked Mrs. Ward, " Well, they always

*"" "'"â�¢"<I"â�¢' ""'

Queen sent in word that she would come in

later ; which she did. But you can imagine

our confusion ! "

" I suppose you had many opportunities

of seeing the Queen ? "

" Oh, yes, indeed. And though I know

it is a common remark, I never can help

saying how little people can understand

how dignified and gracious the Queen
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jVoic reprodnfed for the first (inie

is until they have met her. I saw

most of her when I was painting the

portrait of Princess Beatrice. The

Queen had seen some portraits that

I had done of my own childrenâ��

those very portraits on the wall over

thereâ��and it was because of them

that she was good enough to give me

a command for a portrait of Princess

Beatrice, who was then ten months

old, and such a remarkably pretty

little baby, and so good-tempered.

The Queen used to come in con

stantly to see how the picture was

getting on, and took the greatest

possible interest in it. She is, as you

probably know, a very clever artist

herself, but she confined herself

almost entirely to water-colour. ' I've

tried to paint in oil, Mrs. Ward,' she

said to me one day; 'but there is

always something to disturb me. So

I have given it up.'"

"Was Princess Beatrice a good

sitter?"

" Most exemplary," said Mrs. Ward,

/â�¢Von) the Dratnng bj,]

with a laugh. " Though I have no

doubt that a rattleâ��which, by the

way, was given to me, for my little

baby, after the picture was finishedâ��â�¢

had most to do with her quietude.

But, as I told you, she was a most

good-tempered baby. I really think

I can only remember one time when

she became at all unmanageable, and

that was when the Queen came in

and tickled her little toes. The little

Princess didn't approve of the opera

tion at all, and began to kick. ' Oh,

but I will do what I like with my

own baby,' I remember the Queen

saying, with that wonderful smile of

hers, as she went on with the process."

" It often seems strange to me to

think," went on Mrs. Ward, " when I

am teaching Princess Alice, how the

late Duke of Albany used to come in

and pay me visits when quite a little,

tiny boy. Such a nice little boy he

was ! His great amusement was to

put my bonnet on and strut about the

room with great delight. One day

THE EMPRESS EUGENIE.

f>'ow reproduced for thÂ« jtrtt timt.

IK.il. Ward,R.A.
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REDUCED FACSIMILE OF A LETTER FROM THE QUEEN.

he came in with the Princess Royal, and,

walking up to my picture, in the background

of which I had painted a few birds, asked,

very solemnly, ' Is dem co's ? ' I remember

that the Princess pretended to be horrified at

his grammar."

"And you saw the Prince Consort ? "

" Oh, yes. He used to pay my husband

visits with the Queen. He also took the

greatest interest in painting, and was always

full of suggestions. He was so kind and

nice. His manner

with children, too,

was particularly

charming, and he

was so devoted to

them. There was

nothing he loved

better, I was told,

than a romp in

the nursery, and

that he would

often take little

Princess Beatrice

on his knee and

sing softly to her

while she slept.

The luncheon-

hour was generally the hour of the most

perfect freedom, and he would keep the

children in roars of laughter the whole time.

By the way, talking of the Prince Consort,

I shall never forget what happened the first

time that he came to our house with the

Queun. After we had talked for a few

minutes, they said they would like to see our

children, who were accordingly sent for.

One of my little daughters came down in

great excitement, and the Prince Consort

PRINCESS BEATRICE'S BATTLR-

[Gtarye A'euwt.
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fro in a Sketch by \

PRINCESS BEATRICE AT THE AGE OF IO MONTHS.

A'ow reprwluced for the first time.

'Mr*. K. M. Ward.

patted her kindly on the cheek and made

some pleasant remark. ' Don't,' said my

democratic little daughter. ' I want to see

Prince Albert's

horses.' The

Prince was

greatly amused."

picture, " God Save the

have already mentioned,

of the Royal residences.

" Did you ever

meet the Prince

of Wales as a

boy ? "

" No, never.

You see, he was

generally away at

that time. But

the Duke of Con-

naught used often

to come in and

see me, always

apologizing for

disturbing me,

with a most

elaborate bow."

Many of Mrs.

Ward's happiest

days were spent

in the neighbour

hood of Windsor.

She cannot say

too much in

praise of the

Queen, whose

care and fore

thought, even for

the most minor

Vol. xvi.,-47.

THE TK1

a Sketeh by Mrs. E. if. Ward.

WINI1SOK.

A'our reprot/Â«Â«ii fur the Jtrtt time.

details, were quite

extraordinary. Not

only did she en

courage Mrs. Ward

to use her best

efforts, by paying

her constant visits

and making the

most kindly and

gracious comments

on her work, but

every little thing

that could be done

to make the artist

comfortable was

attended to by

the Queen's own

orders. Princess

Beatrice's were the

only two portraits

painted by Mrs.

Ward for the

Queen, but the

engraving of the

Queen," which I

also hangs in one

"I think that I

can only remem

ber one really un

pleasant incident

connected with

the time I spent

at Windsor," said

Mrs. Ward, as we

went on chatting

about the Queen

and her surround

ings at that time.

" I wanted to get

a piper to sit to

me for a picture

I was painting,

and one of the

Royal pipers was

procured for me.

I had my sus

picions as to the

man's sobriety

when he first

came in to my

studio, but you

can imagine my

horror and fright

when he all at

once began to

dance in the

maddest way

imaginable. I
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never shall forget that dnnce. He rushed

about all over the studio, thrusting and

stabbing with his dirk, and making the most

hideous noises ; sometimes coming close up

to me, then darting to the other end of the

room, then rushing back, and so on. I never

felt so frightened before, and the wretch never

stopped until he was utterly ex

hausted. But you can imagine that

the scene must have been very

ludicrous, though I did not laugh

at the time, I can assure you. The

man died, I heard, very shortly

afterwards. He was simply mad

with drink. But, now, come and

look at some more of my treasures.

I'm very proud of some of them, I

can assure you."

One would want to spend a week

in Mrs. Ward's charming home in

Gerald Road, to be able to thoroughly

appreciate her splendid collection.

One of the most prized and the

most interesting of the things in the

drawing-room is the model of the

I Hichess of Albany's peculiarly beau

tiful hand, which the Duchess had

specially cast for Mrs. Ward by Mr.

Williamson, " the Royal Sculptor,"

of Esher. Then in the centre of

the drawing room there is a cabinet

that belonged to the great Lady

Blessington, and which contains the

most fascinating of secret drawers

that must have puzzled even the

maker to discover, I should think.

A place of honour is given to the

excellent photograph of the Duchess

of Albany and her two children taken

at the time when the Duchess was a

pupil of Mrs. Ward, and which I am

kindly permitted to reproduce with

this article. Then facing

this photograph is a splendid

drawing of the late Mr. E.

M. Ward, R.A., by Mr.

George Richmond, R.A.,

and surrounding this are

some exquisite drawings by

many of Mrs. Ward's count

less relations; but I will

not be led into an attempt

to enumerate any of them !

The portraits of her child

ren, to which I have

already alluded, are also in

the drawing-room ; and I

feel sure that Mr. "Spy"

Leslie Ward must wonder

whether he ever were the demure little fellow

who, toy whip in hand, looks the picture of

childish good behaviour.

But an account of Mrs. Ward's collection

would fill a whole number of THE STRAND

MAGAZINE.

" I have so many things," she told me, as

THE Dl'dlESR OK ALBANY AND HER CHILDREN.

from a Photo, ov the London StoreoKopic Company,
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LX.â��MRS. E. M. WARD.

" ROYALTIES AS ARTISTS."

BY RALPH W. MAUDK.

1URELY there could not be a

more business - like looking

studio than Mrs. Ward's !

There are easels everywhereâ��

big easels, little easels, easels

with nothing on them, easels

with drawings of the simplest kind, easels

with elaborate pictures. Then in every

corner of the room, on every table, on

every chair, on every cabinet, even on the

floor itself, are there things that pertain to

the teaching of

art. I almost

tripped over a

most abandoned-

looking lay figure,

with an Indian

shawl over her

stuffed shoul

ders; there was a

horse's leg resting

against a bust;

there were paints

and pencils and

drawing-pins all

over the place;

and finally there

was the result of

all this delightliil

confusion in the

shape of the work

of Mrs. Ward's

many pupils.

" I am so sorry

to have kept you

waiting," Mrs.

Ward said, " but

my pupils have

only just gone,

and no member

of your sex,

Vol xvLâ��*S.
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except the Academicians, who kindly visit

from time to time, is ever allowed in here

while they are at work ! But now I'm quite

free. Isn't this place in a terrible mess ?

I am always trying to keep it tidy; but it's

quite impossible."

MKS. K. M. WARD.

i a Drau-iny by herKlf, made ipeciuWy/or Tuc STRAM>

Mrs. Ward propped up the lay figure as

she spoke, and when we had removed a

mystic-looking plaster hand from one chait

and a flower-pot from the other, we sat down.

"Yours was practically the first art school

of its kind, was

it not, Mrs.

Ward ? " I asked.

"Yes, abso

lutely. You see,

when my hus

band died, I

wanted to do

something beside

my painting, and

the idea which

has resulted in

this struck me.

You have no

idea bow I was

d i scouraged,

though. Every

body said that it

could not pos

sibly succeed.

Sir Frederick

Leighton, among

others, did his

best to dissuade

me. But I am

a determined

person, and I

had my way.

Nineteen years

ago I started my
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" I AM HERE, SIRâ��MRS. WOODS."

typhoid fever. Dr. Lana had asked her to

look in the last thing and let him know how

her husband was progressing. She observed

that the light was burning in the study, but

having knocked several times at the surgery

door without response, she concluded that

the doctor had been called out, and so re

turned home.

There is a short, winding drive with a lamp

at the end of it leading down from the house

to the road. As Mrs. Madding emerged

from the gate a man was coming along the foot

path. Thinking that it might be Dr. Lana

returning from some professional visit, she

waited for him, and was surprised to see that

it was Mr. Arthur Morton, the young squire.

In the light of the lamp she observed that his

manner was excited, and that he carried in

his hand a heavy hunting-crop. He was

turning in at the gate when she addressed

him.

" The doctor is not in, sir," said she.

" How do you know that ?" he asked,

harshly.

" I have been to the surgery door, sir."

" I see a light," said the young squire,

looking up the drive. "That is in his study,

is it not ?"

" Yes, sir; but I am sure that he is out."

" Well, he must come in again," said

young Morton, and passed through the gate

while Mrs. Madding went upon her home

ward way.

At three

o'clock that

morning her

husband suf

fered a sharp

relapse, and she

was so alarmed

by his symp

toms that she

determined to

call the doctor

without delay.

As she passed

through the gate

she was sur

prised to see

someone lurk

ing among the

laurel bushes. It

was certainly a

man, and to the

best of her be

lief Mr. Arthur

Morton. Preoc

cupied with her

own troubles,

she gave no particular attention to the

incident, but hurried on upon her errand.

When she reached the house she perceived

to her surprise that the light was still burning

in the study. She therefore tapped at the

surgery door. There was no answer. She

repeated the knocking several times without

effect. It appeared to her to be unlikely

that the doctor would either go to bed or go

out leaving so brilliant a light behind him,

and it struck Mrs. Madding that it was pos

sible that he might have dropped asleep in

his chair. She tapped at the study window,

therefore, but without result. Then, finding

that there was an opening between the curtain

and the woodwork, she looked through.

The small room was brilliantly lighted from

a large lamp on the central table, which was

littered with the doctor's books and instru

ments. No one was visible, nor did she see

anything unusual, except that in the further

shadow thrown by the table a dingy white

glove was lying upon the carpet. And then

suddenly, as her eyes became more accus

tomed to the light, a boot emerged from the

other end of the shadow, and she realized,

with a thrill of horror, that what she had

taken to be a glove was the hand of a man,

who was prostrate upon the floor. Under

standing that something terrible had occurred,

she rang at the front door, roused Mrs.

Woods, the housekeeper, and the two women

made their way into the study, having first
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serious school. No, no ; my artistic feelings

are the same as those of my ancestors. And

I'm a believer in heredity !"

And then Mrs. Ward began to tell me of

her wonderful artistic pedigree ; and would I

could remember it all, but honestly I cannot.

Still, when I say that Mrs. Ward, besides being

herself a distinguished painter, is the great-

granddaughter of artists, the granddaughter

of artists, the daughter of artists, the niece of

artists, the cousin of artists, the widow of

an artist, the mother of artists, and the

grandmother of at least one promising

artist, it will give some .idea of her artistic

connection. I really got quite bewildered

over her account of her various relations,

of which at least five were members of

V
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material. The wonderful skill of that famous

animal painter, James Ward, has evidently

been transmitted to one of Mrs. Ward's

daughters; another of her daughters is a

most charming pastel painter; and Mrs.

Ward's son, Leslie, is the well-known " Spy,"

of Vanity Fair. And so onâ��but the

history of the Ward family must be left in

more capable hands than mine.

" Now," Mrs. Ward said, after she had

had a hearty laugh over my bewilderment,

" you must see some of my pupils' work.

That drawing just behind you there is by

Princess Alice of Albany, one of my most

promising pupils. She is so earnest and pains

takingâ��so thorough--and takes such interest

in it all. It is a real delight to me to teach her.

DRAWING BY PKINCKSS ALICE OK ALBANY.

Reproduced for the flrsl time by special jje

the Royal Academy, for, curiously enough,

though not related in any way, Mrs. Ward

and her husband were both Wards before

their marriage, so that my bewilderment

may be comprehensible.

For students of the doctrine of heredity

Mrs, Ward's family offer most interesting

You know, the Duchess of Albany was one of

my pupils at one time, and for many years

she has honoured me with her kind help and

regard. She drew very well indeed, but her

public work is so hard now, that she has but

little time for art. Her sister, the Queen-

Regent of Holland, I understand, is also a
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very clever artist. I wish that the Duchess

had been able to go on ; but you know how

much work our Royalties have to do. How

ever, the Princess means to keep to it, and I

am very glad, for she has real talent."

bring such an amusing story to

mind. You must know that my

band had a command to paint a picture

of the Emperor being invested with the

Order of the Garter by the Queen herself.

My husband, naturally, consulted me con

stantly, and this picture gave him a good

deal of trouble. Somehow or other, the pose

of the two principal figuresâ��the Emperor

and the Queenâ��puzzled him greatly, and one

afternoon, when he was quite in despair

about them, my husband decided that he had

better paint in the un-

draped figures in order

to get the pose cor

rect. So in he painted

the undraped figures,

and rather ludi

crous of course

they looked.

Just as he had

finished them,

however, and

we were criticis

ing the work, to

our horror and

confusion the

door was swung

open, and a ser

vant announced

that the Quec-n

was coming to

see how the

picture was get-

ti'ng on. My

husband was

simply thunder

struck ! How

ever, there was

nothing to be

done but to ob

literate the fig

ures, which he

did, I don't know how,

for we were so terribly

afraid that the Queen

would .appear before

he had had time to

hide them. As it hap

pened, though, the

Queen sent in word that she would come in

later ; which she did. But you can imagine

our confusion !"

Princess Alice goes to Mrs. Ward's studio

regularly once a week during the terms,

and is one of the most industrious of the

pupils. By the great kindness of the

Duchess, I was permitted to have a photo

graph taken of the Princess while at her

work, and the drawing upon which she

was engaged at the

time was also

graphed.

photo-

After we had looked

round the studio,

which contains

art treasures of

which a volume

might well be

written, Mrs.

Ward suggested

an adjournment

to the drawing-

room and tea.

"You must want

some refresh

ment after hear

ing about all

my relations,"

she said, laugh

ingly, as she led

the way.

The drawing-

room, though,

of course, free

from artistic dis

order, is just as

full as, if not

fuller than, the

studio of preci

ous art treasures.

The walls are actually

covered with pictures,

and many beautiful

drawings by the late

Mr. E. M. Ward are

among them, one of

the most interesting

being a portrait of the Prince of Wales at

the age of fourteen, which was a study for

a picture which Mr. Ward did for the

Queen and the Prince Consort, for whom

he executed much work. This drawing

is here reproduced for the first time.

H.R.H. THE PRINCE OF WALES AT THE AGE OF 14

From the ftrawing by S. M. Ward. R.A. AW reiÂ»-i*lucetl fin- the

/fret time.

" Do you see those drawings of the French

Emperor and of the Empress Eugenie?"

asked Mrs. Ward, " Well, they always

my

hus-

" I suppose you had many opportunities

of seeing the Queen ? "

" Oh, yes, indeed. And though I know

it is a common remark, I never can help

saying how little people can understand

how dignified and gracious the Queen
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AVom Uu Drawing by]

NATOLEON' III.

Koto reproduced for the Jirft time

is until they have met her. I saw

most of her when I was painting the

portrait of Princess Beatrice. The

Queen had seen some portraits that

I had done of my own childrenâ��

those very portraits on the wall over

thereâ��and it was because of them

that she was good enough to give me

a command for a portrait of Princess

Beatrice, who was then ten months

old, and such a remarkably pretty

little baby, and so good-tempered.

The Queen used to come in con

stantly to see how the picture was

getting on, and took the greatest

possible interest in it. She is, as you

probably know, a very clever artist

herself, but she confined herself

almost entirely to water-colour. 'I've

tried to paint in oil, Mrs. Ward,' she

said to me one day ; ' but there is

always something to disturb me. So

1 have given it up.'"

" Was Princess Beatrice a good

sitter?"

" Most exemplary," said Mrs. Ward,

from the Drawing

with a bugh. " Though I have no

doubt that a rattleâ��which, by the

way, was given to me, for my little

baby, after the picture was finishedâ��

had most to do with her quietude.

But, as I told you, she was a most

good-tempered baby. I really think

I can only remember one time when

she became at all unmanageable, and

that was when the Queen came in

and tickled her little toes. The little

Princess didn't approve of the opera

tion at all, and began to kick. ' Oh,

but I will do what I like with my

own baby,' I remember the Queen

saying, with that wonderful smile of

hers, as she went on with the process."

" It often seems strange to me to

think," went on Mrs. Ward, " when I

am teaching Princess Alice, how the

late Duke of Albany used to come in

and pay me visits when quite a little,

tiny boy. Such a nice little boy he

was ! His great amusement was to

put my bonnet on and strut about the

room with great delight. One day

THE EMPKESS EUGENIE.

Ifow reproduced fur the first time.

[E. J/. Ward, It. A.
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REDUCED FACSIMILE OK A LETTER FROM THE QUEEN.

he came in with the Princess Royal, and,

walking up to my picture, in the background

of which I had painted a few birds, asked,

very solemnly, ' Is dem co's ?' I remember

that the Princess pretended to be horrified at

his grammar."

"And you saw the Prince Consort ? "

" Oh, yes. He used to pay my husband

visits with the Queen. He also took the

greatest interest in painting, and was always

full of suggestions. He was so kind and

nice. His manner

with children, too,

was particularly

charming, and he

was so devoted to

them. There was

nothing he loved

better, I was told,

than a romp in

the nursery, and

that he would

often take little

Princess Beatrice

on his knee and

sing softly to her

while she slept.

The luncheon-

hour was generally the hour of the most

perfect freedom, and he would keep the

children in roars of laughter the whole time.

By the way, talking of the Prince Consort,

I shall never forget what happened the first

time that he came to our house with the

Queen. After we had talked for a few

minutes, they said they would like to see our

children, who were accordingly sent for.

One of my little daughters came down in

great excitement, and the Prince Consort

PRINCESS UEATR1CES RATTLE.
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save her brother from the gallows by the

sacrifice of her former lover. The court

next morning was crammed to overflowing,

and a murmur of excitement passed over it

when Mr. Humphrey was observed to enter

in a state of emotion, which even his trained

nerves could not conceal, and to confer with

the opposing counsel. A few hurried words

â��words which left a look of amazement

upon Mr. Porlock Carr's face â�� passed

between them, and then the counsel for the

defence, addressing the judge, announced

that, with the consent of the prosecution, the

young lady who had given evidence upon

the sitting before would not be recalled.

The Judge: But you appear, Mr. Hum

phrey, to have left matters in a very unsatis

factory state.

Mr. Humphrey: Perhaps, my lord, my

next witness may help to clear them up.

The Judge : Then call your next witness.

Mr. Humphrey : I call Dr. Aloysius Lana.

The learned counsel has made many telling

remarks in his day, but he has certainly never

produced such a sensation with so short a

sentence. The Court was simply

stunned with amazement as the

very man whose fate had been

the subject of so much con

tention appeared bodily before

them in the witness-box. Those

among the spectators who had

known him at Bishop's

Crossing saw him now,

gaunt and thin, with

deep lines of care upon

his face. But in spite of

his melancholy bearing

and despondent expres

sion, there were few

who could say that they

had ever seen a man

of more distinguished

presence. Bowing to

the judge, he asked if

he might be allowed to

make a statement, and

having been duly in

formed that whatever

he said might be used

against him, he bowed

once more, and pro

ceeded : â��

brought upon those whom I love best in the

world, I should have come forward long ago;

but there were reasons which prevented these

things from coming to my ears. It was my

desire that an unhappy man should vanish

from the world which had known him, but I

had not foreseen that others would be affected

by my actions. Let me to the best of my

ability repair the evil which I have done.

"To anyone who is acquainted with the

history of the Argentine Republic the name

of Lana is well known. My father, who came

of the best blood of old Spain, filled all the

highest offices of the State, and would have

been President but for his death in the riots

at San Juan. A brilliant career might have

been open to my twin brother Ernest and

myself had it not been for financial losses

which made it necessary that we should earn

HE BOWED TO THE JUDGE.

" My wish," said he, " is to hold no hing

back, but to tell with perfect frankness all

that occurred upon the night of the 2ist of

June. Had I known that the innocent had

suffered, and that so much trouble had been

our own living. I apologize, sir, if these

details appear to be irrelevant, but they are

a necessary introduction to that which is to

follow.

" I had, as I have said, a twin brother
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named Ernest, whose resemblance to me was

so great that even when we were together

people could see no difference between us.

Down to the smallest detail we were exactly

the same. As we grew older this likeness

became less marked because our expression

was not the same, but with our features

in repose the points of difference were very

slight.

" It does not become me to say too much

of one who is dead, the more so as he is my

only brother, but

I leave his char

acter to those

who knew him

best. I will only

sayâ��for I have

to say itâ��that

in my early man

hood I conceived

a horror of him,

and that I had

good reason for

the aversion

which filled me.

My own reputa

tion suffered

from his actions,

for our close

resem blanee

caused me to be

credited with many of

them. Eventually, in a

peculiarly disgraceful busi

ness, he contrived to

throw the whole odium upon me

in such a way that I was forced

to leave the Argentine for ever,

and to seek a career in Europe. The

freedom from his hated presence more

than compensated me for the loss of my

native land. I had enough money to

defray my medical studies at Glasgow, and I

finally settled in practice at Bishop's Crossing,

in the firm conviction that in that remote

Lancashire hamlet I should never hear of

him again.

" For years my hopes were fulfilled, and

then at last he discovered me. Some Liver

pool man who visited Buenos Ayres put him

upon my track. He had lost all his money,

and he thought that he would come over and

share mine. Knowing my horror of him, he

rightly thought that I would be willing to buy

him off. I received a letter from him saying that

he was coming. It was at a crisis in my own

affairs, and his arrival might conceivably bring

trouble, and even disgrace, upon some whom

I was especially bound to shield from anything

of the kind. I took steps to insure that any

evil which might come should fall on me only,

and that"â��here he turned and looked at

the prisonerâ��" was the cause of conduct

upon my part which has been too harshly

judged. My only motive was to screen those

who were dear to me from any possible

connection with scandal or disgrace. That

scandal and disgrace would come with my

brother was only to say that what had been

would be again.

1 HEARD A FOOTSTEP UPON THE GRAVEL OUTSIDE."

" My brother arrived himself one night not

very long after my receipt ot the letter. I

was sitting in my study after the servants

had gone to bed, when I heard a footstep

upon the gravel outside, and an instant later

I saw his face looking in at me through the

window. He was a clean-shaven man like

myself, and the resemblance between us was

still so great that, for an instant, I thought it

was my own reflection in the glass. He had

a dark patch over his eye, but our features

were absolutely the same. Then he smiled

in a sardonic way which had been a trick of

his from his boyhood, and I knew that he

was the same brother who had driven me

from my native land, and brought disgrace

upon what had been an honourable name.
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I went to the door and I admitted him. That

would be about ten o'clock that night.

"When he came into the glare of the

lamp, I saw at once that he had fallen upon

very evil days. He had walked from Liver

pool, and he was tired and ill. I was quite

shocked by the expression upon his face,

My medical knowledge told me that there

was some serious internal malady. He

had been drinking also, and his face was

bruised as the result of a scuffle which he had

had with some sailors. It was to cover his

injured eye that he wore this patch, which he

removed when he entered the room. He

was himself dressed in a pea-jacket and

flannel shirt, and his feet were bursting

through his boots. But his poverty had only

made him more savagely vindictive towards

me. His hatred rose to the height of a

mania. I had been rolling in money in

England, according to his account, while he

had been starving in South America. 1

cannot describe to you the threats which he

uttered or the insults which he poured upon

me. My impression is, that hardships and

debauchery had unhinged his reason. He

paced about the room like a wild beast,

demanding drink, demanding money, and

all in the foulest language. I am a hot-

tempered man, but I thank God that I

am able to say that I remained master

of myself, and that I never raised a hand

against him. My coolness only irritated him

the more. He raved, he cursed, he shook

his fists in my face, and then suddenly a

horrible spasm passed over his features, he

clapped his hand to his side, and with a loud

cry he fell in a heap at my feet. I raised

him up and stretched him upon the sofa, but

no answer came to my exclamations, and the

hand which I held in mine was cold and

clammy. His diseased heart had broken

down. His own violence had killed him.

" For a long time I sat as if I were in

some dreadful dream, staring at the body of

my brother. I was aroused by the knocking

of Mrs. Woods, who had been disturbed by

that dying cry. I sent her away to bed.

Shortly afterwards a patient tapped at the

surgery door, but as I took no notice, he or

she went off again. Slowly and gradually as

I sat there a plan was forming itself in my

head in the curious automatic way in which

plans do form. When I rose from my chair

my future movements were finally decided

upon without my having been conscious of

any process of thought. It was an instinct

which irresistibly inclined me towards one

course.

" Ever since that change in my affairs to

which 1 have alluded, Bishop's Crossing had

become hateful to me. My plans of life

had been ruined, and I had met with hasty-

judgments and unkind treatment where I

had expected sympathy. It is true that any

danger of scandal from my brother had

passed away with his life ; but still, I was sore

about the past, and felt that things could

never be as they had been. It may be that

I was unduly sensitive, and that I had not

made sufficient allowance for others, but my

feelings were as I describe. Any chance of

getting away from Bishop's Crossing and of

everyone in it would be most welcome to

me. And here was such a chance as I could

never have dared to hope for, a chance which

would enable me to make a clean break with

the past.

" There was this dead man lying upon the

sofa, so like me that save for some little

thickness and coarseness of the features there

was no difference at all. No one had seen

him come and no one would miss him. We

were both clean shaven, and his hair was

about the same length as my own. If I

changed clothes with him, then Dr. Aloysius

Lana would be found lying dead in his study,

and there would be an end of an unfortunate

fellow, and of a blighted career. There was

plenty of ready money in the room, and this

I could carry away with me to help me to

start once more in some other land. In my

brother's clothes I could walk by night

unobserved as far as Liverpool, and in that

great seaport I would soon find some means

of leaving the country. After my lost hopes,

the humblest existence where I was unknown

was far preferable in my estimation to a

practice, however successful, in Bishop's

Crossing, where at any moment I might come

face to face with those whom I should wish,

if it were possible, to forget. I determined

to effect the change.

" And I did so. I will not go into par

ticulars, for the recollection is as painful as

the experience; but in an hour my brother

lay, dressed down to the smallest detail in

my clothes, while I slunk out by the surgery

door, and taking the back path which led

across some fields, I started off to make the

best of my way to Liverpool, where I arrived

the same night. My bag of money and a

certain portrait were all 1 carried out of the

house, and I left behind me in my hurry the

shade which my brother had been wearing

over his eye. Everything else of his I took

with me.

" 1 give you my word, sir, that never for
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BY A. CONAN DOYLK.

V.â��THE STORY OF THE BLACK DOCTOR.

ISHOP'S CROSSING is a

small village lying ten miles

in a south-westerly direction

from Liverpool. Here in the

early seventies there settled a

doctor named Aloysius I^ana.

Nothing was known locally either of his ante

cedents or of the reasons which had prompted

him to come to this I^incashire hamlet. Two

facts only were certain about him: the one that

he had gained his medical qualification with

some distinction at Glas

gow ; the other that

he came undoubtedly of

a tropical race, and was

so dark that he might

almost have had a strain

of the Indian in his com

position. His predomi

nant features were, how

ever, European, and he

possessed a stately cour

tesy and carriage which

suggested a Spanish ex

traction. A swarthy skin,

raven - black hair, and

dark, sparkling eyes

under a pair of heavily-

tufted brows made a

strange contrast to the

flaxen or chestnut rustics

of England, and the new

comer was soon known as

"The Black Doctor of

Bishop's Crossing." At

first it was a term of ridi

cule and reproach; as

the years went on it

became a title of honour

which was familiar to the

whole country-side, and

extended far beyond the

narrow confines of the

village.

as his professional. A remarkable surgical

cure in the case of the Hon. James Lowry,

the second son of Lord Belton, was the

means of introducing him to county society,

where he became a favourite through the

charm of his conversation and the elegance

of his manners. An absence of antecedents

and of relatives is sometimes an aid rather

than an impediment to social advancement,

and the distinguished individuality of the

handsome doctor was its own recommenda

tion.

THE HI.ACK DOCTOH.

For the new-comer proved himself to be a

capable surgeon and an accomplished physi

cian. The practice of that district had been

in the hands of Edward Rowe, the son of Sir

William Rowe, the Liverpool consultant, but

he had not inherited the talents of his father,

and Dr. I^ana, with his advantages of presence

and of manner, soon beat him out of the

field. Dr. liana's social success was as rapid

His patients had one

faultâ��and one fault only

â��to find with him. He

appeared to be a con

firmed bachelor. This

was the more remarkable

since the house which he

occupied was a large one,

and it was known that his

success in practice had

enabled him to save con

siderable sums. At first

the local match-makers

were continually coupling

his name with one or

other of the eligible

ladies, but as years passed

and Doctor Lana re

mained unmarried, it

came to be generally

understood that for some

reason he must remain

a bachelor. Some even

went so far as to assert

that he was already

married, and that it was

in order to escape the

consequence of an early

misalliance that he had

buried himself at Bishop's

Crossing. And then, just

as the match-makers had

finally given him up in despair, his engage

ment was suddenly announced to Miss

Frances Morton, of Leigh Hall.

Miss Morton was a young lady who was

well known upon the country-side, her father,

James Haldane Morton, having been the

Squire of Bishop's Crossing. Both her parents

were, however, dead, and she lived with her

only brother, Arthur Morton, who had in-

Copyright, 1898, by GcorRC Ncwnes, Limited.
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herited the family estate. In person Miss

Morton was tall and stately, and she was

famous for her quick, impetuous nature and

for her strength of character. She met Dr.

Lana at a garden-party, and a friendship,

which quickly ripened into love, sprang up

between them. Nothing could exceed their

devotion to each other. There was some

discrepancy in age, he being thirty-seven, and

she twenty-four ; but, save in that one respect,

there was no possible objection to be found

with the match. The engagement was in

February, and it was arranged that the

marriage should take place in August.

Upon the 3rd of June Dr. Lana received

a letter from abroad. In a small village the

postmaster is also in a position to be the

gossip-master, and Mr. Bankley, of Bishop's

Crossing, had many of the secrets of his

neighbours in his possession. Of this par

ticular letter he remarked only that it was in

a curious envelope, that it was in a man's

handwriting, that the postscript was Buenos

Ayres, and the stamp of the Argentine Re

public. It was the first letter which he had

ever known Dr. Lana have from abroad, and

this was the reason why his attention was

particularly called to it before he handed it

to the local postman. It was delivered by

the evening delivery of that date.

Next morningâ��that is, upon the. 4th of

Juneâ��Dr. Lana called upon Miss Morton,

and a long interview followed, from which he

was observed to return in a state of great

agitation. Miss Morton remained in her

room all that day, and her maid found her

several times in tears. In the course of a

week it was an open secret to the whole

village that the engagement was at an end, that

Dr. Lana had behaved shamefully to the young

lady, and that Arthur Morton, her brother,

was talking of horse-whipping him. In what

particular respect the doctor had behaved

badly was unknownâ��some surmised one

thing and some another; but it was observed,

and taken as the obvious sign of a guilty

conscience, that he would go for miles round

rather than pass the windows of Leigh Hall,

and that he gave up attending morning

service upon Sundays where he might have

met the young lady. There was an advertise

ment also in the Lancet as to the sale of a

practice which mentioned no names, but

which was thought by some to refer to

Bishop's Crossing, and to mean that Dr.

I^ma was thinking of abandoning the scene

of his success. Such was the position

of affairs when, upon the evening of

Monday, June 2ist, there came a fresh

development which changed what had been

a mere village scandal into a tragedy

which arrested the attention of the whole

nation. Some detail is necessary to cause

the facts of that evening to present their full

significance.

The sole occupants of the doctor's house

were his housekeeper, an elderly and most

respectable woman, named Martha Woods,

and a young servant â�� Mary Pilling. The

coachman and the surgery-boy slept out. It

was the custom of the doctor to sit at night

in his study, which was next the surgery in

the wing of the house which was farthest

from the servants' quarters. This side of the

house had a door of its own for the con

venience of patients, so that it was possible

for the doctor to admit and receive a visitor

there without the knowledge of anyone. As

a matter of fact, when patients came late it

was quite usual for him to let them in and

out by the surgery entrance, for the maid and

the housekeeper were in the habit of retiring

early.

On this particular night Martha Woods

went into the doctor's study at half-past nine,

and found him writing at his desk. She

bade him good-night, sent the maid to bed,

and then occupied herself until a quarter to

eleven in household matters. It was striking

eleven upon the hall clock when she went to

her own room. She had been there about a

quarter of an hour or twenty minutes when

she heard a cry or call, which appeared to

come from within the house. She waited

some time, but it was not repeated. Much

alarmed, for the sound was loud and urgent,

she put on a dressing-gown, and ran at the

top of her speed to the doctor's study.

" Who's there ?" cried a voice, as she

tapped at the door.

" I am here, sirâ��Mrs. Woods."

" I beg that you will leave me in peace.

Go back to your room this instant ! " cried

the voice, which was, to the best of her

belief, that of her master. The tone was so

harsh and so unlike her master's usual

manner, that she was surprised and hurt.

" I thought I heard you calling, sir," she

explained, but no answer was given to her.

Mrs. Woods looked at the clock as she re

turned to her room, and it was then half-past

eleven.

At some period between eleven and twelve

(she could not be positive as to the exact

hour) a patient called upon the doctor and

was unable to get any reply from him. This

late visitor was Mrs. Madding, the wife of

the village grocer, who was dangerously ill of
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1 I AM HERE, SIRâ��MRS. WOODS.

typhoid fever. Dr. Lana had asked her to

look in the last thing and let him know how

her husband was progressing. She observed

that the light was burning in the study, but

having knocked several times at the surgery

door without response, she concluded that

the doctor had been called out, and so re

turned home.

There is a short, winding drive with a lamp

at the end of it leading down from the house

to the road. As Mrs. Madding emerged

from the gate a man was coming along the foot

path. Thinking that it might be Dr. Lana

returning from some professional visit, she

waited for him, and was surprised to see that

it was Mr. Arthur Morton, the young squire.

In the light of the lamp she observed that his

manner was excited, and that he carried in

his hand a heavy hunting-crop. He was

turning in at the gate when she addressed

him.

" The doctor is not in, sir," said she.

" How do you know that ?" he asked,

harshly.

" I have been to the surgery door, sir."

" I see a light," said the young squire,

looking up the drive. " That is in his study,

is it not ? "

" Yes, sir; but I am sure that he is out."

" Well, he must come in again," said

young Morton, and passed through the gate

while Mrs. Madding went upon her home

ward way.

At three

o'clock that

morning her

husband suf

fered a sharp

relapse, and she

was so alarmed

by his symp

toms that she

determined to

call the doctor

without delay.

As she passed

through the gate

she was sur

prised to see

someone lurk

ing among the

laurel bushes. It

was certainly a

man, and to the

best of her be

lief Mr. Arthur

Morton. Preoc

cupied with her

own troubles,

she gave no particular attention to the

incident, but hurried on upon her errand.

When she reached the house she perceived

to her surprise that the light was still burning

in the study. She therefore tapped at the

surgery door. There was no answer. She

repeated the knocking several times without

effect. It appeared to her to be unlikely

that the doctor would either go to bed or go

out leaving so brilliant a light behind him,

and it struck Mrs. Madding that it was pos

sible that he might have dropped asleep in

his chair. She tapped at the study window,

therefore, but without result. Then, finding

that there was an opening between the curtain

and the woodwork, she looked through.

The small room was brilliantly lighted from

a large lamp on the central table, which was

littered with the doctors books and instru

ments. No one was visible, nor did she see

anything unusual, except that in the further

shadow thrown by the table a dingy white

glove was lying upon the carpet. And then

suddenly, as her eyes became more accus

tomed to the light, a boot emerged from the

other end of the shadow, and she realized,

with a thrill of horror, that what she had

taken to be a glove was the hand of a man,

who was prostrate upon the floor. Under

standing that something terrible had occurred,

she rang at the front door, roused Mrs.

Woods, the housekeeper, and the two women

made their way into the study, having first
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" IT WAS MR. ARTHL'R MORTON, THE YOUNG SQUIRE."

dispatched the maidservant to the police-

station.

At the side of the table, away from the

window, Dr. Lana was discovered stretched

upon his back and quite dead. It was

evident that he had been . subjected to

violence, for one of his eyes was blackened,

and there were marks of bruises about his

face and neck. A slight thickening and

swelling of his features appeared to suggest

that the cause of his death had been strangu

lation. He was dressed in his usual pro

fessional clothes, but wore cloth slippers, the

soles of which were perfectly clean. The

carpet was marked all over, especially on the

side of the door, with traces of dirty boots,

which were presumably left by the murderer.

It was evident that someone had entered by

the surgery door, had killed the doctor, and

had then made his escape unseen. That the

assailant was a man was certain, from the

size of the footprints and from the nature of

the injuries. But beyond that point the

police found it very difficult to go.

There were no signs of robbery, and the

doctor's gold watch was safe in his pocket.

He kept a heavy

cash - box in the

room, and this was

discovered to be

locked but empty.

Mrs. Woods had

an impression that

a large sum was

usually kept there,

but the doctor had

paid a heavy corn

bill in cash only

that very day, and

it was conjectured

that it was to this

and not to a robber

that the emptiness

of the box was

due. One thing

in the room was

missingâ��but that

one thing was sug

gestive. The por

trait of Miss

Morton, which had

always stood upon

the side-table, had

been taken from

its frame and

carried off. Mrs.

Woods had ob

served it there

when she waited

upon her employer that evening, and now

it was gone. On the other hand, there

was picked up from the floor a green eye-

patch, which the housekeeper could not

remember to have seen before. Such a patch

might, however, be in the possession of a

doctor, and there was nothing to indicate that

it was in any way connected with the crime.

Suspicion could only turn in one direction,

and Arthur Morton, the young squire, was

immediately arrested. The evidence against

him was circumstantial, but damning. He

was devoted to his sister, and it was shown

that since the rupture between her and Dr.

Lana he had been heard again and again to

express himself in the most vindictive terms

towards her former lover. He had, as stated,

been seen somewhere about eleven o'clock

entering the doctor's drive with a hunting-

crop in his hand. He had then, according

to the theory of the polio:, broken in upon

the doctor, whose exclamation of fear or of

anger had been loud enough to attract the

attention of Mrs. Woods. When Mrs.

Woods descended, Dr. Lana had made up

his mind to talk it over with his visitor, and
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had, therefore, sent his housekeeper back to

her room. This conversation had lasted a long

time, had become more and more fiery, and had

ended by a personal struggle, in which the

doctor lost his life. The fact, revealed by a

post-mortem, that his heart was much diseased

â��an ailment quite unsuspected during his

lifeâ��would make it possible that death might

in his case ensue from injuries which would

not be fatal to a healthy man. Arthur

Morton had then removed his sister's photo

graph, and had made his way homeward,

stepping aside into the laurel bushes to avoid

Mrs. Madding at the gate. This was the

theory of the prosecution, and the case

which they presented was a formidable one.

On the other hand, there were sorhe strong

points for the defence. Morton was high-

spirited and impetuous, like his sister, but he

was respected and liked by everyone, and

his frank and honest nature seemed to be

incapable of such a crime. His own explana

tion was that he was anxious to have a con

versation with Dr. I>ana about some urgent

family matters (from first to last he refused

even to mention the name of his sister). He

did not attempt to deny that this conversation

would probably have been of an unpleasant

nature. He heard from a patient that the

doctor was out, and he therefore waited until

about three in the morning for his return,

but as he had seen nothing of him up to that

hour, he had given it up and had returned

home. As to his death, he knew no more

about it than the constable who arrested him.

He had formerly been an intimate friend

of the deceased man; but circumstances,

which he would prefer not to mention, had

brought about a change in his sentiments.

There were several facts which supported

his innocence. It was certain that Dr. Lana

was alive and in his study at half-past eleven

o'clock. Mrs. Woods was prepared to swear

that it was at that hour that she had heard

his voice. The friends of the prisoner con

tended that it was probable that at that time

Dr. Lana was not alone. The sound which

had originally attracted the attention of the

housekeeper, and her master's unusual im

patience that she should leave him in peace,

seemed to point to that. If this were so,

then it appeared to be probable that he

had met his end between the moment

when the housekeeper heard his voice and

the time when Mrs. Madding made her first

call and found it impossible to attract his

attention. But if this were the time of his

death, then it was certain that Mr. Arthur

Morton could not be guilty, as it was after

this that she had met the young squire at the

gate.

If this hypothesis were correct, and some

one was with Dr. Lana before Mrs. Madding

met Mr. Arthur Morton, then who was this

someone, and what motives had he for

wishing evil to the doctor? It was universally

admitted that if the friends of the accused

could throw light upon this, they would

have gone a long way towards establish

ing his innocence. But in the meanwhile

it was open to the public to say â�� as

they did sayâ��that there was no proof that

anyone had been there at all except the

young squire ; while, on the other hand, there

was ample proof that his motives in going

were of a sinister kind. When Mrs. Madding

called, the doctor might have retired to his

room, or he might, as she thought at the time,

have gone out and returned afterwards to

find Mr. Arthur Morton waiting for him.

Some of the supporters of the accused

laid stress upon the fact that the photo

graph of his sister Frances, which had been

removed from the doctor's room, had not

been found in her brother's possession.

This argument, however, did not count for

much, as he had ample time before his arrest

to burn it or to destroy it. As to the only

positive evidence in the caseâ��the muddy foot

marks upon the floorâ��they were so blurred

by the softness of the carpet that it was

impossible to make any trustworthy deduction

from them. The most that could be said

was that their appearance was . not incon

sistent with the theory that they were made

by the accused, and it was further shown that

his boots were very muddy upon that night.

There had been a heavy shower in the after

noon, and all boots were probably in the

same condition.

Such is a bald statement of the singular

and romantic series of events which centred

public attention upon this Lancashire tragedy.

The unknown origin of the doctor, his curious

and distinguished personality, the position of

the man who was accused of the murder,

and the love affair which had preceded the

crime, all combined to make the affair one of

those dramas which absorb the whole interest

of a nation. Throughout the three kingdoms

men discussed the case of the Black Doctor

of Bishop's Crossing, and many were the

theories put forward to explain the facts ; but

it may safely be said that among them all

there was not one which prepared the minds

of the public for the extraordinary sequel,

which caused so much excitement upon

the first day of the trial, and came to a
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power to handle the most vicious horse. A

glance at the next illustration shows another

part of the first lesson, called the drum cure.

An ordinary big drum is placed on the

horse's back and head alternately, and

beaten first gently and then louder, until

the horse stands perfectly still.

The training of kickers is one of Professor

Smith's strong points, and the process causes

much merriment among the audience.

THE TIN-1'AN CURE.

A number of noisy tin pans, strongly fixed

together, are tied to the horse's hind-quarters,

a little above the tail, and then the fun

begins fast and furious. The horse lashes

out for all he is

worth. The Pro

fessor walks behind,

generally at a safe

distance, but some

times almost too

near to seem plea

sant. Soon the

kicking loses much

of its vigour, energy

gives way to fatigue,

foolishness suc

cumbs to common

sense. The horse

begins to realize

that the pans are

very commonplace

things, and hardly

worth so much

attention. It is

then that the won

derful intelligence

of a horse is seen

to the best advantage. He will give a

little hop or two, look behind, see that all is

quiet and snugâ��and give in. That is the

first part of the kicking cure. The second,

the paper cure, is no less amusing and

effective. A couple of large bundles of

papers are hung on in the same way as

the pans, and the fun begins anew. But the

previous lesson has done much towards the

kicker's education. He soon realizes that

his efforts are futile, and the kicking cure is

complete. In cases of great viciousness and

obstinacy, the " foot-strap " is used. This is

a very simple con

trivance, also of

the Professors in

vention, and con

sists of a foot-strap

and rope whereby

one of the front

legs is drawn up at

will by the trainer.

The horse stand

ing on one fore-leg

only is practically

unable to kick, and

after a time he be

comes so anxious

that his leg should

be left him for

use, that he fears

to kick lest it

should be drawn up again.

The kicking cure, however, is not without

its dangers, as the following anecdote will

show. It was in Johannesburg that Professor

THE I'Al'ER CUKE.

Smith met with one of the most serious

accidents that has, as yet, befallen him. Hf

was engaged in handling a vicious, kicking
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she replied that she did not feel that she had

any grievance whatever against Dr. Lana,

and that in her opinion he had acted in a

perfectly honourable manner. Her brother,

on an insufficient knowledge of the facts,

had taken another view, and she was

compelled to acknowledge that, in spite

of her entreaties, he had uttered threats

of personal violence against the doctor, and

had, upon the evening of the tragedy, an

nounced his intention of " having it out with

him." She had done her best to bring him

to a more reasonable frame of mind, but he

was very headstrong where his emotions or

prejudices were concerned.

Up to this point the young lady's evidence

had appeared to make against the prisoner

rather than in his favour. The questions of

her counsel, however, soon put a very different

light upon the matter, and disclosed an un

expected line of defence.

Mr. Humphrey: Do you believe your

brother to be guilty of this crime ?

The Judge : I cannot permit that question,

Mr. Humphrey. We are here to decide upon

questions of factâ��not of belief.

Mr. Humphrey : Do you know that your

brother is not guilty of the death of Doctor

Lana?

Miss Morton : Yes.

Mr. Humphrey : How do you know it?

Miss Morton: Because Dr. I^ana is not

dead.

There followed a prolonged sensation in

court, which interrupted the cross examina

tion of the witness.

Mr. Humphrey : And how do you know,

Miss Morton, that Dr. 1 ,ana is not dead ?

Miss Morton : J5ecau.se I have received a

letter from him since the date of his supposed

death.

Mr. Humphrey : Have you this letter?

Miss Morton : Yes, but I should prefer not

to show it.

Mr. Humphrey : Have you the envelope ?

Miss Morton : Yes, it is here.

Mr. Humphrey : What is the post-mark?

Miss Morton : Liverpool.

Mr. Humphrey : And the date ?

Miss Morton : June the 22nd.

Mr. Humphrey : That being the day after

his alleged death. Are you prepared to

swear to this handwriting, Miss Morton?

Miss Morton : Certainly.

Mr. Humphrey : I am prepared to call six

other witnesses, my lord, to testify that this

letter is in the writing of Doctor I>ana.

The Judge: Then you must call them to

morrow.

Mr. 1'orlock Carr (counsel for the prosecu

tion) : In the meantime, my lord, we claim

possession of this document, so that we may

obtain expert evidence as to how far it is an

imitation of the handwriting of the gentleman

whom we still confidently assert to be

deceased. I need not point out that the

theory so unexpectedly sprung upon us may

prove to be a very obvious device adopted by

the friends of the prisoner in order to divert

this inquiry. I would draw attention to the

fact that the young lady must, according to

her own account, have possessed this letter

during the proceedings at the inquest and at

the police-court. She desires us to believe

that she permitted these to proceed, although

she held in her pocket evidence which would

at any moment have brought them to an end.

Mr. Humphrey: Can you explain this,

Miss Morton ?

Miss Morton : Dr. Lana desired his secret

to be preserved.

Mr. Porlock Carr: Then why have you

now made this public?

Miss Morton: To save my brother.

A murmur of sympathy broke out in court,

which was instantly suppressed by the Judge.

The Judge : Admitting this line of defence,

it lies with you, Mr. Humphrey, to throw

a light upon who this man is whose body

has been recognised by so many friends

and patients of Dr. I^na as being that of

the doctor himself.

A Juryman : Has anyone up to now ex

pressed any doubt about the matter?

Mr. Porlock Carr : Not to my knowledge.

Mr. Humphrey: We hope to make the

matter clear.

The Judge : Then the Court adjourns

until to-morrow.

This new development of the case excited

the utmost interest among the general public.

Press comment was prevented by the fact

that the trial was still undecided, but the

question was everywhere argued as to how

far there could be truth in Miss Morton's

declaration, and how far it might be a daring

ruse for the purpose of saving her brother.

The obvious dilemma in which the missing

doctor stood was that if by any extraordinary

chance he was not dead, then he must be

held responsible for the death of this

unknown man, who resembled him so

exactly, and who was found in his

study. This letter which Miss Morton

refused to produce was possibly a confes

sion of guilt, and she might find herself in

the terrible position of only being able to
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realizes your power over him, he will do

almost anything that a horse could do."

Our illustrations

will give a very good

idea of the wrestling

and throwing feat.

In the first place,

the horse's front leg

is being pulled up

and the elbow pres

sure is begun ; then

we have a snap-shot

of the actual throw

ing, when both

WRESTLING.

horse and trainer fall together; while the

third picture shows the horse on the ground,

being educated to stand the

various startling sounds and

acts, such as the cracking

of the whip, the beating of

the drum, the waving of the

flag, and the rattling of tin

pans. The horse shown

here is a powerful creature ;

a huge van-horse, very

vicious and heavy. The

process of throwing, how

ever, only took a little under

two minutes, and those

who were fortunate enough

to witness the struggle

were unanimous in their

admiration of the plucky

feat.

When people first

hear of the marvellous

changes Mr. Smith can effect in the temper,

behaviour, and even character of horses, they

are more or less sceptical. But seeing is

believing, and after a visit to the exhibition

they come away quite convinced of the power

possessed by the wonderful horse-tamer.

"There was an old lady in Manchester,"

remarked the Professor, " a genial old soul,

who told me after the show that she did

not think it possible for a man to have

such power over vicious beasts. She

was talking in this strain for a good

while, about horses and their tempers, the

way to manage them and so on, and I was

AFTEK THE WRESTI.INi;
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named Ernest, whose resemblance to me was

so great that even when we were together

people could see no difference between us.

Down to the smallest detail we were exactly

the same. As we grew older this likeness

became less marked because our expression

was not the same, but with our features

in repose the points of difference were very

slight.

" It does not become me to say too much

of one who is dead, the more so as he is my

only brother, but

I leave his char

acter to those

who knew him

best. I will only

sayâ��for I have

to say itâ��that

in my early man

hood I conceived

a horror of him,

and that I had

good reason for

the aversion

which filled me.

My own reputa

tion suffered

from his actions,

for our close

rese m blance

caused me to be

credited with many of

them. Eventually, in a

peculiarly disgraceful busi

ness, he contrived to

throw the whole odium upon me

in such a way that I was forced

to leave the Argentine for ever,

and to seek a career in Europe. The

freedom from his hated presence more

than compensated me for the loss of my

native land. I had enough money to

defray my medical studies at Glasgow, and I

finally settled in practice at Bishop's Crossing,

in the firm conviction that in that remote

Lancashire hamlet I should never hear of

him again.

" For years my hopes were fulfilled, and

then at last he discovered me. Some Liver

pool man who visited Buenos Ayres put him

upon my track. He had lost all his money,

and he thought that he would come over and

share mine. Knowing my horror of him, he

rightly thought that I would be willing to buy

him off. I received a letter from him saying that

he was coming. It was at a crisis in my own

affairs, and his arrival might conceivably bring

trouble, and even disgrace, upon some whom

I was especially bound to shield from anything

of the kind. I took steps to insure that any

evil which might come should fall on me only,

and that"â��here he turned and looked at

the prisonerâ��" was the cause of conduct

upon my part which has been too harshly

judged. My only motive was to screen those

who were dear to me from any possible

connection with scandal or disgrace. That

scandal and disgrace would come with my

brother was only to say that what had been

would be again.

I HEARD A FOOTSTEP UPON THE GRAVEL OUTSIDE."

" My brother arrived himself one night not

very long after my receipt of the letter. I

was sitting in my study after the servants

had gone to bed, when I heard a footstep

upon the gravel outside, and an instant later

I saw his face looking in at me through the

window. He was a clean-shaven man like

myself, and the resemblance between us was

still so great that, for an instant, I thought it

was my own reflection in the glass. He had

a dark patch over his eye, but our features

were absolutely the same. Then he smiled

in a sardonic way which had been a trick of

his from his boyhood, and I knew that he

was the same brother who had driven me

from my native land, and brought disgrace

upon what had been an honourable name.
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I went to the door and I admitted him. That

would be about ten o'clock that night.

"When he came into the glare of the

lamp, I saw at once that he had fallen upon

very evil days. He had walked from Liver

pool, and he was tired and ill. I was quite

shocked by the expression upon his face.

My medical knowledge told me that there

was some serious internal malady. He

had been drinking also, and his face was

bruised as the result of a scuffle which he had

had with some sailors. It was to cover his

injured eye that he wore this patch, which he

removed when he entered the room. He

was himself dressed in a pea-jacket and

flannel shirt, and his feet were bursting

through his boots. But his poverty had only

made him more savagely vindictive to'.vards

me. His hatred rose to the height of a

mania. I had been rolling in money in

England, according to his account, while he

had been starving in South America. I

cannot describe to you the threats which he

uttered or the insults which he poured upon

me. My impression is, that hardships and

debauchery had unhinged his reason. He

paced about the room like a wild beast,

demanding drink, demanding money, and

all in the foulest language. I am a hot-

tempered man, but I thank God that I

am able to say that I remained master

of myself, and that I never raised a hand

against him. My coolness only irritated him

the more. He raved, he cursed, he shook

his fists in my face, and then suddenly a

horrible spasm passed over his features, he

clapped his hand to his side, and with a loud

cry he fell in a heap at my feet. I raised

him up and stretched him upon the sofa, but

no answer came to my exclamations, and the

hand which I held in mine was cold and

clammy. His diseased heart had broken

down. His own violence had killed him.

" For a long time I sat as if I were in

some dreadful dream, staring at the body of

my brother. I was aroused by the knocking

of Mrs. Woods, who had been disturbed by

that dying cry. I sent her away to bed.

Shortly afterwards a patient tapped at the

surgery door, but as I took no notice, he or

she went off again. Slowly and gradually as

I sat there a plan was forming itself in my

head in the curious automatic way in which

plans do form. When I rose from my chair

my future movements were finally decided

upon without my having been conscious of

any process of thought. It was an instinct

which irresistibly inclined me towards one

course.

" Ever since that change in my affairs to

which J have alluded, Bishop's Crossing had

become hateful to me. My plans of life

had been ruined, and I had met with hasty

judgments and unkind treatment where I

had expected sympathy. It is true that any

danger of scandal from my brother had

passed away with his life ; but still, I was sore

about the past, and felt that things could

never be as they had been. It may be that

I was unduly sensitive, and that 1 had not

made sufficient allowance for others, but my

feelings were as I describe. Any chance of

getting away from Bishop's Crossing and of

everyone in it would be most welcome to

me. And here was such a chance as I could

never have dared to hope for, a chance which

would enable me to make a clean break with

the past.

" There was this dead man lying upon the

sofa, so like me that save for some little

thickness and coarseness of the features there

was no difference at all. No one had seen

him come and no one would miss him. We

were both clean shaven, and his hair was

about the same length as my own. If I

changed clothes with him, then Dr. Aloysius

Lana would be found lying dead in his study,

and there would be an end of an unfortunate

fellow, and of a blighted career. There was

plenty of ready money in the room, and this

I could carry away with me to help me to

start once more in some other land. In my

brother's clothes I could walk by night

unobserved as far as Liverpool, and in that

great seaport I would soon find some means

of leaving the country. After my lost hopes,

the humblest existence where I was unknown

was far preferable in my estimation to a

practice, however successful, in Bishop's

Crossing, where at any moment I might come

face to face with those whom I should wish,

if it were possible, to forget. I determined

to effect the change.

" And I did so. I will not go into par

ticulars, for the recollection is as painful as

the experience; but in an hour my brother

lay, dressed down to the smallest detail in

my clothes, while I slunk out by the surgery

door, and taking the back path which led

across some fields, I started off to make the

best of my way to Liverpool, where I arrived

the same night. My bag of money and a

certain portrait were all 1 carried out of the

house, and I left behind me in my hurry the

shade which my brother had been wearing

over his eye. Everything else of his I took

with me.

" 1 give you my word, sir, that never for
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one instant did the idea occur to me that

people might think that I had been murdered,

nor did I imagine that anyone might be

caused serious danger through this stratagem

by which I endeavoured to gain a fresh

start in the world

On the contrary, it

was the thought of

relieving others from

the burden of my

presence which was

always uppermost in

my mind. A sailing

vessel was leaving

Liverpool that very

day for Corunna,

and in this I took

my passage, think

ing that the voyage

would give me time

to recover my

balance, and to con

sider the future. But

before I left my

resolution softened.

I bethought me that

there was one person

in the worl.d to

whom I would not

cause an hour of

sadness. She would

mourn me in her

heart, however harsh

and unsympathetic

her relatives might

be. She understood

and appreciated the

motives upon which

I had acted, and if the rest of her family

condemned me, she, at least, would not

forget. And so I sent her a note under

the seal of secrecy to save her from a

baseless grief. If under the pressure of events

she broke that seal, she has my entire

sympathy and forgiveness.

sation that Mr. Arthur Morton had been

concerned in it. It was in a late evening

paper that I read an account of the proceed

ings of yesterday, and I have come this

morning as fast as an express train could bring

me to testify to the truth."

I SLUNK OUT BY THE SURGERY DOOR.

" It was only last night that I returned to

England, and during all this time I have

heard nothing of the sensation which my

supposed death had caused, nor of the accu-

Such was the remarkable state

ment of Dr. Aloysius I~ana which

brought the trial to a sudden

termination. A subsequent in

vestigation corroborated it to

the extent of find

ing out the vessel

in which his brother

Ernest Lana had

come over from

South America. The

ship's doctor was

able to testify that

he had complained

of a weak heart

during the voyage,

and that his symp

toms were consistent

with such a death as

was described.

As to Dr. Aloysius

Lana, he returned

to the village from

which he had made

so dramatic a dis

appearance, and a

complete reconcilia

tion was effected between him and

the young squire, the latter having

acknowledged that he had entirely

misunderstood the other's motives

in withdrawing from his engage

ment. That another reconciliation followed

may be judged from a notice extracted from a

prominent column in the Morning Post:â��

" A marriage was solemnized upon Sep

tember i gth, by the Rev. Stephen Johnson,

at the parish church of Bishop's Crossing,

between Aloysius Xavier I.ana, son of Don

Alfredo Lana, formerly Foreign Minister of the

Argentine Republic,and Frances Morton, only

daughter of the late James Morton, J.P., of

Leigh Hall, Bishop's Crossing, Lancashire."
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ring. No, they were perfect demons then ;

fifteen minutes later they stood the test without

flinching, and were successfully photographed.

The stories that have reached us of the

wonderful feats per

formed by cowboys

of the West in con

quering their tricky

bronchos are daily

verified by Pro

fessor Smith in his

exhibitions. When

a broncho once

takes it into his

head to " buck,'' he

bucks so hard that

his rider really does

not know where he

is. The twisting,

twirling, and topsy

turvy tricks of the

animal are marvel

lous to behold.

The coloured gen

tleman in the saddle

(most of the time

he is half out of it)

gets his salary for sticking on the horse ; and

it almost looks as though the horse were

especially engaged at a double salary to get

him off.

iousness. Round goes the roller, and up

goes the horseâ��that is the sad, complete

story of a thousand and one horses of the

present day. Hence it is not surprising that

the steam-roller

should be one of

Professor Smith's

most modern appli

ances for curing a

"shier." In our last

illustration we may

note one 'of the

difficulties experi

enced in meeting a

steam-roller.

THK " liL'CK-JU.MPER.

The modern horse's most modern bogey

is the steam-rollerâ��to him a most terrible

engine of destruction and lumbering obnox-

Vol. xvi.-50.

It is wonderful to

note what a lot of

paraphernalia a

horse-tamer carries

with him. Drums,

flags, bells, rockets,

steam-whistles and

sirens, archways,

newspapers, tin

pans, harnesses,

buggies (and emer

gency buggies!),

miles of rope, umbrellas, and hay. All these

are part of his stock in trade ; and we know

that when the twentieth century comes in

with its navigable balloons and flying

machines, the Professor will be among the

first to add these wonders to his stock for the

edification of his nervous pupils.

'' HOUND GOES THE ROLLEK, ANI> UP GOES THE HOKSE."



Miss Cay ley's Adventures.

BY GRANT ALLEN.

VIII.â��THE ADVENTURE OF THE PEA-GREEN PATRICIAN.

WAY to India ! A life on the

ocean wave once more; andâ��

may it prove less wavy !

In plain prose, my arrange

ment with " my proprietor,"

Mr. Elworthy (thus we speak

in the newspaper trade), included a trip to

Bombay for myself and Elsie. So, as soon

as we had drained Upper Egypt journalisti

cally dry, we returned to Cairo on our road

to Suez. I am glad to say, my letters to the

Daily Telephone gave satisfaction. My em

ployer wrote, " You are a born journalist." I

confess this surprised me ; for I have always

considered myself a truthful person. Still,

as he evidently meant it for praise, I took

the doubtful compliment in good part, and

offered no remonstrance.

I have a mercurial temperament. My

spirits rise and fall as if they were Consols.

Monotonous Egypt de

pressed me, as it de

pressed the Israelites;

but the passage of the

Red Sea set me sound

ing my timbrel. I love

fresh air ; I love the sea,

if the sea will but behave

itself; and I positively

revelled in the change

from Egypt.

Unfortunately, we had

taken our passages by a

P. and O. steamer from

Suez to Bombay many

weeks beforehand, so as

to secure good berths;

and still more unfortu

nately, in a letter to

Lady Georgina, I had

chanced to mention the

name of our ship and

the date of the voyage.

I kept up a spasmodic

correspondence with

Lady Georgina nowa

days â�� tuppence-

ha'penny a fortnight;

the dear, cantankerous,

racy old lady had been

the foundation of my

fortunes, and I was

genuinely grateful to her ; or, rather, I

ought to say, she had been their second

foundress, for I will do myself the justice

to admit that the first was my own initiative

and enterprise. I flatter myself I have the

knack of taking the tide on the turn, and

I am justly proud of it. But, being a

grateful animal, I wrote once a fortnight to

report progress to Lady Georgina. Besides

â��let me whisperâ��strictly between ourselves

â��'twas an indirect way of hearing about

Harold.

This time, however, as events turned out,

I recognised that I had made a grave mistake

in confiding my movements to my shrewd

old lady. She did not betray me on purpose,

of course; but I gathered later that casually

in conversation she must have mentioned the

fact and date of my sailing before somebody

who ought to have had no concern in it; and

the somebody, I found,

had governed himself

accordingly. All this,

however, I only dis

covered afterwards. So,

without anticipating, I

will narrate the facts

exactly as they occurred

to me.

AN ODD-LOOKING YOL'NG MAN.

\

When we mounted

the gangway of the

Jumna at Suez, and

began the process of

frizzling down the Red

Sea, I noted on deck

almost at once an odd-

looking young man of

twenty - two or there

abouts, with a curious

faint pea - green com

plexion. He was the

wishy - washiest young

man I ever beheld in

my life; an achromatic

study: in spite of the

delicate pea - greeniness

of his skin, all the

colouring matter of the

body seemed somehow

to have faded out of

him. Perhaps he had

been bleached. As he
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leant over the taffrail, gazing down with

open mouth and vacant stare at the water, I

took a good long look at him. He interested

me muchâ��because he was so exceptionally

uninteresting; a pallid, anaemic, indefinite

hobbledehoy, with a high, narrow forehead,

and sketchy features. He had watery, restless

eyes of an insipid light blue; thin, yellow

hair, almost white in its paleness ; and twitch

ing hands that played nervously all the time

with a shadowy moustache. This shadowy

moustache seemed to absorb as a rule the

best part of his attention ; it was so sparse

and so blanched that he felt it continuallyâ��to

assure himself, no doubt, of the reality of its

existence. I need hardly add that he wore

an eye-glass.

He was an aristocrat, I felt sure; Eton

and Christ Church : no ordinary person

could have been quite so flavourless. Imbe

cility like his is only to be attained as the

result of long and judicious selection.

He went on gazing in a vacant way at the

water below, an ineffectual patrician smile

playing feebly round the corners of his mouth

meanwhile. Then he turned and stared at

me as I lay back in my deck-chair. For a

minute he looked me over as if I were a

horse for sale. When he had finished

inspecting me, he beckoned to somebody at

the far end of the quarter-deck.

The somebody sidled up with a deferential

air which confirmed my belief in the pea-

green young man's aristocratic origin. It

was such deference as the British flunkey

pays only to blue blood ; for he has grada

tions of flunkeydom. He is respectful to

wealth ; polite to acquired rank ; but servile

only to hereditary nobility. Indeed, you can

make a rough guess at the social status of the

person he addresses by observing which one

of his twenty-seven nicely graduated manners

he adopts in addressing him.

The pea-green young man glanced over in

my direction, and murmured something to

the satellite, whose back was turned towards

me. I felt sure, from his attitude, he was

asking whether I was the person he suspected

me to be. The satellite nodded assent,

whereat the pea-green young man, screwing

up his face to fix his eye-glass, stared harder

than ever. He must be heir to a peerage, I

felt convinced; nobody short of that rank

would consider himself entitled to stare

with such frank unconcern at an unknown

lady.

Presently it further occurred to me that

the satellite's back seemed strangely familiar.

" I have seen that man somewhere, Elsie," I

whispered, putting aside the wisps of hair

that blew about my face.

"So have I, dear," Elsie answered, with a

slight shudder. And I was instinctively

aware that I too disliked him.

As Elsie spoke, the man turned, and

strolled slowly past us, with that ineffable

insolence which is the other side of the

flunkey's insufferable self-abasement. He

cast a glance at us as he went by, a withering

glance of brazen effrontery. We knew him

now, of course: it was that variable star, our

old acquaintance, Mr. Higginson the courier.

He was here as himself this time ; no

longer the count or the mysterious faith-

healer. The diplomat hid his rays under the

garb of the man-servant.

" Depend upon it, Elsie," I cried, clutching

her arm with a vague sense of fear, "this

man means mischief. There is danger

ahead. When a creature of Higginson's sort,

who has risen to be a count and a fashionable

physician, descends again to be a courier, you

may rest assured it is because he has some

thing to gain by it. He has some deep

scheme afloat. And we are part of it."

" His master looks weak enough and silly

enough for anything," Elsie answered, eyeing

the suspected lordling. " I should think he

is just the sort of man such a wily rogue

would naturally fasten upon."

"When a wily rogue gets hold of a weak

fool, who is also dishonest," I said, " the two

together may make a formidable combination.

But never mind. We're forewarned. I think

I shall be even with him."

That evening, at dinner in the saloon, the

pea-green young man strolled in with a

jaunty air and took his seat next to us. The

Red Sea, by the way, was kinder than the

Mediterranean : it allowed us to dine from

the very first evening. Cards had been laid

on the plates to mark our places. I glanced

at my neighbour's. It bore the inscription,

" Viscount Southminster."

That was the name of Lord Kynaston's

eldest sonâ��Lady Georgina's nephew ; Harold

Tillington's cousin ! So this was the man

who might possibly inherit Mr. Marmaduke

Ashurst's money ! I remembered now how

often and how fervently Lady Georgina had

said, " Kynaston's sons are all fools." If the

rest came up to sample, I was inclined to

agree with her.

It also flashed across me that Lord

Southminster might have heard through

Higginson of our meeting with Mr. Marma

duke Ashurst at Florence, and of my

acquaintance with Harold Tillington at
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Schlangenbad and Lungern. With a woman's

instinct, I jumped at the fact that the pea-

green young man had taken passage by this

boat, on purpose to baffle both me and

Harold.

Thinking it over, it seemed to me, too,

that he might have various possible points of

view on the matter. He might desire, for

example, that Harold should marry me,

under the impression that his marriage with

a penniless outsider would annoy his uncle ;

for the pea-green young man doubtless

thought that 1 was still to Mr. Ashurst just

that dreadful adventuress. If so, his obvious

cue would be to promote a good under

standing between Harold and myself, in

order to make us marry, so that the urbane

old gentleman might then disinherit his

favourite nephew, and make a new will in

Lord Southminster's interest. Or again, the

pea-green young man might, on the contrary,

be aware that Mr.

Ashurst and I had

got on admirably

together when we

met at Florence;

in which case his

aim would naturally

be to find out some

thing that might set

the rich uncle

against me. Yet

once more, he

might merely have

heard that I had

drawn up Uncle

Marmaduke's will

at the office, and

he might desire to

(amongst other things) in a dinner jacket and

a white tie ; for myself, I detest such fopperies

on board ship; they seem to me out of place :

they conflict with the infinite possibilities of

the situation. One stands too near the

realities of things. Evening dress and

mal-de-mer sort ill together.

As my neighbour sat down, he turned to

me with an inane smile which occupied all

his face. " Good evening," he said, in a

baronial drawl. " Miss Cayley, I gathah ?

I asked the skippah's leave to set next yah.

We ought to be friendsâ��rathah. I think

yah know my poor deah old aunt, Lady

Georgina Fawley."

I bowed a somewhat freezing bow. " Lady

Georgina is one of my dearest friends," I

answered.

" No, really ? Poor deah old Georgey !

Got somebody to stick up for her at last, has

she? Now, that's what I call chivalrous of

'HE TURNED TO ME WITH AN INANE SMILE.

worm the contents of it out of me. Which

ever was his design, I resolved to be upon my

guard in every word I said to him, and leave

no door open to any trickery either way.

For of one thing I felt sure, that the colour

less young man had torn himself away from

the mud-honey of Piccadilly for this voyage

to India only because he had heard there

was a chance of meeting me.

That was a politic move, whoever planned

itâ��himself or Higginson ; for a week on

board ship with a person or persons is the

very best chance of getting thrown in with

them ; whether they like it or lump it, they

can't easily avoid you.

It was while I was pondering these things

in my mind, and resolving with myself not to

give myself away, that the young man with

the pea-green face lounged in and dropped

into the next seat to me. He was dressed

yah. Magnanimous, isn't it ? I like to see

people stick up for their friends. And it

must be a novelty for Georgey. For between

you and me, a moah cantankerous, spiteful,

acidulated old cough-drop than the poor deah

soul it 'ud be difficult to hit upon."

" Lady Georgina has brains," I answered ;

" and they enable her to recognise a fool

when she sees him. I will admit that she

does not suffer fools gladly."

He turned to me with a sudden, sharp

look in the depths of the lack-lustre eyes.

Already it began to strike me that, though

the pea-green young man was inane, he had

his due proportion of a certain insidious

practical cunning. " That's true," he

answered, measuring me. "And according

to her, almost everybody's a foolâ��especially

her relations. There's a fine knack of

sweeping generalization about deah skinny
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old Georgey. The few people she reahlly

likes are all archangels ; the rest are blither

ing idiots; there's no middle course with

her."

I held my peace frigidly.

" She thinks me a very special and

peculiah fool," he went on, crumbling his

bread.

" Lady Georgina," I answered, " is a

person of exceptional discrimination. I

would almost always accept her judgment

on anyone as practically final."

He laid down his soup-spoon, fondled the

imperceptible moustache with his tapering

fingers, and then broke once more into a

cheerful expanse of smile which reminded me

of nothing so much as of the village idiot.

It spread over his face as the splash from a

stone spreads over a mill-pond. " Now that's

a nice cheerful sort of thing to say to a

fellah," he ejaculated, fixing his eye-glass in

his eye, with a few fierce contortions of his

facial muscles. "That's encouraging, don't

yah know, as the foundation of an acquaint

ance. Makes a good cornah-stone. Calcu

lated to place things at once upon what yah

call a friendly basis. Georgey said you had

a pretty wit; I see now why she admiahed

it. Birds of a feathah : very wise old pro

verb."

I reflected that, after all, this young man

had nothing overt against him, beyond a fishy

blue eye and an inane expression ; so, feeling

that I had, perhaps, gone a little too far, I

continued, after a minute, " And your uncle,

how is he ? "

" Manny ?" he inquired, with another

elephantine smile; and then I perceived it

â�¢was a form of humour with him (or rather, a

cheap substitute) to speak of his elder relations

by their abbreviated Christian names, with

out any prefix. " Marmy's doing very well,

thank yah ; as well as could be expected.

In fact, bettah. Habakkuk on the brain : it's

carrying him off at last. He has Bright's

disease very badâ��drank port, don't yah

knowâ��and won't trouble this wicked world

much longah with his presence. It will be a

happy releaseâ��especially for his nephews."

I was really grieved, for I had grown to

like the urbane old gentleman, as I had grown

to like the cantankerous old lady. In spite

of his fussiness and his Stock Exchange views

on the interpretation of Scripture, his genuine

kindliness and his real liking for me had

softened my heart to him ; and my face must

have shown my distress, for the pea-green

young man added quickly with an after

thought : " But you needn't be afraid, yah

know. It's all right for Harold Tillington.

You ought to know that as well as anyoneâ��and

bettah : for it was you who drew up his will

for him at Florence."

I flushed crimson, I believe. Then he

knew all about me ! "I was not asking on

Mr. Tillington's account," I answered. " I

asked because I have a personal feeling of

friendship for your uncle, Mr. Ashurst."

His hand strayed up to the straggling

yellow hairs on his upper lip once more, and

he smiled again, this time with a curious

under-current of foolish craftiness. " That's

a good one," he answered. " Georgey told

me you were original. Marmy's a millionaire,

and many people love millionaires for their

money. But to love Marmy for himselfâ��I

do call that originality ! Why, weight for

age, he's acknowledged to be the most por

tentous old boah in London society ! "

" I like Mr. Ashurst because he has a

kind heart and some genuine instincts," I

answered. " He has not allowed all human

feeling to be replaced by a cheap mask of

Pall Mall cynicism."

" Oh, I say ; how's that for preaching ?

Don't you manage to give it hot to a fellah,

neithah ! And at sight, too, without the

usual three days of grace. Have some of

my champagne? I'm a forgiving creechah."

" No, thank you. I prefer this hock."

" Your friend, then ? " And he motioned

the steward to pass the bottle.

To my great disgust, Elsie held out her

glass. I was annoyed at that. It showed

she had missed the drift of our conversa

tion, and was therefore lacking in feminine

intuition. I should be sorry if I had allowed

the higher mathematics to kill out in me the

most distinctively womanly faculty.

From that first day forth, however, in spite

of this beginning, Lord Southminster almost

persecuted me with his persistent attentions.

He did all a fellah could possibly do to

please me. I could not make out precisely

what he was driving at; but I saw he had

some artful game of his own to play, and

that he was playing it subtly. I also saw

that, vapid as he was, his vapidity did

not prevent him from being worldly wise

with the wisdom of the self-seeking man

of the world, who utterly distrusts and

disbelieves in all the higher emotions of

humanity. He harped so often on this string

that on our second day out, as we lolled

on deck in the heat, I had to rebuke him

sharply. He had been sneering for some

hours. " There are two kinds of silly sim

plicity, Ix>rd Southminster," I said, at last.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

"One kind is the silly simplicity of the rustic

who trusts everybody ; the other kind is the

silly simplicity of the Pall Mall clubman who

trusts nobody. It is just as foolish and just

as one-sided to overlook the good as to over

look the evil in humanity. If you trust

everyone, you are likely to be taken in ; but

if you trust no one, you put yourself at a

serious practical disadvantage, besides losing

half the joy of living."

"Then you think me a fool, like Georgey?"

he broke out.

" I should never be rude enough to say

so," I answered, fanning myself.

" Well, you're what I call a first-rate com

panion for a voyage down the Red Sea," he

put in, gazing abstractedly at the awnings.

" Such a lovely freezing mixture ! A fellah

doesn't need ices when you're on tap. I

recommend you as a refrigeratah."

'' I am glad," I answered, demurely, " if

I have secured your approbation in that

humble capacity. I'm sure I

have tried hard for it."

Yet nothing that I could say

seemed to put the man down.

In spite of rebuffs, he was

assiduous in running down the

companion-ladder for my

parasol or my smelling-bottle ;

he fetched me chairs ; he stayed

me with cushions; he offered

to lend me books; he pestered

me to drink his wine; and he

kept Elsie in champagne, which

she annoyed me by accepting.

Poor dear Elsie clearly failed

to understand the creature.

" He's so kind and polite,

Brownie, isn't he ?" she would

observe, in her simple fashion.

" Do you know, 1 think he's

taken quite a fancy to you !

And he'll be an earl by-and-by.

I call it romantic. How lovely

it would seem, dear, to see you

a countess."

" Elsie," I said, severely, with

one hand on her arm, " you are a dear little

soul, and I am very fond of you ; but if

you think I could sell -myself for a coronet

to a pasty-faced young man with a pea-

green complexion and glassy blue eyesâ��I

can only say, my child, you have misread

my character. He isn't a man : he's a lump

of putty ! "

I think Elsie was quite shocked that I

should apply these terms to a courtesy

lord, the eldest son of a peer. Nature had

endowed her with the profound British

belief that peers should be spoken of in

choice and peculiar language. " If a peer's

a fool," Lady Georgina said once to me,

" people think you should say his tempera

ment does not fit him for the conduct of

affairs: if he's a roue or a drunkard, they

think you should say he has unfortunate

weaknesses."

\Vhat most of all convinced me, however,

that the wishy-washy young man with the

pea-green complexion must be playing some

stealthy game, was the demeanour and mental

attitude of Mr. Higginson, his courier. After

the first day, Higginson appeared to be

politeness and deference itself to us. He

behaved to us both, almost as if we belonged

to the titled classes. He treated us with the

second best of his twenty-seven graduated

manners. He fetched and carried for us

with a courtly grace which recalled that dis

tinguished diplomat, the Comte de Laroche-

" NOTHING SEEMED TO PUT THE MAN DOWN."

sur-Loiret, at the station at Malines

with I,ady Georgina. It is true,

at his politest moments, I often

caught the under - current of a wicked

twinkle in his eye, and felt sure he was

doing it all with some profound motive.

But his external demeanour was everything

that one could desire from a well-trained

man-servant; I could hardly believe it was

the same man who had growled to me at

Florence, " I shall be even with you yet," as

he left our office.

" Do you know, Brownie," Elsie mused

once, " I really begin to think we must have
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misjudged Higginson. He's so extremely

polite. Perhaps, after all, he is really a

count, who has been exiled and impoverished

for his political opinions."

I smiled and held my tongue. Silence

costs nothing. But Mr. Higginson's political

opinions, I felt sure, were of that simple

communistic sort which the law in its blunt

way calls fraudulent. They consisted in a

belief that all was his which he could lay his

hands on.

" Higginson's a splendid fellah for his

place, yah know. Miss Cayley," Lord South-

minster said to me one evening as we were

approaching Aden. " What I like about him

is, he's so doosid intelligent."

" Extremely so," I answered. Then the

devil entered into me again. " He had the

doosid intelligence even to take in Lady

Georgina."

" Yaas; that's just it, don't you know.

Georgey told me that story. Screamingly

funny, wasn't it ? And I said to myself at

once, ' Higginson's the man for me. I want

a courier with jolly lots of brains and

no blooming scruples. I'll entice this

chap away from Manny.' And I did. I

outbid Marmy. Oh, yaas, he's a first-rate

fellah, Higginson. What / want is a man

who will do what he's told, and ask no

beastly unpleasant questions. Higginson's

that man. He's as sharp as a ferret."

"And as dishonest as they make them."

He opened his hands with a gesture of

unconcern. " All the bettah for my purpose.

See how frank I am, Miss Cayley. I tell the

truth. The truth is very rare. You ought

to respect me for it"

" It depends somewhat upon the kind of

truth," I answered, with a random shot. " I

don't respect a man, for instance, for confess

ing to a forgery."

He winced. Not for months after did I

know how a stone thrown at a venture had

chanced to hit the spot, and had vastly en

hanced his opinion of my cleverness.

" You have heard about Dr. Fortescue-

Langley too, I suppose ? " I went on.

" Oh, yaas. Wasn't it real jam ? He did

the doctor-trick on a lady in Switzerland.

And thÂ« way he has come it ovah deah simple

old Marmy ! He played Marmy with Ezekiel!

Not so dusty, was it ? He's too lovely for

anything!"

" He's an edged tool," I said.

" Yaas ; that's why I use him."

" And edged tools may cut the user's

fingers."

" Not mine," he answered, taking out a

cigarette. " Oh, deah, no. He can't turn

against me. He wouldn't dare to. Yah see,

I have the fellah entirely in my powah. I

know all his little games, and I can expose

him any day. But it suits me to keep him.

I don't mind telling yah, since I respect your

intellect, that he and I are engaged in pulling

off a big coup togethah. If it were not for

that, I wouldn't be heah. Yah don't catch

me going away so fah from Newmarket and

the Empire for nothing."

'YAH DON'T CATCH ME GOING so FAH FROM NKWMAKKET.
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" I judged as much," I answered. And

then I was silent.

But I wondered to myself why the neutral-

tinted young man should be so communica

tive to an obviously hostile stranger.

For the next few days it amused me to

see how hard our lordling tried to suit his

conversation to myself and Elsie. He was

absurdly anxious to humour us. Just at first,

it is true, he had discussed the subjects that

lay nearest to his own heart He was an

ardent votary of the noble quadruped : and

he loved the turfâ��whose sward, we judged,

he trod mainly at Tattersall's. He spoke to

us with erudition on " two-year-old form,"

and gave us several " safe things" for

the spring handicaps. The Oaks he con

sidered " a moral " for Clorinda. He also

retailed certain choice anecdotes about

ladies whose Christian names were chiefly

Tottie and Flo, and whose honoured sur

names have escaped my memory. Most

of them flourished, I recollect, at the

Frivolity Music Hall. But when he learned

that our interest in the noble quadruped was

scarcely more than tepid, and that we had

never even visited " the Friv.," as he affec

tionately called it, he did his best in turn to

acquire our subjects. He had heard us talk

about Florence, for example, and he gathered

from our talk that we loved its art treasures.

So he set himself to work to be studiously

artistic. It was a beautiful study in human

ineptitude. " Ah, yaas," he murmured, turn

ing up the pale blue eyes ecstatically towards

the mast-head. " Chawming place, Florence !

I dote on the pickchahs. 1 know them all

by heart. I assuah yah, I've spent houahs

and houahs feeding my soul in the galleries."

" And what particular painter does your

soul most feed upon ? '' I asked, bluntly, with

a smile.

The question staggered him. I could see

him hunting through the vacant chambers of

his brain for a Florentine painter. Then a

faint light gleamed in the leaden eyes, and he

fingered the straw-coloured moustache with

thnt nervous hand till he almost put a visible

point upon it. "Ah, Raphael?" he said,

tentatively, with an inquiring air, yet beaming

at his success. " Don't you think so ?

Splendid artist, Raphael !"

" And a very safe guess,"' I answered,

leading him on. "You can't go far wrong

in mentioning Raphael, can you ? But after

him ? "

He dived into the recesses of his memory

again, peered about him for a minute or two,

and brought back nothing. "I can't remem-

bah the othah fellahs' names," he went on ;

" they're all so much alike : all in elli, don't

yah know; but I recollect at the time they

impressed me awfully."

"No doubt,"' I answered.

He tried to look through me, and failed.

Then he plunged like a noble sportsman that

he was on a second fetch of memory. "Ahâ��

and Michael Angelo," he went on, quite proud

of his treasure-trove. "Sweet things, Michael

Angelo's !"

"Very sweet," I admitted. "So simple;

. so touching ; so tender ; so domestic ! "

I thought Elsie would explode ; but she

kept her countenance. The pea-green young

man gazed at me uneasily. He had half an

idea by this time that I was making game of

him.

However, he fished up a name once more,

and clutched at it "Savonarola, too," he

adventured. " I adore Savonarola. His

pickchahs are beautiful."

" And so rare !" Elsie murmured.

" Then there is Fra Diavolo ? '' I suggested,

going one better. " How do you like Fra

Diavolo ? "

He seemed to have heard the name before,

but still he hesitated. "Ahâ��what did he

paint ? " he asked, with growing caution.

I stuffed him valiantly. " Those charming

angels, you know," I answered. " With the

roses and the glories !'

" Oh, yaas ; 1 recollect All askew, aren't

they; like this ! I remembah them very

well. But " a doubt flitted across his

brain, " wasn't his name Fra Angelico?"

" His brother," I replied, casting truth to

the winds. "They worked together, you

must have heard. One did the saints ; the

other did the opposite. Division of labour,

don't you see; Fra Angelico, Fra Diavolo."

He fingered his cigarette with a dubious

hand, and wriggled his eye-glass tighter.

" Yaas, beautiful; beautiful! Butâ��â�� "

growing suspicious apace, " wasn't Fra

Diavolo also a composah ? ''

" Of course,'' I assented. " In his off

time, he composed. Those early Italiansâ��

so versatile, you see : so versatile ! "

He had his doubts, but he suppressed

them.

" And Torricelli," I went on, with a side

glance at Elsie, who was choking by this time.

" And Chianti, and Frittura, and Cinquevalli,

and Giulio Romano."

His distrust increased. " Xow you're

living to make me commit myself," he

drawled out. " I remembah Torricelliâ��he's

the fellah who used to paint all his women
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"WASN'T KKA UIAVOLO ALSO A COMI-OSAH?'

crooked. But Chianti's a wine; I've often

drunk it; and Romano'sâ��well, every fellah

knows Romano's is a restaurant near the

Gaiety Theatre."

" Besides,'' I continued, in a drawl like his

own, " there are Risotto, and Gnocchi, and

Vermicelli, and Anchovyâ��all famous paintahs,

and all of whom I don't doubt you admiah."

light still lingered on the western horizon.

The stifling heat of the Red Sea had given

way long since to the refreshing coolness of

the Indian Ocean. I strolled awhile on the

quarter-deck, and sat down at last near the

stern. Next moment, I was aware of some

body creeping up to me.

Elsie exploded at last. But he took no

offence. He smiled inanely, as if he rather

enjoyed it. " Look heah, you know," he said,

with his crafty smile ; " that's one too much.

I'm not taking any. You think yourselves

very clevah for kidding me with paintahs

who are really macaroni and cheese and

claret; yet if I were to tell you the Lejah

was run at Ascot, or the Cesarewitch at

Doncastah, why, you'd be no wisah. When

it comes to art, I don't have a look in : but

I could tell you a thing or two about starting

prices."

And I was forced to admit that there he

had reason.

Still, I think he realized that he had better

avoid the subject of art in future, as we

avoided the noble quadruped. He saw his

limitations.

Not till the last evening before we reached

Bombay did I really understand the nature of

my neighbour's project. That evening, as it

chanced, Elsie had a headache and went

below early. I stopped with her till she

dozed off; then I slipped up on deck once

more for a breath of fresh air, before retiring

for the night to the hot and stuffy cabins.

It was an exquisite evening. The moon rode

in the pale green sky of the tropics. A strange

VoL xvi.â��61.

" Look heah, Miss Cayley," a voice broke

in ; " I'm in luck at last! I've been waiting,

oh, evah so long, for this opportunity."

I turned and faced him. " Have you,

indeed ?" I answered. " Well, I have not,

Lord Southminster."

I tried to rise, but he motioned me back

to my chair. There were ladies on deck,

and to avoid being noticed I sank into my

seat again.

" On the contrary," I answered, " the

trouble isâ��that I understand you perfectly."

l; I want to speak to you," he went on, in a

voice that (for him) was almost impressive.

" Haifa mo, Miss Cayley. I want to sayâ��â�¢

this last nightâ��you misunderstand me."

" No, yah don't. Look heah." He bent

forward quite romantically. " I'm going to be

perfectly frank. Of course yah know that

when I came on board this ship I cameâ��to

checkmate yah."

" Of course," I replied. " Why else should

you and Higginson have bothered to come

here ? "

He rubbed his hands together. " That's

just it. You're always clevah. You hit it

first shot. But there's wheah the point comes

in. At first, I only thought of how we could

circumvent yah. I treated yah as the enemy.

Now, it's all the othah way. Miss Cayley,
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you're the cleverest woman I evah met in this

world ; you extort my admiration ! "

I could not repress a smile. I didn't

know how it was, but I could see I possessed

some mysterious attraction for the Ashurst

family. I was fatal to Ashursts. Lady

(ieorgina, Harold Tillington, the Honourable

Marmaduke, Lord Southminsterâ��different

types as they were, all succumbed without

one blow to me.

"You flatter me," I answered, coldly.

" No, I don't," he cried, flashing his cuffs,

and gazing affectionately at his sleeve-links.

" 'Pon my soul, I assuah yah, I mean it. I

can't tell you how much I admiah yah. I

admiah your intellect. Every day I have

seen yah, I feel it moah and moan. Why,

you're the only person who has evah out

flanked my fellah, Higginson. As a rule, I

don't think much of women. I've been

through several London seasons, and lots of

'em have tried their level best to catch me;

the cleverest mammas have been aftah me for

their Ethels. But 1 wasn't so easily caught:

I dodged the Ethels. With you, it's" different.

I feel "â��he pausedâ��" you're a woman a

fellah might be really proud of."

"You are too kind," I answered, in my

refrigerator voice.

"Well, will you take me ? '' he asked, trying

to seize my hand.

" Miss Cayley, if

you will, you will

make me unspeak

ably happy."

It was a great

effortâ��for himâ��

and I was sorry

to crush it. " I

regret," I said,

" that I am com

pelled to deny

you unspeakable

happiness."

" Oh, but you

don't catch on.

You mistake. Let

me explain. You're

backing the othah

man. Now, I

happen to know

about that: and I

assuah you, it's an

error. Take my

word for it, you're

staking your

money on the

wrong fullah."

"I do not

understand you," I replied, drawing away

from his approach. " And what is more, I

may add, you could never understand me."

"Yaas, but I do. I understand perfectly.

I can see where you go wrong. Y'ou drew

up Marmy's will; and you think Manny has

left all he's worth to Harold Tillington ; so

you're putting every penny you've got on

Harold. Well, that's mere moonshine.

Harold may think it's all right; but it's not

all right. There's many a slip 'twixt the cup

and the Probate Court. Listen heah, Miss

Cayley : Higginson and I are a jolly sight

sharpah than your friend Harold. Harold's

what they call a clevah fellah in society, and

I'm what they call a fool; but I know

bettah than Harold which side of my bread's

buttahed."

" I don't doubt it," I answered.

" Well, I have managed this business. I

don't mind telling you now, I had a telegram

from Marmy's valet when we touched at

Aden ; and poor old Marmy's sinking.

Habakkuk's been too much for him. Six

teen stone going under. Why am I not with

him ? yah may ask. Because, when a man

of Marmy's temperament is dying, it's safah

to be away from him. There's plenty of

time for Marmy to altah his will yetâ��and

there are othah contingencies. Still, Harold's

"TAKE MY VVOKD FOR IT, YOU'RE STAKING YOUR MONEY ON THE WRONG FELLAH.'
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quite out of it. You take my word for it : if

you back Harold, you back a man who's not

going to get anything; while if you back me,

you back the winnah, with a coronet into the

bargain." And he smiled fatuously.

I looked at him with a look that would

have made a wiser man wince. But it fell

flat on Lord Southminster. " Do you know

why I do not rise and go down to my cabin

at once ?" I said, slowly. " Because, if I

did, somebody as I passed might see my

burning cheeksâ��cheeks flushed with shame

at your insulting proposal â�� and might

guess that you had asked me, and that

I had refused you. And I should shrink

from the disgrace of anyone's knowing

that you had put such a humiliation upon

me. You have been frank with me â��

after your kind, Lord Southminster; frank

with the frankness of a low and purely com

mercial nature. I will be frank with you in

turn. You are right in supposing that I love

Harold Tillingtonâ��a man whose name I

hate to mention in your presence. But you

are wrong in supposing that the disposition of

Mr. Marmaduke Ashurst's money has or can

have anything to do with the feelings I enter

tain towards him. I would marry him all the

sooner if he were poor and penniless. You

cannot understand that state of mind, of

course : but you must be content to accept

it. And I would not marry you if there

were no other man left in the world to marry.

I should as soon think of marrying a lump

of dough." I faced him, all crimson. " Is

that plain enough ? Do you see now that I

really mean it ? "

He gazed at me with a curious look, and

twirled what he considered his moustache

once more, quite airily. The man was

imperturbableâ��a pachydermatous imbecile.

" You're all wrong, yah know," he said, after

a long pause, during which he had regarded

me through his eye-glass as if I were a

specimen of some rare new species. " You're

all wrong, and yah won't believe me. But I

tell yah, I know what I'm talking about.

You think it's quite safe about Manny's

moneyâ��that he's left it to Harold, because

you drew the will up. I assuah you that

will's not worth the paper it's written on.

You fancy Harold's a hot favourite : he's a

rank outsidah. I give you a chance, and

you won't take it. I want yah because you're

a remarkable woman. Most of the Ethels

cry when they're trying to make a fellah

propose to 'em ; and I don't like 'em damp :

but you have some go about yah. You insist

upon backing the wrong man. But you'll

find your mistake out yet." A bright idea

struck him. " I sayâ��why don't you hedge ?

Leave it open till Marmy's gone, and then

marry the winnah ?"

It was hopeless trying to make this clod

understand. His brain was not built with

the right cells for understanding me. " Lord

Southminster," I said, turning upon him,

and clasping my hands, " I will not go away

while you stop here. But you have some

spark enough of a gentleman in your com

position, I hope, not to inflict your company

any longer upon a woman who does not

desire it. I ask you to leave me here alone.

When you have gone, and I have had time

to recover from your degrading offer, I may,

perhaps, feel able to go down to my cabin."

He stared at me with open blue eyesâ��-

those watery blue eyes. " Oh, just as you

like," he answered. " I wanted to do you a

good turn, because you're the only woman I

evah really admiahedâ��to say admiah, don't

you know; not trotted round like the Ethels :

but you won't allow me. I'll go if you wish

it; though I tell you again, you're backing

the wrong man, and soonah or latah you'll

discover it. I don't mind laying you six to

four against him. Howevah, I'll do one

thing for yah : I'll leave this offah always

open. I'm not likely to marry any othih

womanâ��not good enough, is it?â��and if

evah you find out you're mistaken about

Harold Tillington, remembah, honour bright,

I shall be ready at any time to renew my

offah."

By this time, I was at boiling point. I

could not find words to answer him. I waved

him away angrily with one hand. He raised

his hat with quite a jaunty air and strolled off

forward, puffing his cigarette. I don't think

he even knew the disgust with which he

inspired me.

I sat some hours with the cool air playing

about my burning cheeks before I mustered

up courage to rise and go down below again.
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L)ove-

An^i A

ISPLACET) attachments among

2 animals would seem to be some

what less rare than one might

expect. I^ast month we had an

odd case of love at first sight,

on the part of a very fat and motherly old

being a toad. A goose and a barn-door

fowl are at least both birds, while the

toad and the turtle-dove are of different

classes in the animal kingdom. More, it

was the turtle-dove who was enamoured

â��the beautiful turtle-dove, type of felicity

EN TEK THE BIG TOAD.

goose, for a barn-door cock. Now we have in affection ; and it was the toadâ��the

a quainter thing still â�� the love-making of dank, ugly, despised toad â�� who rejected

a turtle-dove, the object of its affections its proffered love.
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leant over the taffrail, gazing down with

open mouth and vacant stare at the water, I

took a good long look at him. He interested

me muchâ��because he was so exceptionally

uninteresting; a pallid, anaemic, indefinite

hobbledehoy, with a high, narrow forehead,

and sketchy features. He had watery, restless

eyes of an insipid light blue; thin, yellow

hair, almost white in its paleness ; and twitch

ing hands that played nervously all the time

with a shadowy moustache. This shadowy

moustache seemed to absorb as a rule the

best part of his attention ; it was so sparse

and so blanched that he felt it continuallyâ��to

assure himself, no doubt, of the reality of its

existence. I need hardly add that he wore

an eye-glass.

He was an aristocrat, I felt sure; Eton

and Christ Church : no ordinary person

could have been quite so flavourless. Imbe

cility like his is only to be attained as the

result of long and judicious selection.

He went on gazing in a vacant way at the

water below, an ineffectual patrician smile

playing feebly round the corners of his mouth

meanwhile. Then he turned and stared at

me as I lay back in my deck-chair. For a

minute he looked me over as if I were a

horse for sale. When he had finished

inspecting me, he beckoned to somebody at

the far end of the quarter-deck.

The somebody sidled up with a deferential

air which confirmed my belief in the pea-

green young man's aristocratic origin. It

was such deference as the British flunkey

pays only to blue blood ; for he has grada

tions of flunkeydom. He is respectful to

wealth; polite to acquired rank ; but servile

only to hereditary nobility. Indeed, you can

make a rough guess at the social status of the

person he addresses by observing which one

of his twenty-seven nicely graduated manners

he adopts in addressing him.

The pea-green young man glanced over in

my direclion, and murmured something to

the satellite, whose back was turned towards

rue. I felt sure, from his attitude, he was

asking whether I was the person he suspected

me to be. The satellite nodded assent,

whereat the pea-green young man, screwing

up his face to fix his eye-glass, stared harder

than ever. He must be heir to a peerage, I

felt convinced; nobody short of that rank

would consider himself entitled to stare

with such frank unconcern at an unknown

lady.

Presently it further occurred to me that

the satellite's back seemed strangely familiar.

" I have seen that man somewhere, Elsie," I

whispered, putting aside the wisps of hair

that blew about my face.

"So have I, dear," Elsie answered, with a

slight shudder. And I was instinctively

aware that I too disliked him.

As Elsie spoke, the man turned, and

strolled slowly past us, with that ineffable

insolence which is the other side of the

flunkey's insufferable self-abasement. He

cast a glance at us as he went by, a withering

glance of brazen effrontery. We knew him

now, of course : it was that variable star, our

old acquaintance, Mr. Higginson the courier.

He was here as himself this time ; no

longer the count or the mysterious faith-

healer. The diplomat hid his rays under the

garb of the man-servant.

" Depend upon it, Elsie," I cried, clutching

her arm with a vague sense of fear, "this

man means mischief. There is danger

ahead. When a creature of Higginson's sort,

who has risen to be a count and a fashionable

physician, descends again to be a courier, you

may rest assured it is because he has some

thing to gain by it. He has some deep

scheme afloat. And we are part of it."

" His master looks weak enough and silly

enough for anything," Elsie answered, eyeing

the suspected lordling. " I should think he

is just the sort of man such a wily rogue

would naturally fasten upon."

" When a wily rogue gets hold of a weak

fool, who is also dishonest," I said, " the two

together may make a formidable combination.

But never mind. We're forewarned. I think

I shall be even with him."

That evening, at dinner in the saloon, the

pea-green young man strolled in with a

jaunty air and took his seat next to us. The

Red Sea, by the way, was kinder than the

Mediterranean : it allowed us to dine from

the very first evening. Cards had been laid

on the plates to mark our places. I glanced

at my neighbour's. It bore the inscription,

" Viscount Southminster."

That was the name of Lord Kynoston's

eldest sonâ��Lady Georgina's nephew ; Harold

Tillington's cousin ! So this was the man

who might possibly inherit Mr. Marmaduke

Ashurst's money! I remembered now how

often and how fervently Lady Georgina had

said, " Kynaston's sons are all fools." If the

rest came up to sample, I was inclined to

agree with her.

It also flashed across me that Lord

Southminster might have heard through

Higginson of our meeting with Mr. Marma

duke Ashurst at Florence, and of my

acquaintance with Harold Tillington at
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Schlangenbad and Lungern. With a woman's

instinct, I jumped at the fact that the pea-

green young man had taken passage by this

boat, on purpose to baffle both me and

Harold.

Thinking it over, it seemed to me, too,

that he might have various possible points of

view on the matter. He might desire, for

example, that Harold should marry me,

under the impression that his marriage with

a penniless outsider would annoy his uncle ;

for the pea-green young man doubtless

thought that 1 was still to Mr. Ashurst just

that dreadful adventuress. If so, his obvious

cue would be to promote a good under

standing between Harold and myself, in

order to make us marry, so that the urbane

old gentleman might then disinherit his

favourite nephew, and make a new will in

Lord Southminster's interest. Or again, the

pea-green young man might, on the contrary,

be aware that Mr.

Ashurst and I had

got on admirably

together when we

met at Florence;

in which case his

aim would naturally

be to find out some

thing that might set

the rich uncle

against me. Yet

once more, he

might merely have

heard that I had

drawn up Uncle

Marmaduke's will

at the office, and

he might desire to

(amongst other things) in a dinner jacket and

a white tie ; for myself, I detest such fopperies

on board ship ; they seem to me out of place :

they conflict with the infinite possibilities of

the situation. One stands too near the

realities of things. Evening dress and

mal-de-mer sort ill together.

As my neighbour sat down, he turned to

me with an inane smile which occupied all

his face. " Good evening," he said, in a

baronial drawl. " Miss Cayley, I gathah ?

I asked the skippah's leave to set next yah.

We ought to be friends â�� rathah. I think

yah know my poor deah old aunt, Lady

Georgina Fawley."

I bowed a somewhat freezing bow. " Lady

Georgina is one of my dearest friends," I

answered.

" No, really ? Poor deah old Georgey !

Got somebody to stick up for her at last, has

she? Now, that's what I call chivalrous of

'HE TURNED TO ME WITH AN INANE SMILE.

worm the contents of it out of me. Which

ever was his design, I resolved to be upon my

guard in every word I said to him, and leave

no door open to any trickery either way.

For of one thing I felt sure, that the colour

less young man had torn himself away from

the mud-honey of Piccadilly for this voyage

to India only because he had heard there

was a chance of meeting me.

That was a politic move, whoever planned

itâ��himself or Higginson; for a week on

board ship with a person or persons is the

very best chance of getting thrown in with

them ; whether they like it or lump it, they

can't easily avoid you.

It was while I was pondering these things

in my mind, and resolving with myself not to

give myself away, that the young man with

the pea-green face lounged in and dropped

into the next seat to me. He was dressed

yah. Magnanimous, isn't it? I like to see

people stick up for their friends. And it

must be a novelty for Georgey. For between

you and me, a moah cantankerous, spiteful,

acidulated old cough-drop than the poor deah

soul it 'ud be difficult to hit upon."

" Lady Georgina has brains," I answered ;

" and they enable her to recognise a fool

when she sees him. I will admit that she

does not suffer fools gladly."

He turned to me with a sudden, sharp

look in the depths of the lack-lustre eyes.

Already it began to strike me that, though

the pea-green young man was inane, he had

his due proportion of a certain insidious

practical cunning. " That's true," he

answered, measuring me. "And according

to her, almost everybody's a foolâ��especially

her relations. There's a fine knack of

sweeping generalization about deah skinny
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old Georgey. The few people she reahlly

likes are all archangels ; the rest are blither

ing idiots; there's no middle course with

her."

I held my peace frigidly.

" She thinks me a very special and

peculiah fool," he went on, crumbling his

bread.

" Lady Georgina," I answered, " is a

person of exceptional discrimination. I

would almost always accept her judgment

on anyone as practically final."

He laid down his soup-spoon, fondled the

imperceptible moustache with his tapering

fingers, and then broke once more into a

cheerful expanse of smile which reminded me

of nothing so much as of the village idiot.

It spread over his face as the splash from a

stone spreads over a mill-pond. " Now that's

a nice cheerful sort of thing to say to a

fellah," he ejaculated, fixing his eye-glass in

his eye, with a few fierce contortions of his

facial muscles. "That's encouraging, don't

yah know, as the foundation of an acquaint

ance. Makes a good cornah-stone. Calcu

lated to place things at once upon what yah

call a friendly basis. Georgey said you had

a pretty wit; I see now why she admiahed

it. Birds of a feathah : very wise old pro

verb."

I reflected that, after all, this young man

had nothing overt against him, beyond a fishy

blue eye and an inane expression ; so, feeling

that I had, perhaps, gone a little too far, I

continued, after a minute, " And your uncle,

how is he ?"

" Manny ?" he inquired, with another

elephantine smile ; and then 1 perceived it

was a form of humour with him (or rather, a

cheap substitute) to speak of his elder relations

by their abbreviated Christian names, with

out any prefix. " Marmy's doing very well,

thank yah ; as well as could be expected.

In fact, bettah. Habakkuk on the brain : it's

carrying him off at last. He has Bright's

disease very badâ��drank port, don't yah

knowâ��and won't trouble this wicked world

much longah with his presence. It will be a

happy releaseâ��especially for his nephews."

I was really grieved, for I had grown to

like the urbane old gentleman, as I had grown

to like the cantankerous old lady. In spite

of his fussiness and his Stock Exchange views

on the interpretation of Scripture, his genuine

kindliness and his real liking for me had

softened my heart to him ; and my face must

have shown my distress, for the pea-green

young man added quickly with an after

thought : " But you needn't be afraid, yah

know. It's all right for Harold Tillington.

You ought to know that as well as anyoneâ��and

bettah : for it was you who drew up his will

for him at Florence."

I flushed crimson, I believe. Then he

knew all about me ! "I was not asking on

Mr. Tillington's account," I answered. " I

asked because I have a personal feeling of

friendship for your uncle, Mr. Ashurst."

His hand strayed up to the straggling

yellow hairs on his upper lip once more, and

he smiled again, this time with a curious

under-current of foolish craftiness. " That's

a good one," he answered. " Georgey told

me you were original. Marmy's a millionaire,

and many people love millionaires for their

money. But to love Marmy for himselfâ��I

do call that originality ! Why, weight for

age, he's acknowledged to be the most por

tentous old boah in London society ! "

" I like Mr. Ashurst because he has a

kind heart and some genuine instincts," I

answered. " He has not allowed all human

feeling to be replaced by a cheap mask of

Pall Mall cynicism."

" Oh, I say; how's that for preaching ?

Don't you manage to give it hot to a fellah,

neithah ! And at sight, too, without the

usual three days of grace. Have some of

my champagne? I'm a forgiving creechah."

"No, thank you. I prefer this hock."

" Your friend, then ? " And he motioned

the steward to pass the bottle.

To my great disgust, Elsie held out her

glass. I was annoyed at that. It showed

she had missed the drift of our conversa

tion, and was therefore lacking in feminine

intuition. I should be sorry if I had allowed

the higher mathematics to kill out in me the

most distinctively womanly faculty.

From that first day forth, however, in spite

of this beginning, Lord Southminster almost

persecuted me with his persistent attentions.

He did all a fellah could possibly do to

please me. I could not make out precisely

what he was driving at; but I saw he had

some artful game of his own to play, and

that he was playing it subtly. I also saw

that, vapid as he was, his vapidity did

not prevent him from being worldly wise

with the wisdom of the self-seeking man

of the world, who utterly distrusts and

disbelieves in all the higher emotions of

humanity. He harped so often on this string

that on our second day out, as we lolled

on deck in the heat, I had to rebuke him

sharply. He had been sneering for some

hours. " There are two kinds of silly sim

plicity, Ixjrd Southminster," I said, at last.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" One kind is the silly simplicity of the rustic

who trusts everybody ; the other kind is the

silly simplicity of the Pall Mall clubman who

trusts nobody. It is just as foolish and just

as one-sided to overlook the good as to over

look the evil in humanity. If you trust

everyone, you are likely to be taken in ; but

if you trust no one, you put yourself at a

serious practical disadvantage, besides losing

half the joy of living."

" Then you think me a fool, like Georgey? "

he broke out.

" I should never be rude enough to say

so," I answered, fanning myself.

" Well, you're what I call a first-rate com

panion for a voyage down the Red Sea," he

put in, gazing abstractedly at the awnings.

" Such a lovely freezing mixture ! A fellah

doesn't need ices when you're on tap. I

recommend you as a refrigeratah."

" I am glad," I answered, demurely, " if

I have secured your approbation in that

humble capacity. I'm sure I

have tried hard for it."

Yet nothing that I could say

seemed to put the man down.

In spite of rebuffs, he was

assiduous in running down the

companion-ladder for my

parasol or my smelling-bottle ;

he fetched me chairs ; he stayed

me with cushions; he offered

to lend me books ; he pestered

me to drink his wine; and he

kept Elsie in champagne, which

she annoyed me by accepting.

Poor dear Elsie clearly failed

to understand the creature.

" He's so kind and polite,

Brownie, isn't he?" she would

observe, in her simple fashion.

" Do you know, I think he's

taken quite a fancy to you !

And he'll be an earl by-and-by.

I call it romantic. How lovely

it would seem, dear, to see you

a countess."

" Elsie," I said, severely, with

one hand on her arm, " you are a dear little

soul, and I am very fond of you ; but if

you think I could sell -myself for a coronet

to a pasty-faced young man with a pea-

green complexion and glassy blue eyesâ��I

can only say, my child, you have misread

my character. He isn't a man : he's a lump

of putty ! "

I think Elsie was quite shocked that I

should apply these terms to a courtesy

lord, the eldest son of a peer. Nature had

endowed her with the profound British

belief that peers should be spoken of in

choice and peculiar language. " If a peer's

a fool," Lady Georgina said once to me,

" people think you should say his tempera

ment does not fit him for the conduct of

affairs : if he's a roue or a drunkard, they

think you should say he has unfortunate

weaknesses."

What most of all convinced me, however,

that the wishy-washy young man with the

pea-green complexion must be playing some

stealthy game, was the demeanour and mental

attitude of Mr. Higginson, his courier. After

the first day, Higginson appeared to be

politeness and deference itself to us. He

behaved to us both, almost as if we belonged

to the titled classes. He treated us with the

second best of his twenty-seven graduated

manners. He fetched and carried for us

with a courtly grace which recalled that dis

tinguished diplomat, the Comte de Laroche-

" NOTHING SEEMED TO PUT THE MAN DOWN."

sur-Loiret, at the station at Malines

with Lady Georgina. It is true,

at his politest moments, I often

caught the under - current of a wicked

twinkle in his eye, and felt sure he was

doing it all with some profound motive.

But his external demeanour was everything

that one could desire from a well-trained

man-servant ; I could hardly believe it was

the same man who had growled to me at

Florence, " I shall be even with you yet," as

he left our office.

" Do you know, Brownie," Elsie mused

once, " I really begin to think we must have
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hours in the loftiest chamber of the building

watching the readings of an instrument,

while a colleague watched a similar instru

ment in tshe.crypt 4Ooft. below. It was while

occupying this elevated position, with atten

tion well braced, and in that night silence

which falls even over our great Metropolis,

that I learned how remarkably certain sounds

can be recorded over vast distances. The

measured tramp of the policeman rang as

sharp or sharper than if I had been on

the pavement beside him. The fog-horn

of the bicycleâ��then in vogueâ��could be

heard streets away, and railway whistles

on distant lines and hooters on the ship

ping far down the river seemed unearthly

in their carrying power and clearness.

The experiences of that night were further

confirmed on yet another occasion when,

about the same period, I chanced to make

my first balloon voyage, and when, by rare

fortune, our balloon drifted over the very

heart of London and almost directly over

St. Paul's Cathedral, at an elevation of

3,oooft. above its golden cross. It was a

noteworthy voyage, and deeply impressed

upon my mind afterwards by the fact that

it was one of the last conducted by the late

Captain Dale, who shortly afterwards lost his

life while ascending from the Crystal Palace

grounds. It was while we were maintaining a

high elevation that we made out Kennington

Vol. xvi.â��62.

{Photograph.

Oval immediately below us, and we could

actually watch a game of cricket in progress.

Soon, however, it became apparent that play

was suspended, and then, manifestly in our

honour, a ringing cheer came up with a dis

tinctness that I was wholly unprepared for.

I learned, then, that an English cheer is a

very arousing, and may become a very

astonishing, sound ; but my wonder grew as

we swept on and presently caught the

gathering rattle of the streets below, which

soon increased and grew to a deafening roar

positively painful by its harshness and

intensity.

So far, these experiences were but proofs

of the great carrying power aloft of loud and

familiar natural noises, but I was now to be

impressed quite equally with the penetration

into upper air of Nature's softer music. It

was squally weather that day, and, as evening

approached, the wind grew rough with gather

ing storm. We were at that time scudding

fast over Hertfordshire, where the country

was well timbered, and ever as we passed

high over woods, then in full foliage, a soft

murmur would fill our ears, and it seemed

almost incredible that this was but the tossing

trees singing to us half a mile below. There

were other sounds, of course. Anon would

come the bark of a dog fromâ��where? Or

the whistle of a train scarcely yet visible in

the distance deep down.
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" I judged as much," I answered. And

then I was silent.

But I wondered to myself why the neutral-

tinted young man should be so communica

tive to an obviously hostile stranger.

For the next few days it amused me to

see how hard our lordling tried to suit his

conversation to myself and Elsie. He was

absurdly anxious to humour us. Just at first,

it is true, he had discussed the subjects that

lay nearest to his own heart. He was an

ardent votary of the noble quadruped : and

he loved the turfâ��whose sward, we judged,

he trod mainly at Tattersall's. He spoke to

us with erudition on " two-year-old form,"

and gave us several " safe things" for

the spring handicaps. The Oaks he con

sidered " a moral " for Clorinda. He also

retailed certain choice anecdotes about

ladies whose Christian names were chiefly

Tottie and Flo, and whose honoured sur

names have escaped my memory. Most

of them flourished, I recollect, at the

Frivolity Music Hall. But when he learned

that our interest in the noble quadruped was

scarcely more than tepid, and that we had

never even visited "the Friv.," as he affec

tionately called it, he did his best in turn to

acquire our subjects. He had heard us talk

about Florence, for example, and he gathered

from our talk that we loved its art treasures.

So he set himself to work to be studiously

artistic. It was a beautiful study in human

ineptitude. " Ah, vans," he murmured, turn

ing up the pale blue eyes ecstatically towards

the mast-head. "Chawming place, Florence !

I dote on the pickchahs. 1 know them all

by heart. I assuah yah, I've spent houahs

and houahs feeding my soul in the galleries."

" And what particular painter does your

soul most feed upon ? " I asked, bluntly, with

a smile.

The question staggered him. I could see

him hunting through the vacant chambers of

his brain for a Florentine painter. Then a

faint light gleamed in the leaden eyes, and he

fingered the straw-coloured moustache with

thnt nervous hand till he almost put a visible

point upon it. "Ah, Raphael?" he said,

tentatively, with an inquiring air, yet beaming

at his success. " Don't you think so ?

Splendid artist, Raphael ! "

" And a very safe guess," I answered,

leading him on. " You can't go far wrong

in mentioning Raphael, can you? But after

him ? "

He dived into the recesses of his memory

again, peered about him for a minute or two,

and brought back nothing. "I can't remem-

bah the othah fellahs' names," he went on ;

" they're all so much alike : all in elli, don't

yah know; but I recollect at the time they

impressed me awfully."

"No doubt," I answered.

He tried to look through me, and failed.

Then he plunged like a noble sportsman that

he was on a second fetch of memory. "Ahâ��

and Michael Angelo," he went on, quite proud

of his treasure-trove. "Sweet things, Michael

Angelo's ! "

"Very sweet," I admitted. " So simple ;

so touching ; so tender ; so domestic ! "

I thought Elsie would explode; but she

kept her countenance. The pea-green young

man gazed at me uneasily. He had half an

idea by this time that I was making game of

him.

However, he fished up a name once more,

and clutched at it. "Savonarola, too," he

adventured. " I adore Savonarola. His

pickchahs are beautiful."

"And so rare !" Elsie murmured.

"Then there is Fra Diavolo ?" I suggested,

going one better. " How do you like Fra

Diavolo ?"

He seemed to have heard the name before,

but still he hesitated. "Ahâ��what did he

paint?" he asked, with growing caution.

I stuffed him valiantly. " Those charming

angels, you know," I answered. " With the

roses and the glories ! "

" Oh, yaas ; 1 recollect. All askew, aren't

they; like this ! I remembah them very

well. But " a doubt flitted across his

brain, " wasn't his name Fra Angelico?"

" His brother," I replied, casting truth to

the winds. "They worked together, you

must have heard. One did the saints ; the

other did the opposite. Division of labour,

don't you see; Fra Angelico, Fra Diavolo."

He fingered his cigarette with a dubious

hand, and wriggled his eye-glass tighter.

" Yaas, beautiful; beautiful! But ''

growing suspicious apace, " wasn't Fra

Diavolo also a composah ? "

"Of course," I assented. "In his off

time, he composed. Those early Italiansâ��

so versatile, you see ; so versatile ! "

He had his doubts, but he suppressed

them.

" And Torricelli," I went on, with a side

glance at Elsie, who was choking by this time.

" And Chianti, and Frittura, and Cinquevalli,

and Ciiulio Romano."

His distrust increased. " Now you're

tiying to make me commit myself," he

drawled out. " I remembah Torricelliâ��he's

the fellah who used to paint all his women
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crooked. But Chianti's a wine; I've often

drunk it; and Romano'sâ��well, every fellah

knows Romano's is a restaurant near the

Gaiety Theatre."

" Besides,'' I continued, in a drawl like his

own, " there are Risotto, and Gnocchi, and

Vermicelli, and Anchovyâ��all famous paintahs,

and all of whom I don't doubt you admiah."

Elsie exploded at last. But he took no

offence. He smiled inanely, as if he rather

enjoyed it " Look heah, you know," he said,

with his crafty smile ; " that's one too much.

I'm not taking any. You think yourselves

very clevah for kidding me with paintahs

who are really macaroni and cheese and

claret; yet if I were to tell you the Lejah

was run at Ascot, or the Cesarewitch at

Doncastah, why, you'd be no wisah. When

it comes to art, I don't have a look in : but

I could tell you a thing or two about starting

prices."

And I was forced to admit that there he

had reason.

Still, I think he realized that he had better

avoid the subject of art in future, as we

avoided the noble quadruped. He saw his

limitations.

Not till the last evening before we reached

Bombay did I really understand the nature of

my neighbours project That evening, as it

chanced, Elsie had a headache and went

below early. I stopped with her till she

dozed off; then I slipped up on deck once

more for a breath of fresh air, before retiring

for the night to the hot and stuffy cabins.

It was an exquisite evening. The moon rode

in the pale green sky of the tropics. A strange

Vol Â»Lâ��6L

light still lingered on the western horizon.

The stifling heat of the Red Sea had given

way long since to the refreshing coolness of

the Indian Ocean. I strolled awhile on the

quarter-deck, and sat down at last near the

stern. Next moment, I was aware of some

body creeping up to me.

" Look heah, Miss Cayley," a voice broke

in ; " I'm in luck at last! I've been waiting,

oh, evah so long, for this opportunity."

I turned and faced him. " Have you,

indeed ? " I answered. " Well, I have not,

Lord Southminster."

I tried to rise, but he motioned me back

to my chair. There were ladies on deck,

and to avoid being noticed I sank into my

seat again.

" On the contrary," I answered, " the

trouble isâ��that I understand you perfectly."

" I want to speak to you," he went on, in a

voice that (for him) was almost impressive.

" Half a mo, Miss Cayley. I want to sayâ��

this last nightâ��you misunderstand me."

" Of course," I replied. " Why else should

you and Higyinson have bothered to come

here?"

" No, yah don't Look heah." He bent

forward quite romantically. " I'm going to be

perfectly frank. Of course yah know that

when I came on board this ship I cameâ��to

checkmate yah."

He rubbed his hands together. "That's

just it You're always clevah. You hit it

first shot But there's wheah the point comes

in. At first, I only thought of how we could

circumvent yah. I treated yah as the enemy.

Now, it's all the othah way. Mi". CV.ley,
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may be sounds of much penetration as

interpreted by the hearing faculty of other

creatures. A curious illustration of this fact

is to be noticed near my own home in

Berkshire. I have often gone out on my

lawn just before nine o'clock on a still night,

when the wind was either dead calm or else

blowing softly from the south, and having

accurate time, have listened with all my ears

for the report of the evening gun at Ports

mouth, forty miles away, but neither myself

nor any friends who have been with me have

ever succeeded in catching even the slightest

suspicion of the sound. Yet you may go to

the neighbouring preserves, and, precisely

after the hour, the pheasants will give a

startled flutter. Unquestionably, the birds

detect the sound that, too feeble to affect

ourselves, yet conveys alarm to their more

sensitive hearing. The same may also be

said of other vibrations which are not

feeble, but on the contrary intense and rapid

â��in fact, so rapid as to be just beyond

the human auditory scale. Mr. F. Gallon,

the famous anthropologist, has invented a

little whistle with an adjustable plug, by

which it can be rendered more and more

shrill until it ceases to give any true note

at all to our ears ; yet a little dog may clearly

hear it as a whistle still, and respond readily

WHISTLE INVBNTFD BY MR. F. GAI.TON, WHICH A DOG CAN

from a] NOT A HUMAN I1EING.

to its call. The little instrument, in use, is

here pictured.

Many of the facts just mentioned were

dealt with by the late Professor Tyndall in a

memorable series of experiments carried on

chiefly at South Foreland. The results of

that inquiry fairly took the scientific world

by surprise. It went to show that the

behaviour of sound was not always the same.

That on some occasions horns could be heard

farther than guns; on another occasion the

guns would surpass the horns. In some

conditions of atmosphere, irrespective of

wind, sounds would penetrate much farther

than at other times; while it was taken, as

the result of former experiment, that sounds

attain greatest audibility not down the wind,

but across it. The maximum range of sound

was sought out at sea and obtained, but this

experiment, as then carried out, was far

inferior to the same when tried from a

balloon. In the case of observers at sea,

there is always some extraneous sound

presentâ��the lapping of the water against the

vessel's side ; the breeze stirring through the

rigging, and so on; while in a lofty balloon

the silence is profound. Moreover, the

sound must travel directly down the wind

and with the farther advantage of ascent;

thus a greater and surer record may

be obtained. The most curious dis

covery, however, that the learned Professor

claimed to have made was the existence of

what he termed " acoustic clouds," i.e.,

floating masses of air of different density to

that of the surrounding atmosphere, and

which, though wholly invisible, are incapable

of reflecting sound and causing echoes out of

the empty air. Indeed, it was

assumed that the rolling of

thunder is due to reverberations

not from frowning thunder-

packs, but from flocculc'irt

masses of these acoustic

vapours present always around

us.

HEAR HUT

[Photograph.

Altogether the above-men

tioned investigations under

taken by Professor Tyndall

under the auspices of Trinity

House are the most important

on record, and give the valu

able results of one of our most

eminent experimentalists.

Facilities, however, for further

observations have rapidly de

veloped since then. Principles

are better understood. New

methods have been found, and

instruments of extreme. delicacy introduced.

Even the microscope has been called upon

to lend its aid, and the trace of a suitable

phonograph can be made to reveal to the

eye differences of sound intensities difficult

to compare by ear.

It was, therefore, under most propitious

circumstances that the first ascent which I
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quite out of it. You take my word for it : if

you back Harold, you hack a man who's not

going to get anything; while if you back me,

you back the winnah, with a coronet into the

bargain." And he smiled fatuously.

I looked at him with a look that would

have made a wiser man wince. But it fell

flat on Lord Southminster. " Do you know

why I do not rise and go down to my cabin

at once?" I said, slowly. "Because, if I

did, somebody as I passed might see my

burning cheeksâ��cheeks flushed with shame

at your insulting proposal â�� and might

guess that you had asked me, and that

I had refused you. And I should shrink

from the disgrace of anyone's knowing

that you had put such a humiliation upon

me. You have been frank with me â��

after your kind, Lord Southminster; frank

with the frankness of a low and purely com

mercial nature. I will be frank with you in

turn. You are right in supposing that I love

Harold Tillingtonâ��a man whose name I

hate to mention in your presence. But you

are wrong in supposing that the disposition of

Mr. Marmaduke Ashurst's money has or can

have anything to do with the feelings I enter

tain towards him. I would marry him all the

sooner if he were poor and penniless. You

cannot understand that state of mind, of

course : but you must be content to accept

it. And I would not marry you if there

were no other man left in the world to marry.

I should as soon think of marrying a lump

of dough." I faced him, all crimson. " Is

that plain enough ? Do you see now that I

really mean it ? "

He gazed at me with a curious look, and

twirled what he considered his moustache

once more, quite airily. The man was

imperturbableâ��a pachydermatous imbecile.

" You're all wrong, yah know," he said, after

a long pause, during which he had regarded

me through his eye-glass as if I were a

specimen of some rare new species. " You're

all wrong, and yah won't believe me. But I

tell yah, I know what I'm talking about.

You think it's quite safe about Marmy's

moneyâ��that he's left it to Harold, because

you drew the will up. I assuah you that

will's not worth the paper it's written on.

You fancy Harold's a hot favourite : he's a

rank outsidah. I give you a chance, and

you won't take it. I want yah because you're

a remarkable woman. Most of the Ethels

cry when they're trying to make a fellah

propose to 'em ; and I don't like 'em damp :

but you have some go about yah. You insist

upon backing the wrong man. But you'll

find your mistake out yet." A bright idea

struck him. " I sayâ��why don't you hedge ?

Leave it open till Marmy's gone, and then

marry the winnah ?"

It was hopeless trying to make this clod

understand. His brain was not built with

the right cells for understanding me. " Lord

Southminster," I said, turning upon him,

and clasping my hands, " I will not go away

while you stop here. But you have some

spark enough of a gentleman in your com

position, I hope, not to inflict your company

any longer upon a woman who does not

desire it. I ask you to leave me here alone.

When you have gone, and I have had time

to recover from your degrading offer, I may,

perhaps, feel able to go down to my cabin."

He stared at me with open blue eyesâ��

those watery blue eyes, " Oh, just as you

like," he answered. " I wanted to do you a

good turn, because you're the only woman I

evah really admiahedâ��to say admiah, don't

you know; not trotted round like the Ethels :

but you won't allow me. I'll go if you wish

it; though I tell you again, you're backing

the wrong man, and soonah or latah you'll

discover it. I don't mind laying you six to

four against him, Howevah, I'll do one

thing for yah : I'll leave this offah always

open. I'm not likely to marry any othih

womanâ��not good enough, is it?â��and if

evah you find out you're mistaken about

Harold Tillington, remembah, honour bright,

I shall be ready at any time to renew my

offah."

By this time, I was at boiling point. I

could not find words to answer him. I waved

him away angrily with one hand. He raised

his hat with quite a jaunty air and strolled off

forward, purring his cigarette. I don't think

he even knew the disgust with which he

inspired me.

I sat some hours with the cool air playing

about my burning cheeks before I mustered

up courage to rise and go down below again.
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ISPLACED attachments among

animals would seem to be some

what less rare than one might

expect. Last month we had an

odd case of love at first sight,

on the part of a very fat and motherly old

IV.

being a toad. A goose and a barn-door

fowl are at least both birds, while the

toad and the turtle-dove are of different

classes in the animal kingdom. More, it

was the turtle-dove who was enamoured

â��the beautiful turtle-dove, type of felicity

" ENTER THE !!IG TOAD."

goose, for a barn-door cock. Now we have in affection; and it was the toadâ��the

a quainter thing still--the love-making of dank, ugly, despised toad â�� who rejected

a turtle-dove, the object of its affections its proffered love.
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" SEEMS SATISFACTORY, ON THE WHOLE."

The creatures belonged to the private

collectionâ��some might call it a menagerie â��

kept by Mr. J. A. Shepherd, the artist. It is

a collection continually changing its personnel,

there ara frequent additions of all sorts, and

occasional subtractions because of death or

escape. And as these fluctuations occur with

little or no notice, questions of accommoda

tion are apt to arise, sometimes resulting in the

" chumming-in " of strange companions, the

governing consideration being that of who is

likely to eat what. On one of these occa

sions a number of lizards arrived at the

menagerieâ��so many, that they filled the only

reptile case then available, and crowded out

an immense Italian toad. The problem of

what to do with the homeless toad was con

sidered at length, and in the end it was
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" coo-oo! '

decided that he could come to no harm in

that part of the aviary reserved for the turtle

dovesâ��at any rate, for a little while.

Now, the collection happened just then to

be rather short of turtle - doves. There were

only threeâ��a pair and a spinster. The pair

from the sheltered corner he had been put in

at. He crawled cautiously toward the centre

of the aviary, and looked about him. The pair

of doves look no notice, but the spinster was

instantly alert. Here was the longed - for

truelove at last. The dove was down from

coo-oo-oo !

were as ardent lovers as turtle-doves usually

are, and all day long they billed and cooed,

greatly to the jealous disgust of the solitary

spinster. Till enter the big toad, very quietly,

its perch immediately, bowing and rising and

bending and cooing, to the extreme astonish

ment of the unenthusiastic toad.

"Coo! "went the dove ; "ooo ! coo-oo-oo!"
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OH ! LOR !"

And she rose to her best height, ducked

alluringly, flopped and nestled, as is the

manner of doves in their love-making. But

the prosaic toad was not in the least in love ;

in the phrase of the street, he " wasn't taking

any." " Coo-oo !" pleaded the dove once

more, desperately, curtsying again, and

then bobbing and rising like clockwork.

" Coo-w-oo !" But the toad had never seen

love-making of this sort before, and didn't

understand it at all. It struck him that

. si_

on the whole the wisest proceeding would

be to get out of it while he was safe. So

he got.

He sneaked off sheepishly to a corner of

the aviary where a few plants and pieces of

rock offered shelter, and there he remained

till accommodation was found for him else

where, and no blandishments of the discon

solate dove could bring him out. Till at

last the dove gave up the attempt, and

resigned itself to single blessedness.

" SLIGHTED ! DESEKTED !'



Mysteries of So^md.

BY JOHN M. BACON.

OME curious experiences with

regard to the trickery of sound

occurred to me during under

graduate days at Cambridge,

to which I attribute an early

predilection for the science

and study of acoustics.

While yet an out-college man, I was un

expectedly offered a set of rooms in the Old

Court of Trinity, which rooms had been

somewhat hurriedly vacated by a man of

uncertain health and nervous temperament,

who assigned no satisfactory reasons for sud

denly going into lodgings. It was the com

mencement of a dull October term, and

I remember well how the bedmaker

warned me against the rooms, which she

characterized as " dreadful dismal." The

cause, however, of this forbidding description

was not revealed to me till some weeks after

wards, when boisterous winds chanced to set

in with gloomy November weather, about

which period, when sitting up reading, I

used frequently to hear low, moaning sounds,

as if some creature were in distress some

where in the lane outside. No one could

explain the phenomenon, and it was not

until months afterwards that I myself

searched for the cause, and after some little

difficulty discovered it. It was common

place enough. In a side room a piece of

wall-paper pasted across a chink had de

veloped a crack, leaving two jagged or

toothed edges, which, under certain con

ditions of draught, vibrated rapidly together,

forming, as it were, a reed, and thus pro

ducing the sound above described.

That ghost, like all others in my experience,

was readily laid; but another uncanny and

more noteworthy occurrence shortly after

wards taught me yet more clearly how

capricious sounds may become, and how

hard to locate or explain.

In a neighbouring staircase there lived

(I beg pardon, " kept") another friend of

mine, a man of much tougher fibre, who was

readingâ��and over-readingâ��for a medical

exam., and once, through a sleepless night.

he was driven to distraction by what, in the

morning, he described as mysterious voices

apparently in the court outside, accompanied

by rappings on a tin tray or the like ; yet,

often as he rose and went to the window,

there was nothing to be seen, and at last his

over-wrought nerves gave way, and were not

to be relieved until some of his friends

succeeded in finding the cause of his

disturbance, which was this : Over the

way, in Caius College, where building

was going on, an engine had broken

down and workmen had been employed

through the night in tinkering it up. This

was the sole and sufficient explanation. It

satisfactorily accounted for the existence of

midnight voices and for the weird tappings,

excited imagination supplying all the rest.

The instructive fact, however, brought home

to my own mind was how unaccountably

sounds may seem to behave themselves when

the mind fails to interpret them aright, and

how strangely different even a familiar noise

may sound when heard amid dead silence.

It has been my good fortune more than once

since then to dispel idle imaginings that had

been causing real disturbance and distress.*

Occasions also have arisen which have

stimulated me to construct sound instruments

which, in performing certain novel functions,

should attain objects of practical value. For

example, on the occasion of an annual flower

show held in my grounds, it has been neces

sary to summon visitors, many hundreds in

number, and scattered over a large area, to

certain side-shows. A horn or bell conveyed

nothing in particular, but a specially-made

trumpet, rigged on a scaffold 3oft. high,

commanded the whole ground, and a polite

invitation gently spoken to the four winds

has been easily heard by all. In the accom

panying illustration the instrument referred

to is that in the foreground, and its efficiency

and due proportions were only tentatively

arrived at.

Some ten years ago my attention was

accidentally directed towards kindred acous

tical problems by circumstances which again

may be considered as outside common

experience.

By the kindness and courtesy of the late

Dean Church, I had been granted the

privilege of making use of St. Paul's Cathe

dral for carrying out certain experiments deal

ing with terrestrial magnetism. I had chosen

for my purpose a quiet summer's night, and

all due arrangements having been made, I

commenced a long vigil, sitting alone for

* Once in 1895, in the case of the famous Ham ghost, near

Hungerford.
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" But have you no clue whatever to its

whereabouts ? " I asked.

"Nothing which I can call a clue. My

belief is that we shall have to pull down the

old pile before we find the passage."

" I should like to search for it," I said,

impulsively ; " these sorts of things interest

me immensely."

" I could give you a sort of key, Head, if

that would be any use," said Sherwood ; " it is

in an old black-letter book." As he spoke

he crossed the room, took a book bound in

vellum, with silver clasps, from a locked book

case, and, opening it, laid it before me.

"This book contains a history of Rokesby,"

he continued. "Can you read black-letter?"

I replied that I could.

He then turned a page, and pointed to

some rhymed words. " More than one

expert has puzzled over these lines," he con

tinued. " Read for yourself."

I read aloud, slowly :â��

When the Yew and Slar combine,

Draw it twenty cubits line ;

Wait until Ihe saintly lips

Shall the belfry spire eclipse.

Cubits eight across the first,

There shall lie the tomb accurst.

" 1 READ ALOUD, SLOWLY.

" And you have never succeeded in

solving this?" I continued.

"We have often tried, but never with

success. The legend runs that the passage

goes into the churchyard, and has a connec

tion with one of the old vaults, but I know

nothing more. Shall we join Rosaly in the

drawing-room ? "

" May I copy this old rhyme first ?" I

asked.

My host looked at me curiously; then he

nodded. I took a memorandum-book from

my pocket and scribbled down the words.

Mr. Sherwood then locked up the book in its

accustomed place, and we left the subject of

the secret passage and the ghost, to enjoy

the rest of the evening in a more everyday

manner.

The next morning, Christmas Eve, was

damp and chill, for a thaw had set in during

the night. Miss Sherwood asked Dufrayer

and me to help her with the church decora

tions, and we spent a busy morning in the

very old Norman church just at the back of the

vicarage. When we left it, on our way home

to lunch, I could not help looking round the

churchyard with interest. Where was the

tomb accurst into which the

secret passage ran ? As I

could not talk, however, on

the subject with Miss Sher

wood, I resolved, at least for

the present, to banish it from

my mind. A sense of strong

depression was still hanging

over me, and Mme. Koluchy,

herself, seemed to pervade

the air. Yet, surely, no

place could be farther from

her accustomed haunts than

this secluded rectory at the

base of the Cumberland Hills.

" The day is brightening,"

said Rosaly, turning her eyes

on my face, as we were

entering the house ; " sup

pose we go for a walk after

lunch? If you like, we could

go up Grey Tor and pay a

visit to Mother Heriot."

" Mother Heriot ? " I re

peated, in astonishment.

" Yesâ��the herb-womanâ��

but do you know about her? "

" Your father spoke about

a woman of the name last

night."

" Oh, I know," replied

Miss Sherwood, hastily;
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Altogether it was firmly impressed upon

me from that time onwards that a balloon

ascent properly arranged would offer nn ex

ceptional opportunity for studying many-

problems in sound which could not fail to

repay fresh investigation and experiment; and

it is not a little curious that, although acoustics

have occupied the special attention of many

scientists, no one has come forward to

systematically utilize the balloon in the service

of that all important branch of science.

I am confident, however, that the subject

here broached is likely to become a popular

one, and considering how important a part

sound signals playâ��and always must play

on our railways, and yet more especially in

navigation round our coasts, any inquiry that

may lead to further knowledge and improve

ment in this direction cannot fail to possess

interest.

The results of former investigation have

been instructive, in many ways, and I may be

pardoned for a brief retrospect.

On scientific matters our grandfathers,

apparently, were easily satisfied with such

plausible theories as seemed fairly convincing

and intelligible, and it was with reluctance

that they admitted any facts tending to upset

preconceived opinions. This statement is

from a]

the passage of light, so must rain or fog, of

sorts, deaden sound. This was formerly

regarded as self-evident. It is now known

to be absolutely untrue. It has been proved

over and over again that when the sky is

thickest, when all view is lost and danger

may be at hand, and unsuspected, then it is

that Nature comes to our aid in her own

way. It is just then that sounds lend us

their readiest warning; that the approaching

train may be heard a mile farther than

usual ; that the horse's footfall, the rattle of

the wheels, the shout of a human voiceâ��

all such sounds ring out with unwonted

clearness.

. And Nature in another mood will some

times give other utterance to her secrets, and

in mysterious echoes mock our words and

taunt us as it were for our lack of knowledge

of her laws. A symmetrical building, or

courtyard, rigidly four-square, will give us an

echo the elements of which common sense

can assign and calculate. But if we hunt

for them, we can pick up other echoes un

accountable enough to set mere theory well-

nigh at defiance. Killarney is the home of

such echoes, but you may find a like natural

magic in any woodland or rocky district.

Take the Cumberland lake country, where

CKUMMOCK WATER.

at least true with regard to the science of

sound, and we can easily support it.

For example, we find it accepted as a fact,

not to be challenged, that as rain and mist

and haze of any kind obviously interfere with

I /'/"â�¢'â�¢ Hr, ,r;,,',

not only will the cliff rising bluff from

Crummock return your voice across the

silent lake, but at times even down the slant

of Lodore amid the plash of water, and where

all around is but broken rock and dense
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Mother Heriot has a visitor staying with her,

no less a person than the greatest fortune

teller in England, the Queen of the Gipsies;

she is spending a couple of nights in the hut.

Mother Heriot suggests that the Queen of

the Gipsies shall tell us our fortunes. It will

be quite magnificent."

" I wonder if the woman she alludes to is

one of the gipsies who arrived at Kokesby

Station yesterday," I said, turning to Dufrayer.

" Very possibly," he answered, just raising

his brows.

Rosaly continued to speak, in great excite

ment.

" You consent, don't you ? " she said to us

both.

" Certainly," said Dufrayer, with a smile.

" All right, mother," cried Miss Sherwood,

turning once again to the herb-woman ; "we

will have our fortunes told, and your gipsy

friend shall tell them. Will she come out to

us here, or shall we go in to her ? "

Again there was a quick pantomime of

fingers and hands. Rosaly began to interpret.

"Mother Heriot says that she will speak to

her first. She seems to stand in considerable

awe of her."

The herb-woman vanished inside the hut.

We continued to stand on the threshold.

I looked at Dufrayer, who gave me an

answering glance of amusement. Our po

sition was ridiculous, and yet, ridiculous as it

seemed, there was a curiously tense feeling

at my heart, and my depression grew greater

than ever. I felt myself to be standing on

the brink of a great catastrophe, and could

not understand my own sensations.

The herb - woman returned, and Miss

Sherwood eagerly interpreted.

" How queer ! " she exclaimed. " The

gipsy will only see me alone. I am to meet

her in the hut. Shall I go ? "

" I should advise you to have nothing to

do with the matter," said Dufrayer.

"Oh, but I am curious. 1 should like to,"

she answered.

"Well, we will wait for you ; but don't put

faith in her silly words."

The girl's face slightly paled. She entered

the hut; we remained outside.

" Knowing her peculiar idiosyncrasy, I

wonder if we did right to let her go in ? " I

said to my friend.

" Why not ? " said Dufrayer.

"With such a disposition she ought not to

be indulged in ridiculous superstitions," I

said.

" She cannot take such nonsense seriously,"

was his reply. He was leaning up against

the lintel of the little hut, his arms folded,

his eyes looking straight before him. I had

never seen his face look keener or more

matter-of-fact.

A moment later Miss Sherwood re-appeared.

There was a marked, and quite terrible,

change in her faceâ��it was absolutely white.

She avoided our eyes, slipped a piece of

silver into Mother Heriot's hand, and said,

quickly :â��

" Let us hurry home ; it is turning very

cold."

"Now, what is it?" said Dufrayer, as we

began to descend the mountain ; " you look

as if you had heard bad news."

" The Queen of the Gipsies was very

mysterious," said the girl.

" What sort of person was she ? " I asked.

" I cannot tell you, Mr. Head ; I saw very

little of her. She was in a dark part of the

hut, and was in complete shadow. She took

my hand and looked at it, and said what I

am not allowed to repeat."

" I am sorry you saw her," I answered, " but

surely you don't believe her ? You are too

much a girl of the latter end of the

nineteenth century to place your faith in

fortune-tellers."

" But that is just it," she answered ; " I am

not a girl of the nineteenth century at all,

and I do most fully believe in fortune-

telling and all kinds of superstitions. I

wish we hadn't gone. What I have heard

does affect me strangely, strangely. I wish

we had not gone."

We were now descending the hill, but

as we walked Miss Sherwood kept glancing

behind her as if afraid of someone or some

thing following us. Suddenly she stopped,

turned round and clutched my arm.

"Hark! Who is that?" she whispered,

pointing her hand towards a dark shadow

beneath the trees. " There is someone

coming after us, I am certain there is.

Don't you see a figure behind that clump?

Who can it be ? Listen."

We waited and stood silent for a moment,

gazing towards the spot which the girl had

indicated. The sharp snap of a dead twig

followed by the rustling noise of rapidly

retreating footsteps sounded through the

stillness. I 'felt Miss Sherwood's hand

tremble on my arm.

" There certainly was someone there," said

Dufrayer ; " but why should not there be ?"

" Why, indeed ? " I echoed. " There is

nothing to be frightened about, Miss Sher

wood. It is doubtless one of Mother

Heriot's bucolic patients."
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may be sounds of much penetration as

interpreted by the hearing faculty of other

creatures. A curious illustration of this fact

is to be noticed near my own home in

Berkshire. I have often gone out on my

lawn just before nine o'clock on a still night,

when the wind was either dead calm or else

blowing softly from the south, and having

accurate time, have listened with all my ears

for the report of the evening gun at Ports

mouth, forty miles away, but neither myself

nor any friends who have been with me have

ever succeeded in catching even the slightest

suspicion of the sound. Yet you may go to

the neighbouring preserves, and, precisely

after the hour, the pheasants will give a

startled flutter. Unquestionably, the birds

detect the sound that, too feeble to affect

ourselves, yet conveys alarm to their more

sensitive hearing. The same may also be

said of other vibrations which are not

feeble, but on the contrary intense and rapid

â��in fact, so rapid as to be just beyond

the human auditory scale. Mr. F. Gallon,

the famous anthropologist, has invented a

little whistle with an adjustable plug, by

which it can be rendered more and more

shrill until it ceases to give any true note

at all to our ears ; yet a little dog may clearly

hear it as a whistle still, and respond readily

WHISTLE INVENTED BY MR. F. GALTON, WHICH A DOG CAN

from <l] NOT A HUMAN I1EING.

to its call. The little instrument, in use, is

here pictured.

Many of the facts just mentioned were

dealt with by the late Professor Tyndall in a

memorable series of experiments carried on

chiefly at South Foreland. The results of

that inquiry fairly took the scientific world

by surprise. It went to show that the

behaviour of sound was not always the same.

That on some occasions horns could be heard

farther than guns; on another occasion the

guns would surpass the horns. In some

conditions of atmosphere, irrespective of

wind, sounds would penetrate much farther

than at other times; while it was taken, as

the result of former experiment, that sounds

attain greatest audibility not down the wind,

but across it. The maximum range of sound

was sought out at sea and obtained, but this

experiment, as then carried out, was far

inferior to the same when tried from a

balloon. In the case of observers at sea,

there is always some extraneous sound

presentâ��the lapping of the water against the

vessel's side ; the breeze stirring through the

rigging, and so on ; while in a lofty balloon

the silence is profound. Moreover, the

sound must travel directly down the wind

and with the farther advantage of ascent;

thus a greater and surer record may

be obtained. The most curious dis

covery, however, that the learned Professor

claimed to have made was the existence of

what he termed " acoustic clouds," i.e.,

floating masses of air of different density to

that of the surrounding atmosphere, and

which, though wholly invisible, are incapable

of reflecting sound and causing echoes out of

the empty air. Indeed, it was

assumed that the rolling of

thunder is due to reverberations

not from frowning thunder-

packs, but from flocculent

masses of these acoustic

vapours present always around

us.

HEAR TOT

[Photngrapli.

Altogether the above-men

tioned investigations under

taken by Professor Tyndall

under the auspices of Trinity

House are the most important

on record, and give the valu

able results of one of our most

eminent experimentalists.

Facilities, however, for further

observations have rapidly de

veloped since then. Principles

are better understood. New

methods have been found, and

instruments of extreme.delicacy introduced.

Even the microscope has been called upon

to lend its aid, and the trace of a suitable

phonograph can be made to reveal to the

eye differences of sound intensities difficult

to compare by ear.

It was, therefore, under most propitious

circumstances that the first ascent which I
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" You are troubled about something," I

said.

" Oh, I am a very silly girl," she replied.

" Will you not tell me about it ?" I con

tinued. " I will respect your confidence, and

give you my sympathy."

" I ought not to encourage my nervous

fears," she replied. " By the way, did father

tell you about the legend connected with this

house?"

"He did."

" This is the night when the herb-woman

appears."

" My dear child, you don't suppose that a

spirit from the other world really comes back

in that fashion !

Dismiss it from

your mind â��

there is nothing

in it."

"So you say,"

she answered,

" but you never

saw " â�¢â�� she be

gan to tremble,

and raising her

hand brushed it

across her eyes.

" I feel a ghostly

influence in the

air," she said;

" I know that

something

dreadful will

happen t o -

night."

" You think

that, because

the fortune-teller

frightened you

yesterday."

She gave me

a startled and

wide-awake

glance.

"What do

you mean ? "

" I judge from

" I will mnke the promise," I said.

She looked me full in the face.

" Come into the conservatory," she said.

She took my hand, and led me out of the

long, low drawing-room into a great con

servatory at the farther end. It was lit with

many Chinese lanterns, which gave a dim,

and yet bright, effect. We went and stood

under a large lemon tree, and Miss Sherwood

took one of my hands in both her own.

" I shall never forget that scene yester

day," she said. " I could scarcely see the face

of the gipsy, but her great, brilliant eyes

pierced the gloom, and the feel of her hand

thrilled me when it touched mine. She

MISS SHERWOOD TOOK ONE OF MY HAN1JS IN 11OTH HKK OWN.

your face and manner. If you will take

courage and unburden your mind, I may,

doubtless, be able to dispel your fears."

" But she told me what she did under the

promise of secrecy ; dare I break my word ? "

" Under the circumstances, yes," I

answered, quickly.

" Very well, I will tell you. I don't feel

as if I could keep it to myself another

moment. But you on your part must faith

fully promise that it shall go no farther."

asked me to

kneel by her,

and her voice

was very full,

and deep, and

of great power ;

it was not like

that of an un

educated wo-

man. She spoke

very slowly, with

a pause between

each word.

" ' I pity you,

for you are close

to death,' she

began.

" I felt myself

quite incapable

of replying, and

she continued :â��

" 'Not your

own death, nor

even that of

your father, but

all the same you

are very close to

death. Death

will soon touch

you, and it will

be cold, and

mysterious, and

awful, and try as

you may, you cannot guard against it, for it

will come from a very unlooked-for source,

and be instant and swift in its work. Now

ask me no moreâ��go !'

" ' But what about the fortunes of the two

gentlemen who are waiting outside ? ' I said.

" ' I have told you the fortunes of those

men,' she answered ; 'go !'

"She waved me away with her hand, and I

went out. That is all, Mr. Head. I do not

know what it means, but you can understand
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that to a nervous girl like me it has come as

a shock."

"I can, truly," I replied; "and now you

must make up your mind not to think of it

any more. The gipsy saw that you were

nervous, and she thought she would heighten

the impression by words of awful portent,

which doubtless mean nothing at all."

Rosaly tried to smile, and I think my

words comforted her. She little guessed the

battle I was having with my own heart. The

unaccountable depression which had assailed

me of late now gathered thick like a pall.

Late that evening I went to Dufrayer's

room. I had promised Miss Sherwood that

I would not betray her confidence, but the

words of the gipsy in the herb-woman's hut

kept returning to me again and again.

" I pity you,for you are close to death. You

cannot guard against it, for it will come from

an unlooked-for source, and be instant and

swift in its work."

"What is the matter?" said Dufrayer,

glancing into my face.

" I am depressed," I replied ; " the ghostly

legend belonging to this house is affecting me."

He smiled.

"And by the way," I added, "you are

sleeping in the room where the murder was

committed."

He smiled again, and gave me a glance of

amused commiseration.

" Really, Head," he cried, " this sort of

thing is unlike you. Surely old wives' fables

ought not to give you a moment's serious

thought. The fact that an unfortunate lad

was murdered in this room cannot affect my

nerves some twenty years afterwards. Do go

to bed, my dear fellow ; you need a long sleep."

He bade me good night. I had no excuse

to linger, and I left him.

Just as 1 had reached the door, he called

after me.

"Good-night, old man ; sleep well."

I turned and looked at him. He was

standing by the window, his face was towards

me, and he still wore that inscrutable smile

which was one of his special characteristics.

I left him. I little guessed ....

I retired to my room ; my brain was on

fire ; it was impossible for me to rest. What

was yesterday but a vague suspicion was now,

assuming the form of a certainty. Only one

person could have uttered the words which

Miss Sherwood had heard. Beyond doubt,

Madame Koluchy had known of our proposed

visit to Rokesby. Beyond doubt, she, in

company with some gipsies, had joined our

train, and when we arrived at Rokesby, she

alighted there also. With her knowledge of

the gipsies, an acquaintanceship with Mother

Heriot would be easily made. To take

refuge in her hut would be a likely contin

gency. Why had she done so ? What

mischief could she do to us from such a

vantage point ? Suddenly, like a vivid flash,

the memory of the secret passage, which

none of the inmates of the house could dis

cover, returned to me. In all probability

this passage was well known to Mother

Heriot, for had not her mother committed

the murder which had taken place in this

very house, and did not the legend say that

she had entered the house, and quitted it

again, through the secret passage ?

I quickly made up my mind. I must act,

and act at once. I would go straight to the

hut ; I would confront Madame ; 1 would meet

her alone. In open combat I had nothing

to fear. Anything was better than this wear

ing and agonizing suspense.

I waited in my room until the steps of the

old rector retiring for the night were heard,

and then went swiftly downstairs. I took

the key of the hall door from its hook on the

wall, opened it, locked it behind me, went to

the stables, secured a lantern, and then began

my ascent of Grey Tor.

The night was clear and starlit, the moon

had not yet risen, but the stars made sufficient

light for me to see my way. After a little

over an hour's hard walking, I reached the

herb-woman's hut. I thundered on the door

with my stick, and in a minute the dame

appeared. Suddenly I remembered that she

was dumb, but she could hear. I spoke to her.

" I have a word to say to the stranger

who was here yesterday,'' I began. " Is she

within ? I must see her at once."

The herb-woman shook her head.

" I do not believe you," I said ; " stand

aside, I must search the hut.1'

She stood aside, and I entered. There

was no one else present. The hut was small,

a glance showed me each cornerâ��the herb-

woman's guest had departed.

Without even apologizing for my abrupt

intrusion, I quickly ran down the mountain,

and, as I did so, the queer rhyme which con

tained the key to the secret passage occurred

to my memory. I had my memorandum

book with me ; I opened it now, and read

the words :â��

When the Yew and Star combine,

Draw it twenty cubits line ;

Wait until the saintly lips

Shall the belfry spire eclipse.

Cubits eight across the first,

There shall lie the tomb accurst.
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THE CAPTIVE BALLOON.

may be gathered from the first illustra

tion of this paper, where a photograph

of some of them is reproduced, and in

which it may be noticed that the taper

ing of the longer tubes is less abrupt than

in the short instrumentâ��really made for a

foreign Government. The right degree of

taper was discovered only by experiment, and

was found to be a most important factor in

construction. The tub-like resonant receiver

on the left responds to concussions by the

singing of piano-wires stretched within, and

the duration of their vibrations is the measure

of the sound tested. Among other instru

ments used must here be mentioned the

ubiquitous bicycle, which proved simply

invaluable for rapidly and silently travelling

from station to station.

Our balloon, of 4,000 cubic feet capacity,

under the pilotage of Messrs. P. and A.

Spencer, was first utilized as a " captive,"

after which it was liberated at an exact

moment, and as it rose aloft the well-rehearsed

programme was once more carried through,

and without a hitch. At every half-minute pre

concerted signals were delivered below, and

their arrival accurately timed and determined

in the steadily retreating car.

First in order came simple

speech, a word of command,

a cry, a shout, then the blast of

a horn, of two horns, of various

forms of horns, of horns in

unison, in harmony, and in dis

cord. Then a rifle party formed

up and fired single shots, then

a roll, then a volley. After that,

steam-power instruments lent

their voices; and lastly the

powerful fog-signals were requi

sitioned, and ear-splitting

reports roared out at due in

tervals, until the voyagers had

got a start of full half an hour.

Meanwhile, it had been

arranged that the tenor bell of

a neighbouring church should

be set ringing, and guns of

different calibre fired at Ports

mouth, so that any exalted

power of hearing aloft might

be estimated. All worked well.

â�¢s travelling upwards was well

registered, their penetration

tested in calm silence, the

blending of different notes, the

toning-down of discord, and

even the velocity of sound as

it travelled to upper strata. This was not

a difficult feat. The occupants of the car

knew to a fraction of a second when each

fog - signal was fired. They also knew

every field and homestead over which they

journeyed, and their own height. Thus, the

elements of time and space were determined,

and the mean of many observations could be

taken. Many other problems were grappled

with, and among many results perhaps none

was more convincing than when at a great

height we tried the effect of a trumpet

upon a group of harvesters below, and put

the question : " U'hat's the time ? " and after

due interval th^ answer, gathered in our big

receiver, came up with an unmistakableâ��

"Six o'clock."

4 The comparison of sounds

This was a record in itself, and would have

given sufficient proof, if proof had been

wanting, that our maiden scientific ascent

has brought us excellent promise for the

future. Our memorandum-books are filled

with notes, and we may at least assert that

of all our previous results, noticed above,

none have been disproved, while we fairly

feel ourselves in hot pursuit of fresh and

further fact.
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X.â��THE DOOM.

HE mysterious disappearance

of Mme. Koluchy was now

the universal topic of conver

sation. Her house was de

serted, her numerous satellites

were not to be found. The

woman herself had gone as it were from the

face of the earth. Nearly every detective in

London was engaged in her pursuit. Scot

land Yard had never been more agog with

excitement; but day after day passed, and

there was not the most remote tidings of her

capture. No clue to her whereabouts could

be obtained. That she was alive was certain,

however, and my apprehensions never

slumbered. I began to see that cruel face

in my dreams, and whether I went abroad or

whether I stayed at home, it equally haunted

me.

A few days before Christmas I had a visit

from Dufrayer. He found me pacing up

and down my laboratory.

" What is the matter ? " he said.

" The old story," I answered.

He shook his head.

" This won't do, Norman; you must turn

your attention to something else."

" That is impossible," I replied, raising

haggard eyes to his face.

He came up and laid his hand on my

shoulder.

" You want change, Head, and you must

have it. I have come in the nick of time

with an invitation which ought to suit us

both. We have been asked down to Rokesby

Rectory to spend Christmas with my old

friend, the rector. You have often heard

me talk of William Sherwood. He is one

of the best fellows I know. Shall I accept

the invitation for us both ? "

" Where is Rokesby Rectory ? " I asked.

" In Cumberland, about thirty miles

from Lake Windermere, a most picturesque

quarter. We shall have as much seclusion

as we like at Sherwood's house, and the air

is bracing. If we run down next Monday,

we shall be in time for a merry Christinas.

What do you say? "

I agreed to accompany Dufrayer, and the

following Monday, at an early hour, we started

on our journey. Nothing of any moment

occurred, except that at one of the large

junctions a party of gipsies got into a third-

class compartment near our own. Amongst

them I noticed one woman, taller than the

rest, who wore a shawl so arranged over her

head as to conceal her face. The unusual

sight of gipsies travelling by train attracted

my attention, and I remarked on it to

Dufrayer. Later on I noticed, too, that they

were singing, and that one voice was clear,

and full, and rich. The circumstance, how

ever, made very little impression on either

of us.

At Rckesby Station the gipsies left the

train, and each of them carried his or her

bundle, disappearing almost immediately into

a thick pine forest, which stretched away to

the left of the little station.

The peculiar gait of the tall woman attracted

me, and I was about to mention it to

Dufrayer, when Sherwood's sudden appear

ance and hurried, hospitable greeting put it

out of my head. Sherwood was a true

specimen of a country parson ; his views were

broad-minded, and he was a thorough sports

man.

The vicarage was six miles from the

nearest station, but the drive through the

bracing air was invigorating, and I felt some

of the heaviness and depression which had

made my life a burden of late already leaving

me.

When we reached the house we saw a

slenderly-made girl standing in the porch.

She held a lamp in her hand, and its bright

light illuminated each feature. She had

dark eyes and a pale, somewhat nervous face ;

she could not have been more than eighteen

years of age.

" Here we are, Rosaly," called out her

father, " and cold too after our journey. I

hope you have seen to the fires."

" Yes, father; the house is warm and com

fortable," was the reply.

The girl stepped on to the gravel, and

"held out her hand to Dufrayer, who was an

old friend. Dufrayer turned and introduced

me.

"Mr. Head, Rosaly," he said; "you have

often heard me talk of him."

" Many times," she answered. " How do

you do, Mr. Head? I am very glad indeed

to welcome you hereâ��you seem quite like an

old friend ; but come in both of you, do â��you

must be frozen."

She led the way into the house, and we

found ourselves in a spacious and very lofty
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A ROUGH-LOOKING MAN WAS BKNDING OVER ME,

moment my eyes met his. " The lady said

to throw cold water on you and you'd be

better."

The man's words roused me as no ordinary

restorative could do. I sat up, and the next

moment had tottered to my feet.

" The lady ? " I said. " Did you mention

a lady? What lady ?"

" A tall lady," was the reply, " a stranger

in these parts. She was bending over you

when I come along. She had black eyes,

and I thought she was giving you something

to bring you round. When she saw me she

said, ' You dash cold water over him, and

he'll come to.' "

" But where is the lady now ? " I gasped.

" There by yonder hill, just going over the

brow, don't you see ? "

" I do, and I know who she is. I must

overtake her. Good-bye, my man, I am all

right."

So I was : the sudden stimulus had renewed

my faltering strength. I recognised that

figure. With that grace, inimitable and

perfect, which never at any moment deserted

it, it was moving from my view. Yes, I

knew it. Mine. Koluchy had doubtless

found me by the wayside, and

had meant to complete the

work which she had begun last

night. Had she still, possessed

her syringe I should now have

been a dead man. Where was

she going ? Doubtless to catch

the very train to which I was

hurrying. If so, we should meet

almost immediately. I hurried

forward. Once again I caught

sight of the figure in the far

distance. I could not get up

to it, and suddenly I felt that

I did not want to. I should

meet her in London to-night.

That was my thought of

thoughts.

As I approached the great

junction I heard the whistle of

a coming train. It was the

express. It dashed into the

station just as I reached it. I

was barely in time. Without

waiting for a ticket I stumbled

almost in a fainting condition

into the first carriage I could

reach. The train moved on.

I felt a sudden sense of satisfac-

_-<f--3*-.2* tion. Mme. Koluchy was also

on board.

How that awful journey was

passed is difficult for me to remember.

Beyond the thought of thoughts that

Madame and I were rushing to London by

the same train, that we should beyond doubt

meet soon, I had little feeling of any sort.

Her hour was close at hand -my hour of

vengeance was nigh.

At the first junction I handed two telegrams

to a porter and desired him to send them off

immediately. They were to Tyler and Ford.

When between eight and nine o'clock that

night we reached Euston, the detectives were

waiting for me.

" Mme. Koluchy is in the train," I said

to them ; " you can apprehend her if you are

quickâ��there is not an instant to lose."

The men in wild excitement began to

search along the platform. I followed them.

Surely Madame could not have already es

caped. She had not the faintest idea that I

was in the train ; she would take things

leisurely when she reached Euston. So I had

hoped, but my hopes were falsified. Nowhere

could we get even a glimpse of the face for

which we sought.

" Never mind," said Ford, " I also have

news, and I believe that our success is
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dropped her voice, and a faint sigh escaped

her lips.

I looked at her again with curiosity.

"The place was spoiled by the last rector,"

she went on. " He and his family committed

many acts of vandalism, but father has done

his best to restore the house to its ancient

appearance. You shall see it to-morrow, if

you are really interested."

" I take a deep interest in old houses," I

answered ; "and this, from the little I have

seen of it, is quite to my mind. Doubtless

you have many old legends in connection

with it, and if you have a real ghost it will

complete the charm."

I smiled as I spoke, but the next instant

the smile died on my lips. A sudden flame

of colour had rushed into Miss Sherwood's

face, leaving it far paler than was natural.

She dropped her napkin, and stooped to pick

it up. As she did so, I observed that the

rector was looking at her anxiously. He

immediately burst into conversation, com

pletely turning the subject into what I

considered a trivial channel.

A few moments later the young girl rose

and left us to our wine.

As soon as we were alone, Sherwood asked

us to .draw our chairs to the fire and began to

speak.

" I heard what you said to Rosaly, Mr.

Head," he began ; "and I am sorry now that

I did not warn you. There is a painful legend

connected with this old house, and the ghost

whom you so laughingly alluded to exists, as

far as my child is concerned, to a painful

degree."

"Indeed," I answered.

"I do not believe in the ghost myself," he

continued ; " but I do believe in the

influence of a very strong, nervous terror

over Rosaly. If you like, I will tell you the

story."

" Nothing could please me better," I

answered.

The rector opened a fresh box of cigars,

handed them to us, and began.

" The man who was my predecessor here

had a scapegrace son, who got into serious

trouble with a peasant girl in this forest. He

took the girl to London, and then deserted

her. She drowned herself. The boy's

father vowed he would never see the- lad

again, but the mother pleaded for him, and

there was a sort of palohed-up reconciliation.

He came down to spend Christmas in the

house, having faithfully promised to turn

over a new leaf. There were festivities and

high mirth.

"On Christmas night the whole family

retired to bed as usual, but soon afterwards

a scream was heard issuing from the room

where the young man sleptâ��the West Room

it is called. By the way, it is the one you are

to occupy, Dufrayer. The rector rushed into

the room, and, to his horror and surprise,

found the unfortunate young man dead,

stabbed to the heart. There was, naturally,

great excitement and alarm, more particularly

when it was discovered that a well-known

herb-woman, the mother of the girl whom the

young man had decoyed to London, had

been seen haunting the place. Rumour

went so far as to say that she had entered

the house by means of a secret passage

known only to herself. Her name was

Mother Heriot, and she was regarded by

the villagers as a sort of witch. This woman

was arrested on suspicion ; but nothing was

definitely proved against her, and no trial

took place. Six weeks later she was found

dead in her hut, on Grey Tor, and since

then the rumour is that she haunts the

rectory on each Christmas nightâ��entering

the house through the secret passage which

we none of us can discover. This story is

rife in the house, and I suppose Rosaly heard

it from her old nurse. Certain it is that,

when she was about eight years old, she was

found on Christmas night screaming violently,

and declaring that she had seen the herb-

woman, who entered her room and bent

down over her. Since then her nerves have

never been the same. Each Christmas as it

cornes round is a time of mental terror to her,

although she tries hard to struggle against

her fears. On her account 1 shall be glad

when Christmas is over. I do my" best to

make it cheerful, but I can see that she

dreads it terribly."

" What about the secret passage ? " I inter

rupted.

" Ah! I have something curious to tell

you about that." said the old rector, rising as

he spoke. " There is not the least doubt

that it exists. It is said to have been made

at the time of the Monmouth Rebellion, and

is supposed to be connected with the church

yard, about two hundred yards away; but

although \ve have searched, and have even

had experts down to look into the matter, we

have never been able to get the slightest clue

to its whereabouts. My impression is that it

was bricked up long ago, and that whoever

committed the murder entered the house by

some other means. Be that as it may, the

passage cannot be found, and we have long

ceased to trouble ourselves about it,"
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" But have you no clue whatever to its

whereabouts ? " I asked.

" Nothing which I can call a clue. My

belief is that we shall have to pull clown the

old pile before we find the passage."

" I should like to search for it," I said,

impulsively ; " these sorts of things interest

me immensely."

" I could give you a sort of key, Head, if

that would be any use," said Sherwood ; " it is

in an old black-letter book." As he spoke

he crossed the room, took a book bound in

vellum, with silver clasps, from a locked book

case, and, opening it, laid it before me.

"This book contains a history of Rokesby,"

he continued. "Can you read black-letter?"

I replied that I could.

He then turned a page, and pointed to

some rhymed words. " More than one

expert has puzzled over these lines," he con

tinued. " Read for yourself."

I read aloud, slowly :â��

When the Yew and Slar combine,

Draw it twenty cubits line ;

Wait until the saintly lips

Shall the belfry spire eclipse.

Cubits eight across the first,

There shall lie the tomb accurst.

" 1 READ ALOUD, SLOWLY.1

" And you have never succeeded in

solving this?" I continued.

"We have often tried, but never with

success. The legend runs that the passage

goes into the churchyard, and has a connec

tion with one of the old vaults, but I know

nothing more. Shall we join Rosaly in the

drawing-room ?"

"May I copy this old rhyme first?" I

asked.

My host looked at me curiously; then he

nodded. I took a memorandum-book from

my pocket and scribbled down the words.

Mr. Sherwood then locked up the book in its

accustomed place, and we left the subject of

the secret passage and the ghost, to enjoy

the rest of the evening in a more everyday

manner.

The next morning, Christmas Eve, was

damp and chill, for a thaw had set in during

the night. Miss Sherwood asked Dufrayer

and me to help her with the church decora

tions, and we spent a busy morning in the

very old Norman church just at the back of the

vicarage. When we left it, on our way home

to lunch, I could not help looking round the

churchyard with interest. Where was the

tomb accurst into which the

secret passage ran ? As I

could not talk, however, on

the subject with Miss Sher

wood, I resolved, at least for

the present, to banish it from

my mind. A sense of strong

depression was still hanging

over me, and Mme. Koluchy,

herself, seemed to pervade

the air. Yet, surely, no

place could be farther from

her accustomed haunts than

this secluded rectory at the

base of the Cumberland Hills.

" The day is brightening,"

said Rosaly, turning her eyes

on my face, as we were

entering the house ; " sup

pose we go for a walk after

lunch? If you like, we could

go up Grey Tor and pay a

visit to Mother Heriot."

"Mother Heriot?" I re

peated, in astonishment.

" Yesâ��the herb-womanâ��

but do you know about her ? "

" Your father sppke about

a woman of the name last

night/'

" Oh, I know," replied

Miss Sherwood, hastily;
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" but he alluded to the motherâ��the dread

ful ghost which is said to haunt Rokesby.

This is the daughter. When the mother

died a long time ago, after committing a

terrible murder, the daughter took her name

and'trade. She is a very curious person, and

I should like you to see her. She is much

looked up to by the neighbours, although

they also fear her. She is said to have

a panacea against every sort of illness : she

knows the property of each herb that grows

in the neighbourhood, and has certainly per

formed marvel

lous cures."

" Does she deal

in witchcraft and

fortune-telling ? "

I asked.

"A little of

the latter,

beyond doubt."

replied the girl,

laughing ; " she

shall tell your

fortune this after

noon. What fun

it will be ! We

must hurry with

lunch, for the

days are so short

now."

Soon after the

mid-day meal we

set off, taking

the road for a

mile or two, and

then, turning

sharply to the

right, we began

to ascend Grey

Tor. Our path

led through a

wood of dark

pine and larches,

which clothed

the side of the

summit of the

hill. The air was still very chilly, and it

struck damp as we entered the pine forest.

Wreaths of white mist clung to the dripping

branches of the trees, the earth was soft and

yielding, with fallen pine leaves and dead fern.

grew narrower as we proceeded. Suddenly

we emerged on to a little plateau on the

mountain side. It was grass covered and

strewn with grey granite boulders. Here

stood the rude hut. From the chimney

some smoke was going straight up like a

thin, blue ribbon. As we approached close,

we saw that the door of the hut was shut.

From the eaves under the roof were hanging

several small bunches of dried herbs. I

stepped forward and struck upon the door

with my stick. It was immediately opened by

" I ASKED HER IF WE MIGHT COME IN.

" Mother Heriot's hut is just beyond the

wood," said Rosaly ; " you will see it as soon

as we emerge. Ah ! there it is," she cried.

I looked upward and saw a hut made of

stone and mud, which seemed to cling

to the bare side of the mountain.

We walked quickly up a winding path, that

a thin, middle-

aged woman,

with a singularly

lined and

withered face. I

asked her if we

might come in.

She gave me a

keen glance from

out of her beady-

black eyes, then

seeing Rosaly,

her face bright

ened, she made

a rapid motion

with her hand,

and then, to my

astonishment,

began to speak

on her fingers.

" She can hear

all right, but she

is quite dumb â��

has been so

since she was a

child," said the

rector's daughter

to me. " She

does not use the

ordinary deaf

and dumb lan

guage, but she

taught me her

peculiar signs

long ago, and I

often run up here to have a chat with her.

"Now, look here, mother," continued the

girl, going up close to the dame, " I have

brought two gentlemen to see you : we want

you to tell us our fortunes. It is lucky to

have the fortune told on Christinas Eve, is

it not ? "

The herb-woman nodded, then pointed

inside the hut. She then spoke quickly on

her fingers. Rosaly turned to us.

" We are in great luck," said the girl,

excitedly. " A curious thing has happened.
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Mother Heriot has a visitor staying with her,

no less a person than the greatest fortune

teller in England, the Queen of the Gipsies;

she is spending a couple of nights in the hut.

Mother Heriot suggests that the Queen of

the Gipsies shall tell us our fortunes. It will

be quite magnificent."

" I wonder if the woman she alludes to is

one of the gipsies who arrived at Rokesby

Station yesterday," I said, turning to Dufrayer.

" Very possibly," he answered, just raising

his brows.

Rosaly continued to speak, in great excite

ment.

" You consent, don't you ? " she said to us

both.

" Certainly," said Dufrayer, with a smile.

" All right, mother," cried Miss Sherwood,

turning once again to the herb-woman ; " we

will have our fortunes told, and your gipsy

friend shall tell them. Will she come out to

us here, or shall we go in to her ? "

Again there was a quick pantomime of

fingers and hands. Rosaly began to interpret.

" Mother Heriot says that she will speak to

her first. She seems to stand in considerable

awe of her.''

The herb-woman vanished inside the hut.

We continued to stand on the threshold.

I looked at Dufrayer, who gave me an

answering glance of amusement. Our po

sition was ridiculous, and yet, ridiculous as it

seemed, there was a curiously tense feeling

at my heart, and my depression grew greater

than ever. I felt myself to lie standing on

the brink of a great catastrophe, and could

not understand my own sensations.

The herb - woman returned, and Miss

Sherwood eagerly interpreted.

" How queer ! " she exclaimed. " The

gipsy will only see me alone. I am to meet

her in the hut. Shall I go ? "

" I should advise you to have nothing to

do with the matter," said Dufrayer.

"Oh, but I am curious. I should like to,"

she answered.

" Well, we will wait for you ; but don't put

faith in her silly words."

The girl's face slightly paled. She entered

the hut; we remained outside.

" Knowing her peculiar idiosyncrasy, I

wonder if we did right to let her go in ? " I

said to my friend.

" Why not ? " said Dufrayer.

" With such a disposition she ought not to

be indulged in ridiculous superstitions," I

said.

" She cannot take such nonsense seriously,"

was his reply. He was leaning up against

the lintel of the little hut, his arms folded,

his eyes looking straight before him. I had

never seen his face look keener or more

matter-of-fact.

A moment later Miss Sherwood re-appeared.

There was a marked, and quite terrible,

change in her faceâ��it was absolutely white.

She avoided our eyes, slipped a piece of

silver into Mother Heriot's hand, and said,

quickly :â��

" Let us hurry home ; it is turning very

cold."

" Now, what is it ? " said Dufrayer, as we

began to descend the mountain ; " you look

as if you had heard bad news."

" The Queen of the Gipsies was very

mysterious," said the girl.

" What sort of person was she ?" I asked.

" I cannot tell you, Mr. Head; I saw very

little of her. She was in a dark part of the

hut, and was in complete shadow. She took

my hand and looked at it, and said what I

am not allowed to repeat."

" I am sorry you saw her," I answered, " but

surely you don't believe her ? You are too

much a girl of the latter end of the

nineteenth century to place your faith in

fortune-tellers."

" But that is just it," she answered ; " I am

not a girl of the nineteenth century at all,

and I do most fully believe in fortune-

telling and all kinds of superstitions. I

wish we hadn't gone. What I have heard

does affect me strangely, strangely. I wish

we had not gone."

We were now descending the hill, but

as we walked Miss Sherwood kept glancing

behind her as if afraid of someone or some

thing following us. Suddenly she stopped,

turned round and clutched my arm.

"Hark! Who is that?" she whispered,

pointing her hand towards a dark shadow-

beneath the trees. " There is someone

coming after us, I am certain there is.

Don't you see a figure behind that clump ?

Who can it be ? Listen."

We waited and stood silent for a moment,

gazing towards the spot which the girl had

indicated. The sharp snap of a dead twig

followed by the rustling noise of rapidly

retreating footsteps sounded through the

stillness. I 'felt Miss Sherwood's hand

tremble on my arm.

" There certainly was someone there," said

Dufrayer ; " but why should not there be ?"

" Why, indeed ? " I echoed. " There is

nothing to be frightened about, Miss Sher

wood. It is doubtless one of Mother

Heriot's bucolic patients."
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" You are troubled about something," I

said.

" Oh, I am a very silly girl," she replied.

" Will you not tell me about it ?" I con

tinued. " I will respect your confidence, and

give you my sympathy."

" I ought not to encourage my nervous

fears," she replied. " By the way, did father

tell you about the legend connected with this

house? "

"He did."

" This is the night when the herb-woman

appears."

"My dear child, you don't suppose that a

spirit from the other world really comes back

in that fashion !

Dismiss it from

your mind â��

there is nothing

in it."

"So you say,"

she answered,

" but you never

saw " â�� she be

gan to tremble,

and raising her

hand brushed it

across her eyes.

" I feel a ghostly-

influence in the

air," she said;

" I know that

something

dreadful will

happen t o -

night."

" You think

that, because

the fortune-teller

frightened you

yesterday."

She gave me

a startled and

wide-awake

glance.

" W h a t do

you mean ? "

" I judge from

" I will make the promise," I said.

She looked me full in the face.

" Come into the conservatory," she said.

She took my hand, and led me out of the

long, low drawing-room into a great con

servatory at the farther end. It was lit with

many Chinese lanterns, which gave a dim,

and yet bright, effect. We went and stood

under a large lemon tree, and Miss Sherwood

took one of my hands in both her own.

" I shall never forget that scene yester

day," she said. " I could scarcely see the face

of the gipsy, but her great, brilliant eyes

pierced the gloom, and the feel of her hand

thrilled me when it touched mine. She

MISS SHERWOOD TOOK O.VE OF MY HANDS IN MOTH HKH OWN.

your face and manner. If you will take

courage and unburden your mind, I may,

doubtless, be able to dispel your fears."

" But she told me what she did under the

promise of secrecy ; dare I break my word ? "

" Under the circumstances, yes," I

answered, quickly.

" Very well, I will tell you. I don't feel

as if I could keep it to myself another

moment. But you on your part must faith

fully promise that it shall go no farther."

asked me to

kneel by her,

and her voice

was very full,

and deep, and

of great power ;

it was not like

that of an un

educated wo

man. She spoke

very slowly, with

a pause between

each word.

" ' I pity you,

for you are close

to death,' she

began.

" I felt myself

quite incapable

of replying, and

she continued :â��

" 'Not your

own death, nor

even that of

your father, but

all the same you

are very close to

death. Death

will soon touch

you, and it will

be cold, and

mysterious, and

awful, and try as

you may, you cannot guard against it, for it

will come from a very unlooked-for source,

and be instant and swift in its work. Now

ask me no moreâ��go !'

" ' But what about the fortunes of the two

gentlemen who are waiting outside ? ' I said.

" ' I have told you the fortunes of those

men,' she answered ; 'go !'

"She waved me away with her hand, and I

went out. That is all, Mr. Head. I do not

know what it means, but you can understand
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that to a nervous girl like me it has come as

a shock."

"I can, truly," I replied; "and now you

must make up your mind not to think of it

any more. The gipsy saw that you were

nervous, and she thought she would heighten

the impression by words of awful portent,

which doubtless mean nothing at all."

Rosaly tried to smile, and I think my

words comforted her. She little guessed the

battle I was having with my own heart. The

unaccountable depression which had assailed

me of late now gathered thick like a pall.

Late that evening I went to Dufrayer's

room. I had promised Miss Sherwood that

I would not betray her confidence, but the

words of the gipsy in the herb-woman's hut

kept returning to me again and again.

" I pity you, for you are close to death. You

cannot guard against it, for it will come from

an unlooked-for source, and be instant and

swift in its work."

"What is the matter?" said Dufrayer,

glancing into my face.

" I am depressed," I replied ; " the ghostly

legend belonging to this house is affecting me."

He smiled.

"And by the way," I added, "you are

sleeping in the room where the murder was

committed."

He smiled again, and gave me a glance of

amused commiseration.

" Really, Head," he cried, " this sort of

thing is unlike you. Surely old wives' fables

ought not to give you a moment's serious

thought. The fact that an unfortunate lad

was murdered in this room cannot affect my

nerves some twenty years afterwards. Do go

to bed, my dear fellow ; you need a long sleep."

He bade me good-night. I had no excuse

to linger, and I left him.

Just as 1 had reached the door, he called

after me.

"Good-night, old man ; sleep well."

I turned and looked at him. He was

standing by the window, his face was towards

me, and he still wore that inscrutable smile

which was one of his special characteristics.

I left him. I little guessed ....

I retired to my room ; my brain was on

fire ; it was impossible for me to rest. What

was yesterday but a vague suspicion was now,

assuming the form of a certainty. Only one

person could have uttered the words which

Miss Sherwood had heard. Beyond doubt,

Madame Koluchy had known of our proposed

visit to Rokesby. Beyond doubt, she, in

company with some gipsies, had joined our

train, and when we arrived at Rokesby, she

alighted there also. With her knowledge of

the gipsies, an acquaintanceship with Mother

Heriot would be easily made. To take

refuge in her hut would be a likely contin

gency. Why had she done so ? What

mischief could she do to us from such a

vantage point ? Suddenly, like a vivid flash,

the memory of the secret passage, which

none of the inmates of the house could dis

cover, returned to me. In all probability

this passage was well known to Mother

Heriot, for had not her mother committed

the murder which had taken place in this

very house, and did not the legend say that

she had entered the house, and quitted it

again, through the secret passage ?

I quickly made up my mind. I must act,

and act at once. I would go straight to the

hut; I would confront Madame ; I would meet

her alone. In open combat I had nothing

to fear. Anything was better than this wear

ing and agonizing suspense.

I waited in my room until the steps of the

old rector retiring for the night were heard,

and then went swiftly downstairs. I took

the key of the hall door from its hook on the

wall, opened it, locked it behind me, went to

the stables, secured a lantern, and then began

my ascent of Grey Tor.

The night was clear and starlit, the moon

had not yet risen, but the stars made sufficient

light for me to see my way. After a little

over an hour's hard walking, I reached the

herb-woman's hut. I thundered on the door

with my stick, and in a minute the dame

appeared. Suddenly I remembered that she

was dumb, but she could hear. .1 spoke to her.

" I have a word to say to the stranger

who was here yesterday,'' I began. " Is she

within ? I must see her at once."

The herb-woman shook her head.

â�¢' I do not believe you," I said; " stand

aside, I must search the hut."

She stood aside, and I entered. There

was no one else present. The hut was small,

a glance showed me each cornerâ��the herb-

woman's guest had departed.

Without even apologizing for my abrupt

intrusion, I quickly ran down the mountain,

and, as I did so, the queer rhyme which con

tained the key to the secret passage occurred

to my memory. I had my memorandum-

book with me ; I opened it now, and read

the words :â��

When the Yew and Star combine,

Draw it twenty cubits line ;

Wait until the saintly lips

Shall the belfry spire eclipse.

Cubits eight across the first,

There shall lie the tomb accurst.
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between a constable and the engineer as to

whether he could or could not be held

responsible for the language in which the

parrot saw fit to indulge when the steward

happened to drop it.

The engineer took the cage at his door,

and, not without some misgivings, took it

upstairs into the parlour and set i: on the

table. Mrs. Gannett, a simple-looking woman,

with sleepy brown eyes and a docile manner,

clapped her hands with joy.

" Isn't it a beauty ? " said Mr. Gannett, look

ing at it. " I bought it to be company for you

while I'm away."

" You're too good to me, Jem," said his

wife. She walked all round the cage admir

ing it; the parrot, which was of a highly sus

picious and nervous disposition, having had

boys at its last place, turning with her After

she had walked round him five times, he got

sick of it, and, in a simple, sailorly fashion,

said so.

"Oh, Jem! "said his wife.

" It's a beautiful talker," said Gannett,

hastily, "and it's so clever that it picks up

everything it hears, but it'll soon forget it."

" It looks as though it knows what you are

saying," said his wife. " Just look at itâ��the

artful thing ! "

The opportunity was too good to be missed,

and in a few straightforward lies the engineer

acquainted Mrs. Gannett of the miraculous

powers with which he had chosen to

endow it.

" But you don't believe it ? " said his wife,

staring at him, open-mouthed.

" I do," said the engineer, firmly.

" But how can it know what I'm doing,

when I'm away ? " persisted Mrs. Gannett.

" Ah, that's its secret," said the engineer ;

" a good many people would like to know

that, but nobody has found out yet. It's

a magic bird, and when you've said that,

you've said all there is to say about it."

Mrs. Gannett, wrinkling her forehead/eyed

the marvellous bird curiously.

" You'll find it's quite true," said Gannett ;

" when I come back that bird'll be able to

tell me how you've been, and all about youâ��

everything you've done during my absence."

" Good gracious !" said the astonished

Mrs. Gannett.

" If you stay out after seven of an evening

or do anything else that I shouldn't like, that

bird'll tell me," continued the engineer,

impressively. " It'll tell me who comes to

see you, and, in fact, it will tell me everything

you do while I'm away."

"Well, it won't have anything bad to tell

of me," said Mrs. Gannett, composedly,

" unless it tells lies."

" It can't tell lies," said her husband, con

fidently ; " and now, if you go and put your

bonnet on, we'll drop in at the theatre for

half an hour."

It was a prophetic utterance, for he made

such a fuss over the man next to his wife

offering her his opera-glasses that they left,

at the urgent request of the management, in

almost exactly that space of time.

" You'd better carry me about in a band

box," said Mrs. Gannett, wearily, as the

outraged engineer stalked home beside her.

" What harm was the man doing ? "

" You must have given him some

encouragement," said Mr. Gannett, fiercely ;

" made eyes at him or something. A man

wouldn't offer to lend a lady his opera-glasses

without "

Mrs. Gannett tossed her head, and that so

decidedly, that a passing stranger turned his

head and looked at her. Mr. Gannett

accelerated his pace, and taking his wife's

arm led her swiftly home with a passion too

great for words.

By the morning his anger had evaporated,

but the misgivings remained. He left

after breakfast for the Curlav, which was to

sail in the afternoon, leaving behind him

copious instructions by following which his

wife would be enabled to come down and see

him off with the minimum exposure of her

fatal charms.

Left to herself, Mrs. Gannett dusted the

room, until coming to the parrot's cage she

put down the duster and eyed its eerie

occupant curiously. She fancied that she

saw an evil glitter in the creature's eye, and

thought that the knowing way in which it

drew the film over it was as near an ap

proach to a wink as a bird could get.

She was still looking at it when there was

a knock at the door, and a bright little

woman, rather smartly dressed, bustled into

the room and greeted her effusively.

" I just came to see you, my dear, because

I thought a little outing would do me good,"

she said, briskly ; " and, if you've no objection,

I'll come down to the docks with you to see

the boat off."

Mrs. Gannett assented readily ; it would

ease the engineer's mind, she thought, if he

saw her with a chaperon.

"Nice bird," said Mrs. Cluffins, mechani

cally bringing her parasol to the charge.

" Don't do that," said her friend, hastily.

" Why not ? " said the other.

" language ! " said Mrs. Gannett, solemnly.
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"The herb-woman," she sobbed, "the

ghost of the herb-woman. I heard a noise

and ran on to the landing. I met herâ��she

was coming from Mr. Dufrayer's roomâ��she

was making straight for yours, Mr. Head.

Suddenly she saw me, uttered a cry, and

fled downstairs. Oh, catch her, the ghost!

the ghost ! "

" Did you say the woman was coming

from Dufrayer's room ? " I asked. A sudden

maddening fear clutched at my heart. Where

was Dufrayer? Surely he must have heard

this uproar. . J went to his room, opened

the door, and dashed in. Inside all was

darkness.

" Wake up," I said to him, " something

dreadful has happenedâ��did you not hear

Rosaly scream ? Wake up !"

There was no answer. I returned to the

landing to fetch a light. The rertor now

accompanied me into the room. We both

went up to the silent figure in the bed. I

bent over him and shook him by the

shoulder. Still he did not stir. I bent

lower, and observed on his neck, just behind

the ear, a slight mark, the mark which a

hypodermic syringe would make. Good

God ! what had happened?

" You are close to death. You cannot guard

against it, try as you 'nay, for it will come

from an unbooked for source, and be instant

and swift in its work."

The words echoed mockingly in my ears.

I flung down the bed-clothes, and, in an

access of agony, laid my hand on the heart

of the man I loved best on earth. He was

dead!

I staggered back, faint and giddy, against

the bed-post.

"See," I said to the old clergyman, "her

work, the fiend ; she has been in this house.

She has entered by the secret passage. Come

at once; there is not an instant to lose. As

there is a God in Heaven, she shall pay the

price for this crime."

Sherwood gazed at me, as if he thought

me bereft of my senses. He could not

believe that Dufrayer was really dead. I

pointed to the small wound on his neck, and

asked him to feel where the heart no longer

beat.

" But who has done it ? " he said. " What

fiend do you allude to ? "

" Mme. Koluchy ; let us follow her."

I rushed from the room and downstairs.

The panel in the hall had been slammed to,

but my memory could not play me false; I

knew its position. I found what had been

so long searched for in vain, touched a spring,

and opened it. Sherwood and I hurried

down the winding passage. Just at the

entrance to the tomb we came upon a gipsy

woman's bonnet and cloak. They had been

dropped there, doubtless, by Madame when

she had flown after committing her deadly

work. We entered the empty tomb. On

the floor lay a small hypodermic syringe. I

picked it upâ��it was broken. To its sides

clung a whitish-grey substance. I guessed

what it afterwards proved to beâ��trinitrin, or

nitro - glycerine in strong solution. The

effect of such a terrible poison would be

instantaneous.

Sherwood and I returned to the houseâ��the

place was in an uproar of excitement. The

local police were called in. I told my strange

tale, and my strong suspicions, to which they

listened with breathless interest.

Rosaly was very ill, going from one strong

hysterical fit into another. The doctor was

summoned to attend her. The fact of

Dufrayer's death was carefully kept from the

sick girl. Her father was so distracted about

her that he could give no attention to anyone

else.

Meanwhile I was alone, utterly alone, with

my anguish and horror. The friend of my

life had fallen by the hand of Mme.

Koluchy. A fire was burning in my brain,

which grew hotter each instant. Never was

man more pursued with a deadly thirst for

vengeance. The thought that Madame was

moment by moment putting a greater dis

tance between herself and me drove me mad.

Towards morning I could stand inaction

no longer, and determined to walk to

the station. When I got there I learned

that no train left before nine o'clock.

This was more than I could bear ; my

restlessness increased. The junction which

connected with the main line was a dis

tance of fifteen miles off. There was no

carriage to be obtained. Nevertheless, I

resolved to walk the distance. I had over

estimated my own strength. I was already

faint and giddy. The shock had told on me

more than I dared to own. I had not gone

half the distance before I was seized with a

queer giddiness, my eyes grew dim, the earth

seemed to reel away from me, I staggered

forward a few steps, and then all was lost in

darkness. I must have stumbled and fallen

by the wayside, and my fit of unconsciousness

must have been long, for when I came to

myself the sun was high in the heavens. A

rough-looking man, dressed as a workman,

was bending over me.

" You have been real bad," he said, the
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" MKS. CLL'FFINS WAS CAKRYIXG OS A DEM'EKATE

FLIRTATION."

" Poor young things," said Mrs. Cluffins,

solemnly, as she came up to them. " Don't

you worry, Mr. Gannett. I'll look after her

and keep her from moping."

'â�¢ You're very kind," said the engineer,

slowly.

" We'll have a jolly time," said Mrs. Cluffins.

" I often wish my husband was a seafaring

man. A wife does have more freedom,

doesn't she ? "

" More what ?" inquired Mr. Gannett,

with huskiness.

"More freedom," said Mrs. Cluffins,

gravely. " I always envy sailors' wives. They

can do as they like No husband to look after

them for nine or ten months in the year."

Before the unhappy engineer could put his

indignant thoughts into words, there was a

warning cry from the gangway, and with a

hasty farewell, he hurried below. The visitors

went ashore, the gangway was shipped, and

in response to the clang of the telegraph, the

Curlew drifted slowly away from the quay

and headed for the swing-bridge slowly open

ing in front of her.

The two ladies hurried to the pier-head,

and watched the steamer down the river

until a bend hid it from

view. Then Mrs. Gan

nett, with a sensation

of having lost some

thing, due, so her friend

assured her, to the want

of a cup of tea, went

slowly back to her

lonely home.

In the period of

grass widowhood which

ensued, Mrs. Cluffins's

visits formed almost

the sole relief to the

bare monotony of exist

ence. As a companion,

the parrot was an utter

failure, its language

being so irredeemably

bad, that it spent most

of its time in the spare

room with a cloth over

its cage, wondering

when the days were

going to lengthen a bit.

Mrs. Cluffins suggested

selling it, but her friend repelled the sugges

tion with horror, and refused to entertain it

at any price, even that of the publican at the

corner who, having heard of the bird's com

mand of language, was bent upon buying it.

" I wonder what that beauty will have to

tell your husband," said Mrs. Cluffins, as

they sat together one day some four months

after the Curfav's departure.

" 1 should hope that he has forgotten that

nonsense," said Mrs. Gannett, reddening ;

" he never alludes to it in his letters."

" Sell it," said Mrs. Cluffins, peremptorily.

" It's no good to you, and Hobson would

give anything for it almost."

Mrs. Gannett shook her head. "The

house wouldn't hold my husband if I did,"

she remarked, with a shiver.

She put her arm round her friend's waist

and led her to the window, talking earnestly.

In five minutes Mrs. Gannett was wavering,

in ten she had given way, and in fifteen

the energetic Mrs. Cluffins was en route for

Hobson's, swinging the cage so violently in

" Oh, yes, it would," said Mrs. Cluffins :

"you do as I tell you, and a much smaller

house than this would hold him. 1 told C.

to tell Hobson he should have it for Â£5."

'â�¢ But he mustn't," said her friend, in alarm.

" Leave yourself right in my hands," said

Mrs. Cluffins, spreading out two small palms

and regarding them complacently. " It'll be

all right, I promise you."
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near. We will go straight to her house. I

learned not an hour ago that a fresh staff of

servants had been secured, and the house is

brightly lit up. Our detectives who surround

the place are under the impression that she

will be in her old quarters to-night. I have

a carriage in waiting : we will start imme

diately."

Without a word I entered it, and we

drove off. We made no plans beyond the

intention in each man's breast that Madame

should be taken either alive or dead.

As the carriage drew up at the house I

noticed that the hall was brilliantly lighted.

The moment Ford touched the bell a

flunkey threw the door open, as if he were

waiting for us.

" My mistress is in her laboratory," was

his reply to our inquiries. " She has just

returned after a journey. I think she ex

pects you, gentlemen. Will you go to her

there ?â��you know the way."

We rapidly crossed the hall and began to

descend the stone steps. As we did so the

muffled hum of machinery in rapid motion

fell on our ears. Just as we reached the

laboratory door Ford, who had been leading

the way, stopped and turned round. His face

was very pale, but he spoke firmly and

quietly.

" There is not the least doubt," he said, in

a semi-whisper, "that we are going into great

danger. Madame would not receive us like

this if she had not made a plan for our

destruction which only she could devise. It

is impossible to tell what may happen. That

it will be. a terrible encounter, and that it will

need all our strength and presence of mind,

is certain, for we are now about to enter the

very sanctuary of her fiendish arts and

appliances. I will go first. The moment I

see her I shall cover her, and if she stirs will

shoot her dead on the spot."

He turned the handle of the door, and we

slipped silently into the laboratory.

It was like entering a furnace, the heat was

stifling. A single incandescent burner shed

a subdued light over the place, revealing the

outline of the stone roof and dim recesses in

the walls. At the farther end stood Madame.

As we entered, she turned slowly and faced

us ; her face was quiet, her lips closed, her

eyes alone expressed emotion.

" Hands up, or I fire ! " rang out from

Ford, who stepped forward and immediately

covered her with his revolver.

She instantly obeyed, raising both her

arms; her eyes now met mine, and the

faintest of smiles played round her lips.

The next instant, as if wrenched from his

grasp by some unseen power, the weapon

leapt from Ford's hands, and dashed itself

with terrific force against the poles of an

enormous electro-magnet beside him. Every

loose piece of iron started and sprang

towards it with a deafening crash. Madame

must have made the current by pressing

a key on the floor with her foot. For

a moment we stood rooted to the

spot, thunder-struck by the sudden and

unforeseen method by which we had been

disarmed.

Mme. Koluchy still continued to gaze

at us, but now her smile grew broader, and

soon it rang out in a scornful laugh.

" It is my turn to dictate terms," she said,

in a steady, even voice. " Advance one step

towards me, and we die together. Norman

Head, this is your supposed hour of victory,

but know that you will never take me either

alive or dead."

As she spoke her hand moved to a small

lever on the bench beside her. She drew

herself up to her full, majestic height, and

stood rigid as a figure carved in marble. I

glanced at Ford : his lips were firmly com

pressed, drops of sweat gleamed upon his

face, he began to breathe quickly through

distended nostrils, then with a sudden spring

he bounded forward, and simultaneously

there leapt up, straight before our eyes, what

seemed like one huge sheet of white flame.

So fearfully bright and dazzling was it that it

struck us like a blow, and Tyler and I fell.

\Ve were blinded by a heat that seemed to

sear our very eyeballs. The next moment

all was darkness.

When I came to myself a cool draught of

air was blowing upon my face, and Tyler's

voice sounded in my ears. I rose, staggering.

Before my eyes there still seemed to dance a

thousand sparks and whirling wheels of fire.

The servants were running about wildly, and

one of the men had brought a lamp from the

hallâ��it lit up the wild and haggard face of

my companion.

" We dare not go back," he whispered,

pointing to the laboratory door, trembling and

almost gibbering as he did so.

" But what has happened ? " I said.

I made a rush towards the laboratory.

Two of the men held me back forcibly.

" It's not safe, sir," one of them said ; " the

room within is a furnace. You would die if

you entered."

By main force I was kept from rushing to

my own destruction.
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It was an hour later when we entered.

Even then the heat was almost past bearing.

Slowly and cautiously Tyler and I approached

the spot where we had last seen Mme.

Koluchy. Upon the stone flags lay the body

vast oxyhydrogen flame to give the intensest

heat known, a heat computed by scientists

at the enormous temperature of 2,4Oodeg.

Centigrade.

It was evident what had happened. As

" HANDS UP, OR I F1RF !

of the detective, so terribly burnt as to be

almost unrecognisable, and a few yards farther

was the mouth of a big hole, from which still

radiated a fierce heat. By degrees it cooled

sufficiently to allow us to examine it. It was

about 8ft. deep and circular in shape. From

its walls jutted innumerable jets. Their use

was evident to me at once, for upon the

floor beside us stood an enormous iron

cylinder, such as are used for compressed

gases. These had presumably been used

before to create by means of the jets one

Ford sprang forward Madame must

have released the iron trap and descended

through a column of this fearful flame, not

only causing instantaneous death, but simul

taneously also an absolute annihilation.

At the bottom of the well lay a small heap

of smouldering ashes. These were all the

earthly remains of the brain that had con

ceived and the body that had executed

some of the most malignant designs against

mankind that the history of the world has

ever shown.
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sank the Alcrrinmc in Santiago

Harbour, is an assistant naval
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MISS ETHEL

HAY DON.

I S S ETHEL

HAYDON was

born in Mel

bourne, Austra

lia, and at the

age of sixteen joined the

Lyric Amateur Club. She

was very successful in
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Australia, and played at Melbourne in " On

'Change" and the title -role in "Sweet

Lavender," etc. She first made her debut
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in London at the Avenue Theatre, in 1895,

where she played in " Dandy Uick Whitting-

ton." For the last three years Miss Hay don

has met with tremendous suc

cess, under the popular Gaiety

management, in the " Shop

Girl," " My Girl," the " Circus

Girl," and the " Runaway

Girl."
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western slopes as far as the eye could see. We

trudged over it for an hour, when at a height

of 20,oooft. I was forced to turn back. I

begged Vines to go on and make the ascent

if possible, taking Lanti with him. He

followed practically the same route that had

been taken on the previous attempts, cling

ing to the protection afforded by the base of

the cliffs running down from the summit to

the north. It was absolutely necessary to

keep on the solid rock or hard snow, and

avoid as much as possible the soft, broken

surface caused by thousands of years of

denudation. In ascending by the line of

cliffs they reached at mid-day a spotâ��

2i,5ooft.â��where on our first attempt

we had left some provisions and instruments.

Here their further passage towards the summit

was barred by a precipice, so that they were

forced to cross the face of the mountain to

the west in order to reach the couloir

ascended by Zurbriggen. In doing this

they had to pass over the rotten debris

which covered the whole of this side of the

mountain. Their patience and endurance

were sorely tried, for they were now at an

altitude of nearly 22,oooft., and the fatigue

caused by slipping and falling on the unreli

able surface was very great. At each step

the whole side of the mountain seemed to

give way, and they were continually thrown

down on to their hands and knees, some

times slipping down several yards. It took

them over an hour to cross this slope to the

couloir. Not that the distance was very great,

but they were forced to halt every few minutes.

Their legs seemed incapable of working for

more than twenty steps at a time, and the diffi

culty of breathing seemed to increase at each

step. At 2 p.m. the couloir was reached, and

after an ascent of some 3Ooft. they entered

a vast amphitheatre filled with masses of

broken red rock. The opposite wall of this

was formed by a great arete, which joined

the eastern and western peaks of Acon

cagua, and which ran from one end of the

mountain to the other. To the left of them

rose a huge bastion of rock on which was

the actual summit. To the right, cone-

shaped rocks and aiguilles towered into

the clouds above. Not a vestige of snow

was to be seen within this vast inclosure.

They were nearly 22,5ooft. above the sea,

and in no mood to cope with the frequent

petty annoyances which occurred while

scrambling over the great rough stones

and boulders now blocking the way.

An almost irresistible desire to turn

and descend, and the longing for some

stimulating nourishment, seemed to over

whelm them. In halting they found there

was only one position for rest and re

cuperation. The overpowering lassitude

that seized their lower limbs after sitting or

reclining made this mode of rest out of

the question, and instinct soon taught them

GREAT SOUTHERN PRECIPICE OF ACONCAGUA, AT TEN MILES1 DISTANCE.



HE Chief engineer and the

Third sat at tea on the ss.

Curlnu in the East India

Docks. The small and not

over - clean steward having

placed everything he could

think of upon the table, and then added

everything the Chief could think: of, ,had

assiduously poured out two cups of tea and

withdrawn by request. The two men ate

steadily, conversing between bites and

interrupted occasionally by a hoarse and

sepulchral voice, the owner of which, being

much exercised by the sight of the food,

asked for it, prettily at first, and afterwards

in a way which at least compelled attention.

" That's pretty good for a parrot," said the

Third, critically. " Seems to know what he's

saying, too. No, don't give it anything.

It'll stop, if you do." . , , â�¢

" There's no pleasure to me in listening to

coarse language," said the Chief, with dignity.

He absently dipped a piece of bread and

butter in the Third's tea, and, losing it, chased

it round and round the bottom of the cup

with his finger, the Third regarding the

operation with an interest and emotion which

he was at first unable to understand.

" You'd better pour yourself out another

cup," he said, thoughtfully, as he caught the

Third's eye.

" I'm going to," said the other, drily.

" The man I bought it of," said the Chief,

Vol. xvi.-65.

'giving the bird the sop, "said that it was a

.perfectly respectable parrot, and wouldn't

know a bad word if it heard it. I hardly like

to give it to my wife now."

" It's tio good being too particular," said

the Third, regarding the other with an ill-

concealed grin ; " that's the worst of all you

young married fellows. Seem to think your

wife has got to be wrapped up in brown

paper. Ten chances to one she'll be amused."

The Chief shrugged his shoulders disdain

fully. " I bought the bird to be company for

her," he said,slowly ; "she'll be very lonesome

without me, Rogers."

" How do you know? " inquired the other.

" She said so," was the reply.

" When you've been married as long as I

have," said the Third, who, having been

married some fifteen years, felt that their

usual positions . were somewhat reversed,

" you'll know that, generally speaking, they're

glad to get rid of you."

u What for ?" demanded the Chief, in a

voice that Othello might have envied.

" Well, you get in the way a bit," said

Rogers, with secret enjoyment; " you see, you

upset the arrangements. House cleaning

and all that sort of thing gets interrupted.

They're glad to see you back at first, and then

glad to see the back of you."

"There's wives and wives," said the bride

groom, tenderly.

"And mine's a good one," said the Third,
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"registered A i at Lloyd's, but she don't

worry about me going away. Your wife's

thirty years younger than you, isn't she ? "

" Twenty-five," corrected the other, shortly.

" You see, what I'm afraid of is, that she'll

get too much attention."

" Well, women like that," remarked the

Third.

" But I don't, curse it," cried the Chief,

hotly. " When I think of it I go hot all

overâ��boiling hot."

"That won't last," said the other, re

assuringly. " You won't care twopence this

time next year."

"We're not all alike," growled the Chief;

" some of us have got finer feelings than

others have. I saw the chap next door look

ing at her as we passed him this morning."

"Good heavens," said the Third, wildly.

" I don't want any of your confounded im

pudence," said the Chief, sharply. " He put

his hat on straighter when he passed us.

What do you think of that ? "

"Can't say," replied the other, with com

mendable gravity; " it might mean any

thing."

" If he has any of his nonsense while I'm

away, Til break his neck," said the Chief,

passionately. " I shall know of it."

The other raised his eyebrows.

" I've asked the landlady

to keep her eyes open a bit,"

said the Chief. " My wife

was brought up in

the country, and

she's very young

and simple, so that

it is quite right and

proper for her to

have a motherly old

body to look after

her."

"Told your wife?"

queried Rogers.

" No," said the

other. " Fact is,

Rogers, I've got an

idea about that

parrot. I'm going

to tell her it's a

magic bird, and

will tell me every

thing she does while

I'm away. Any

thing the landlady

tells me, I shall

tell her I got from

the parrot. For one

thing, I don't want

her to go out after seven of an evening,

and she's promised me she won't. If she

does I shall know, and pretend that I know

through the parrot. What do you think of

it?"

" Think of it ? " said the Third, staring at

him. " Think of it ? Fancy a man telling a

grown-up woman a yarn like that !"

" She believes in warnings, and death

watches, and all that sort of thing," said the

Chief, " so why shouldn't she ? "

" Well, you'll know whether she believes in

it or not when you come back," said Rogers,

"and it'll be a great pity, because it's a

beautiful talker, and the best swearer I ever

heard."

" What do you mean ? " said the other.

"I mean it'll get its little neck wrung,"

said the Third.

" Well, we'll see," said Gannett. " I shall

know what to think if it does die."

" I shall never see that bird again," said

Rogers, shaking his head as the Chief took

up the cage and handed it to the steward,

who was to accompany him home with it.

The couple left the ship, and proceeded

down the East India Dock road side by side,

the only incident being a hot argument

A Hu'l ARGUMENT.
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between a constable and the engineer as to

whether he could or could not be held

responsible for the language in which the

parrot saw fit to indulge when the steward

happened to drop it.

The engineer took the cage at his door,

and, not without some misgivings, took it

upstairs into the parlour and set it on the

table. Mrs. Gannett, a simple-looking woman,

with sleepy brown eyes and a docile manner,

clapped her hands with joy.

" Isn't it a beauty ? " said Mr. Gannett, look

ing at it. " I bought it to be company for you

while I'm away."

" You're too good to me, Jem," said his

wife. She walked all round the cage admir

ing it; the parrot, which was of a highly sus

picious and nervous disposition, having had

boys at its last place, turning with her After

she had walked round him five times, he got

sick of it, and, in a simple, sailorly fashion,

said so.

" Oh, Jem !" said his wife.

" It's a beautiful talker," said Gannett,

hastily, " and it's so clever that it picks up

everything it hears, but it'll soon forget it."

" It looks as though it knows what you are

saying," said his wife. "Just look at itâ��the

artful thing ! "

The opportunity was too good to be missed,

and in a few straightforward lies the engineer

acquainted Mrs. Gannett of the miraculous

powers with which he had chosen to

endow it.

" But you don't believe it ? " said his wife,

staring at him, open-mouthed.

" I do," said the engineer, firmly.

" But how can it know what I'm doing,

when I'm away ? " persisted Mrs. Gannett.

" Ah, that's its secret," said the engineer ;

"a good many people would like to know

that, but nobody has found out yet. It's

a magic bird, and when you've said that,

you've said all there is to say about it."

Mrs. Gannett, wrinkling her forehead, eyed

the marvellous bird curiously.

" You'll find it's quite true," said Gannett ;

" when I come back that bird'll be able to

tell me how you've been, and all about youâ��

everything you've done during my absence."

" Good gracious ! " said the astonished

Mrs. Gannett.

" If you stay out after seven of an evening

or do anything else that I shouldn't like, that

bird'll tell me," continued the engineer,

impressively. " It'll tell me who comes to

see you, and, in fact, it will tell me everything

you do while I'm away."

" Well, it won't have anything bad to tell

of me," said Mrs. Gannett, composedly,

" unless it tells lies."

" It can't tell lies," said her husband, con

fidently ; " and now, if you go and put your

bonnet on, we'll drop in at the theatre for

half an hour."

It was a prophetic utterance, for he made

such a fuss over the man next to his wife

offering her his opera-glasses that they left,

at the urgent request of the management, in

almost exactly that space of time.

" You'd better carry me about in a band

box," said Mrs. Gannett, wearily, as the

outraged engineer stalked home beside her.

" What harm was the man doing ? "

" You must have given him some

encouragement," said Mr. Gannett, fiercely ;

" made eyes at him or something. A man

wouldn't offer to lend a lady his opera-glasses

without "

Mrs. Gannett tossed her head, and that so

decidedly, that a passing stranger turned his

head and looked at her. Mr. Gannett

accelerated his pace, and taking his wife's

arm led her swiftly home with a passion too

great for words.

By the morning his anger had evaporated,

but the misgivings remained. He left

after breakfast for the Curlew, which was to

sail in the afternoon, leaving behind him

copious instructions by following which his

wife would be enabled to come down and see

him off with the minimum exposure of her

fatal charms.

Left to herself, Mrs. Gannett dusted the

room, until coming to the parrot's cage she

put down the duster and eyed its eerie

occupant curiously. She fancied that she

saw an evil glitter in the creature's eye, and

thought that the knowing way in which it

drew the film over it was as near an ap

proach to a wink as a bird could get.

She was still looking at it when there was

a knock at the door, and a bright little

woman, rather smartly dressed, bustled into

the room and greeted her effusively.

" I just came to see you, my dear, because

I thought a little outing would do me good,"

she said, briskly ; "and, if you've no objection,

I'll come down to the docks with you to see

the boat off."

Mrs. Gannett assented readily ; it would

ease the engineer's mind, she thought, if he

saw her with a chaperon.

"Nice bird," said Mrs. Cluffins, mechani

cally bringing her parasol to the charge.

" Don't do that," said her friend, hastily.

" Why not ? " said the other.

" language ! " said Mrs. Gannett, solemnly.
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" 'l MUST DO SOMETHING TO IT.' SAID MRS. CLl'KilNS.

" Well, I must do something to it," said

Mrs. Cluffins, restlessly.

She held the parasol near the cage and

suddenly opened it. It was a flaming scarlet,

and for the moment the shock took the

parrot's breath away.

" He don't mind that," said Mrs. Gannett.

The parrot, hopping to the farther corner

of the bottom of his cage, said something,

feebly. Finding that nothing dreadful hap

pened, he repeated his remark somewhat

more boldly, and being convinced after all

that the apparition was quite harmless, and

that he had displayed his craven spirit for

nothing, hopped back on his perch and raved

wickedly.

" If that was my bird," said Mrs. Cluffins,

almost as scarlet as her parasol, " I should

wring its neck."

" No, you wouldn't," said Mrs. Gannett,

solemnly; and, having quieted the bird, by

throwing a cloth over its cage, explained its

properties.

" What !" said Mrs. Cluffins, unable to

sit still in her chair. " You mean to tell me

that your husband said that ? "

Mrs. Gannett nodded. " He's awfully

jealous of me," she said, with a slight simper.

" I wish he was my husband," said Mrs.

Cluffins, in a thin, hard voice. " I wish C.

would talk to me like that. I wish somebody

would try and persuade C. to talk to me like

that."

"It shows he's fond of me," said Mrs.

Gannett, looking down.

Mrs. Cluffins jumped

up and, snatching the

cover off the cage,

endeavoured, but in

vain, to get the parasol

through the bars.

"And you believe that

rubbish?" she said,

scathingly. "Booh, you

wretch !"

" I don't believe

it," said her friend,

taking her gently

away and covering

the cage hastily

just as the bird

was recovering ;

"but I let him

think I do."

" I call it an

outrage," said Mrs. Cluffins, waving

the parasol wildly. " I never heard

of such a thing. I'd like to give Mr.

Gannett a piece of my mind. Just

about half an hour of it. He wouldn't be

the same man afterwards. I'd parrot him."

Mrs. Gannett, soothing her agitated friend

as well as she was able, led her gently to a

chair and removed her hat, and finding that

complete recovery was impossible while the

parrot remained in the room, took that

wonder-working bird outside.

By the time they had reached the docks

and boarded the Cur/civ, Mrs. Cluffins had

quite recovered her spirits. She roamed

about the steamer, asking questions which

savoured more of idle curiosity than a

genuine thirst for knowledge, and was at no

pains to conceal her opinion of those who

were unable to furnish her with satisfactory

replies.

" I shall think of you every day, Jem,"

said Mrs. Gannett, tenderly.

" I shall think of you every minute," said

the engineer, reproachfully.

He sighed gently and gazed in a scandal

ized fashion at Mrs. Cluffins, who was carry

ing on a desperate flirtation with one of the

apprentices.

" She's very light-hearted," said his wife,

following the direction of his eyes.

" She is," said Mr. Gannett, curtly, as the

unconscious Mrs. Cluffins shortened her

parasol and rapped the apprentice playfully

with the handle.

" She seems to be on very good terms with

Jenkins, laughing and carrying on. 1 don't

suppose she's ever seen him before," said

the engineer.
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" .MRS. CLUFVINS WAS CAKKVING ON A DESI'EKATE

FLlhTATION."

" Poor young things," said Mrs. Cluffins,

solemnly, as she came up to them. "Don't

you worry, Mr. Gannett. I'll look after her

and keep her from moping."

'â�¢ You're very kind," said the engineer,

slowly.

" We'll have a jolly time," said Mrs. Cluffins.

" I often wish my husband was a seafaring

man. A wife does have more freedom,

doesn't she ? "

" More what ?" inquired Mr. Gannett,

with husk i ness.

" More freedom," said Mrs. Cluffins,

gravely. " I always envy sailors' wives. They

can do as they like No husband to look after

them for nine or ten months in the year."

Before the unhappy engineer could put his

indignant thoughts into words, there was a

warning cry from the gangway, and with a

hasty farewell, he hurried below. The visitors

went ashore, the gangway was shipped, and

in response to the clang of the telegraph, the

Curlew drifted slowly away from the quay

and headed for the swing-bridge slowly open

ing in front of her.

The two ladies hurried to the pier-head,

and watched the steamer down the river

until a bend hid it from

view. Then Mrs. Gan

nett, with a sensation

of having lost some

thing, due, so her friend

assured her, to the want

of. a cup of tea, went

slowly back to her

lonely home.

In the period of

grass widowhood which

ensued, Mrs. Cluffins's

visits formed almost

the sole relief to the

bare monotony of exist

ence. As a companion,

the parrot was an utter

failure, its language

being so irredeemably

bad, that it spent most

of its time in the spare

room with a cloth over

its cage, wondering

when the days were

-joing to lengthen a bit.

Mrs. Cluffins suggested

selling it, but her friend repelled the sugges

tion with horror, and refused to entertain it

at any price, even that of the publican at the

corner who, having heard of the bird's com

mand of language, was bent upon buying it.

" I wonder what that beauty will have to

tell your husband," said Mrs. Cluffins, as

they sat together one day some four months

after the Curleivs departure.

" I should hope that he has forgotten that

nonsense," said Mrs. Gannett, reddening;

" he never alludes to it in his letters."

" Sell it," said Mrs. Cluffins, peremptorily.

" It's no good to you, and Hobson would

give anything for it almost."

Mrs. Gannett shook her head. "The

house wouldn't hold my husband if I did,"

she remarked, with a shiver.

She put her arm round her friend's waist

and led her to the window, talking earnestly.

In five minutes Mrs. Gannett was wavering,

in ten she had given way, and in fifteen

the energetic Mrs. Cluffins was en route for

Ho'oson's, swinging the cage so violently in

" Oh, yes, it would," said Mrs. Cluffins :

"you do as I tell you, and a much smaller

house than this would hold him. I told C.

to tell Hobson he should have it for Â£5."

" But he mustn't," said her friend, in alarm.

" l^eave yourself right in my hands," said

Mrs. Cluffins, spreading out two small palms

and regarding them complacently. " It'll be

all right, I promise you."
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her excitement that the parrot was reduced

to holding on to its perch with claws and

bill, and could only think. Mrs. Gannett

watched their progress from the window, and

with a queer look on her face set down to

think out the points of attack and defence in

the approaching fray.

" Ha! it's good to be home again," said

Gannett, sinking into an easy chair, and pull

ing his wife on his knee. " And how have

â�¢you been ? Lonely ? "

A week later a four-wheeler drove up to

the door, and the engineer, darting up three

steps at a time, dropped an armful of parcels

on the floor, and caught his wife in an

embrace which would have done credit to a

bear. Mrs. Gannett, for reasons, of which

lack of muscle was only one, responded less

ardently.

" I got used to it," said Mrs. Gannett,

softly.

The engineer coughed. " You had the

parrot," he remarked.

" Yes, I had the magic parrot," said Mrs.

Gannett.

" How's it getting on ? " said her husband,

looking round. " Where is it ? "

" Part of it is on the mantelpiece," said

Mrs. Gannett, trying to speak calmly, " part

of it is in a bonnet-box upstairs, some of it's

in my pocket, and here is the remainder."

She fumbled in her pocket, and placed in

his hand a cheap two-bladed clasp knife.

" On the mantelpiece," repeated the

engineer, staring at the knife; " in a

bonnet-box !"

" Those blue vases," said his wife.

Mr. Gannett put his hand to his head. If

he had heard aright, one parrot had changed

into a pair of blue vases, a bonnet, and a

knife. A magic bird, with a vengeance.

" I sold it," said Mrs. Gannett, suddenly.

The engineer's knee stiffened inhospitably,

and his arm dropped from his wife's waist.

She rose quietly and took a chair opposite.

" Sold it ! " said Mr. Gannett, in awful

tones. " Sold my parrot ? "

" I didn't like it, Jem," said his wife. " I

didn't want that bird watching me, and I

did want the vases, and the bonnet, and the

liitle present for you."

Mr. Gannett pitched the little present to

the other end of the room.

" You see, it mightn't have told the truth,

Jem," continued Mrs. Gannett. " It might

have told all sorts of lies about me and made

no end of mischief."

" It couldn't lie," shouted the engineer,

passionately, rising from his chair and pacing

the room. " It's your guilty conscience that's

made a coward of you. How dare you sell

my parrot ? "

" Because it wasn't truthful, Jem," said

his wife, who was somewhat pale.

" If you were half as truthful you'd do,"

vociferated the engineer, standing over her.

" Youâ��you deceitful woman ! "

Mrs. Gannett fumbled in her pocket again,

and producing a small handkerchief applied

it delicately to her eyes.

" Iâ��I got rid of it for your sake," she

stammered. "It used to tell such lies about

you, I couldn't bear to listen to it"

"About me!" said Mr. Gannett, sinking

1 into his seat and staring at his wife with very

natural amazement. "Tell lies about me!

Nonsense ! How could it ? "

" I suppose it could tell me about you as

easily as it could tell you about me," said

Mrs. Gannett. "There was more magic in

that bird than you thought, Jem. It used

to say shocking things about you ; I couldn't

bear it."

" Do you think you're talking to a child or

a fool ? " demanded the engineer, hotly.

Mrs. Gannett shook her head feebly. She

still kept the handkerchief to her eyes, but

allowed a portion to drop over her mouth.

" I should like to hear some of the lies it

told about me," said the engineer, with bitter

sarcasm ; " if you can remember them."

" The first lie," said Mrs. Gannett, in a

feeble, but ready, voice, "was about the time

you were at Genoa. The parrot said you

were at some concert gardens at the upper

end of the town."

One moist eye came mildly from behind

the handkerchief just in time to see the

engineer stiffen suddenly in his chair.

" I don't suppose there even is such a

place," she continued.

" Iâ��b'leveâ��thereâ��is," said her husband,

jerkily. " I've heard our chaps talk of it"

" But you haven't been there ?" said his

wife, anxiously.

"Never," said the engineer, with extra

ordinary vehemence.

"That wicked bird said that you got in

toxicated there," said Mrs. Gannett, in solemn

accents ; " that you smashed a little marble-

.topped table and knocked down two waiters,

and that if it hadn't have been for the

captain of the Pursuit, who was in there, and

who got you away, you'd have been locked

up. Wasn't it a wicked bird ? "

" Horrible," said the engineer, huskily.

" I don't suppose there ever was a ship

called the Pursuit," continued Mrs. Gannett.
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" WASN'T ir A WICKKU UIKO?"

" Doesn't sound like a ship's name," mur

mured Mr. Gannett.

"Well, then, a few days later it said the

Curlew was at Naples."

" I never went ashore all the time we were

at Naples," remarked the engineer, casually.

"The parrot said you did," said Mrs.

Gannett.

" I suppose yoall believe your own lawful

husband before that cursed bird," shouted

Gannett, starting up.

" Of course I didn't believe it, Jem," said

his wife. " I'm trying to prove to you that the

bird was not truthful; but you're so hard to

persuade."

Mr. Gannett took a pipe from his pocket,

and with a small knife dug with much

severity and determination a hardened plug

from the bowl, and blew noisily through

the stem.

'' There was a girl kept a fruit-stall just

by the harbour," said Mrs. Gannett, "and,

this evening, on the strength of having bought

three-pennyworth of green figs, you put your

arm round her waist and tried to kiss her, and

her sweetheart, who was standing close by,

tried to stab you. The parrot said that you

were in such a state of terror, that you

jumped into the harbour and

were nearly drowned."

Mr. Gannett, having loaded

his pipe, lit it slowly and

carefully, and, with tidy pre

cision, got up and deposited

the match in the fire-place.

" It used to frighten me

so with its stories, that I

hardly knew what to do with

myself," continued Mrs. Gan

nett. "When you were at

Suez "

The engineer waved his

hand imperiously.

"That's enough," he said,

stiffly.

" I'm sure I don't want to

have to repeat what it told

me about Suez," said his wife.

" I thought you'd like to

hear it, that's all."

"Not at all," said the

engineer, puffing at his pipe.

" Not at all."

" But you see why I got

rid of the bird, don't you ? "

said Mrs. Gannett. " If it

had told you untruths about

rne, you would have believed

them, wouldn't you ? "

Mr. Gannett took his pipe from his mouth

and took his wife in his extended arms.

" No, my dear," he said, brokenly, " no more

than you believed all this stuff about me."

"And I did quite right to sell it, didn't I,

Jem ? "

" Quite right," said Mr. Gannett, with a

great assumption of heartiness. " Best thing

to do with it."

" You haven't heard the worst yet," said

Mrs. Gannett. " When you were at

Suez "

Mr. Gannett consigned Suez to its only

rival, and thumping the table with his

clenched fist, forbade his wife to mention the

word again, and desired her to prepare supper.

Not until he heard her moving about in

the kitchen below did he relax the severity

of his countenance. Then his expression

changed to one of extreme anxiety, and he

restlessly paced the room, seeking for light.

It came suddenly.

" It's Jenkins,'' he gasped, " that little

brute, Jenkins ! That's what he was writing to

Mrs. Cluffins about, and I was going to tell

Clurfins about him writing to his wife; I

expect he knows the letters by heart"
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II.

IX days after the ascent- pf

Aconcagua by my guide Zur-

briggen, I started with Mr.

Stuart Vines to make another

attempt on the mountain.

Zurbriggen was temporarily

disabled bythe hardships he had undergone

on Aconcagua, and by an accident sustained

in crossing one of the fords in the Horcones

Valley, owing to his mule

falling with him. I had,

therefore, sent him down

to Mendoza to recuperate.

After two unsuccessful

attempts we reached the

high level camp on Acon

cagua, at 18,700(1., on the

22nd of January, in very

bad weather.

At these altitudes the

digestive organs are not

in a state to allow of

indulging in a hearty sup

per, and we felt a craving

for hot food at an early

hour the following morn

ing. It was Vines's first

experience at 19,000(1.

He spent a restless night,

and on getting up did

not seem fit for much. It

was impossible to rise

early, or when up to move

about and do things

quickly, so that it was

not until nine o'clock

that we began to prepare

breakfast. Coffee was our

staple food, but there

was no means of obtain

ing water except by melt

ing snow and ice.

I undertook to light the

I looked up to see what had become of Vines.

He stood a few yards from me, apparently

doing nothing in particular.

The tent being perched on a narrow ledge,

under the shelter of a rock, he had to cross

its numerous guy-ropes in order to reach the

snow. I watched him slowly raise one leg

over the first rope, and stop breathless and

exhausted. He then wearily dragged the other

leg after the first. Thus

he proceeded until he

reached the snow. It was

about ten minutes before

he returned, with hardly

enough ice and snow in

the tin to wet the bottom

of the kettle. I noticed,

during the time I spent

at this high camp, that

the ropes of the tent

always needed re-adjust

ing. The reason was not

far to seek, for we were

continually kicking them

as we passed, no one

having the energy to raise

his feet high enough to

clear them. Under these

circumstances, it is not

to be wondered at that

we did not get our break

fast until long after ten. It

seemed to restore Vines

at once to comparative

activity, but had a con

trary effect on me, for I

was attacked by indi

gestion and retired to

my sleeping-bag for the

rest of the morning.

MK. STUART VINKS.
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fire, no easy task at this altitude, where it

requires almost superhuman efforts to induce

the wood to ignite. --.Vines went with a biscuit-

tin to collect suitable snow and ice for water

ten yards away on the other side of the tent,

and, crouching down by the fire, I gave myself

up to the exhausting work of persistently blow

ing the smouldering wood, thereby filling my

lungs, which were craving oxygen, with smoke.

next. _. --â��--

snowed all day.

I intended to rest the

first day, and if possible

make the ascent on the

It began to snow at ten o'clock. It

A porter came up during

the morning with some wood and pro

visions, and descended late in the after

noon. In spite of the snow Vines and

I intended to hold on as long as possible.

â�¢ When the day was too far advanced to make

a descent possible, about five o'clock in

the afternoon, the snow increased in volume
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and the wind rose, causing it to drift.

Huddled in our little tent we anxiously

watched the turn of events. We closed the

fastenings of the tent, and tried to sleep.

But it was not a night for rest. I soon

began to realize that we were being buried

in the snow, for the corner under the

shelter of the rocks where the tent was

pitched was filling up with one great

snowdrift. At nine o'clock we seriously dis

cussed the state of affairs. We must either

keep the snow clear of the tent, or retreat to

the valley. The latter course we feared

would be impossible. On such a night we

could never find our way down the great, ex

posed slopes of Aconcagua. Vines burrowed

his way out of the tent, and with difficulty

found and brought in the boots and ice-axes,

so that we might be ready for the worst.

From time to time we beat upon the roof of

the tent in order to prevent a mass of snow

from collecting and crushing it in. Sleep

was out of the question. It was a miserable

and exciting night, and by morning we were

quite worn out. Snow began to fall again at

nine, so we made a bolt for the valley.

It was useless to attempt further climbing

in such weather. Our next start from Inca

was therefore delayed till February yth. We

reached the I4,oooft. bivouac at the head of

the Horcones Valley, and sent porters up to

report on the condition of the mountain and

the high camp. They came down on the

following day with a story that was not

encouraging. Owing to the continued snow

fall, the difficul

ties to be en

countered in the

ascent of the

mountain would

be greatly in

creased, and

sleeping at the

high level camp

was becoming

more uncomfort

able every day.

I started with

Vines on the roth,

and on reaching

the camp soon

realized that the

description given

by the porters

was only too true.

Tent, wood, pro

visions, and in

struments were

covered with ice

Vol. Â»vi.-56.

and snow. The few cooking utensils were

covered with frozen grease. To thaw these

things out and clean up was no easy task, and

the difficulties of preparing hot food, so neces

sary to us, were greatly increased. However,

on the izth the weather looked promising,

and we determined to prepare for the ascent

on the following day, for we were not gaining

strength by remaining at this altitude.

Lanti came up in the evening, for as he had

proved himself less susceptible to the sur

rounding conditions than the other porters,

I wished him to make the ascent with us.

He undertook to wake us at an early hour,

that we might all have a good breakfast before

starting. Unfortunately, we were unable to

sleep at night, and as usual made up for it in

the morning, so that it was only when the

sun came on the tent at 7.30 that I,anti

roused us. So slow were our movements

that w did not make a start until after 8.30.

Our packs were equally divided, and con

tained a bottle filled with a mixture of

port wine and egg, a bottle of red wine,

a. flask of brandy, and some Kola biscuits,

besides the various instruments and extra

clothing, in the shape of gloves, helmets,

and sweaters, about I7lb. to each man.

I may here mention that the port and egg

was almost the only nourishment taken

during the day. The aspect of the mountain

had changed considerably since Zurbriggen's

ascent. He had reached the summit almost

without putting his foot on snow : now great

fields of deep snow spread over the north-

â�¢*Â£ v
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BY H. G. WELLS.

Y friend, Mr. Ledbetter, is

a round - faced little man,

whose natural mildness of

eye is gigantically exaggerated

when you catch the beam

through his glasses, and whose

deep, deliberate voice irritates irritable

people. A certain elaborate clearness of

enunciation has come with him to his present

vicarage from his scholastic days, an elaborate

clearness of enunciation and a certain nervous

determination to be firm and correct upon

all issues, important and unimportant alike.

He is a saccrdotalist and a chess player, and

suspected by many of the secret practice of

the higher mathematicsâ��creditable rather

than interesting things. His conversation is

copious and given much to needless detail.

By many, indeed, his intercourse is con

demned, to put it plainly, as " boring," and

such have even done me the compliment to

wonder why I countenance him. But, on

the other hand, there is a large faction who

marvel at his countenancing such a dis

hevelled, discreditable acquaintance as my

self. Few appear to regard our friendship

with equanimity- But that is because they

do not know of the link that binds us, of

my amiable connection via Jamaica with

Mr. Ledbetter's past.

About that past he displays an anxious

modesty. " I do not know what I should

do if it became known," he says ; and repeats,

impressively, "I do not know what I should

do." As a matter of fact, I doubt if he

would do anything except get very red about

the ears. But that will appear later; nor

will I tell here of our encounter, since, as a

general rule â�� though I am prone to break

itâ��the end of a story should come after,

rather than before, the beginning. And the

beginning of the story goes a long way back ;

indeed, it is now nearly twenty years since

Fate, by a series of complicated and startling

manoeuvres, brought Mr. Ledbetter, so to

speak, into my hands.

In those days I was living in Jamaica, and

Mr. Ledbetter was a schoolmaster in England.

He was in orders, and already recognisahly

the same man that he is to-day : the same

rotundity of visage, the same or similar

glasses, and the same faint shadow of

surprise in his resting expression. He was,

of course, dishevelled when I saw him, and

his collar less of a collar than a wet bandage,

and that may have helped to bridge the

natural gulf between usâ��but of that, as I

say, later.

The business began at Hithergate-on-Sea,

and simultaneously with Mr. Ledbetter's

summer vacation. Thither he came for a

greatly needed rest, wi'li a bright brown

portmanteau marked " F. \V. L.," anew white

and black straw hat, and two pairs of white

flannel trousers. He was naturally exhilarated

at his release from schoolâ��for he was not

very fond of the boys he taught. After

dinner he fell into a discussion with a talkative

person established in the boarding-house to

which, acting on the advice of his aunt,

he had resorted. This talkative person

was the only other man in the house.

Their discussion concerned the melancholy

disappearance of wonder and adventure

in these latter days, the prevalence of

globe-trotting, the abolition of distance by

steam and electricity, the vulgarity of adver

tisement, the degradation of men by civiliza

tion, and many such things. Particularly

was the talkative person eloquent on the

decay of human courage through security, a

security Mr. Ledbetter rather thoughtlessly

joined him in deploring. Mr. Ledbetter, in

the first delight of emancipation from "duty,"

and being anxious, perhaps, to establish a

reputation for manly conviviality, partook,

rather more freely than was advisable, of the

excellent whisky the talkative person pro

duced. But he did not become intoxicated,

he insists.

He was simply eloquent beyond his sober

wont, and with the finer edge gone from his

judgment. And after that long talk of the

brave old days that were gone for ever, he

went out into moonlit Hithcrgate alone and

up the cliff road where the villas cluster

together.

He had bewailed/and now as he walked

up the silent road he still bewailed, the fate

that had called him to such an uneventful

life as a pedagogue's. What a prosaic exist

ence he led, so stagnant, so colourless!

Secure, methodical, year in year out, what

call was there for bravery? He thought
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enviously of those roving, mediaeval days, so

near and so remote, of quests and spies and

condottieri and many a risky blade-drawing

business. And suddenly came a doubt, a

strange doubt, springing out of some chance

thought of tor

tures, and de

structive alto

gether of the

position he had

assumed that

evening.

Was heâ��Mr.

Ledbetterâ��

really, after all,

so brave as he as

sumed ? Would

he really be so

pleased to have

railways, police

men, and secu

rity vanish sud

denly from the

earth ?

The talkative

man had spoken

enviously of

crime. "The

burglar," he

said, " is the

only true adven

turer left on

earth. Think

of his single-

handed fightâ��

against the

whole civilized

world!" And

Mr. Ledbetter

had echoed his

453

scarcely marked it, but the picture of it

came with him, wove into his thoughts.

He figured himself climbing up that bal

cony, crouchingâ��plunging into that dark,

mysterious interior. " Bah ! You would not

4HE THOUGHT ENVIOUSLY OF THOSE ROVING, MEDIEVAL UAVS."

envy. " They do have some fun out of

life," Mr. I>edbetter had said. " And about

the only people who do. Just think how it

must feel to wire a lawn !" And he had

laughed wickedly. Now, in this franker

intimacy of self-communion he found himself

instituting a comparison between his own

brand of courage and that of the habitual

criminal. He tried to meet these insidious

questionings with blank assertion. " I could

do all that," said Mr. Ledbetter. " I long

to do all that. Only I do not give way to

my criminal impulses. My moral courage

restrains me." But he doubted, even while

he told himself these things.

Mr. Ledbetter passed a large villa standing

by itself. Conveniently situated above a

quiet, practicable balcony was a window,

gaping black, wide open. At the time he

dare," said the

Spirit of Doubt.

" My duty to my

fellow-men for

bids," said Mr.

I.edbetter's self-

respect.

It was nearly

eleven, and the

little seaside

town was already

very still. The

whole world

slumbered

under the moon

light. Only one

warm oblong of

window- blind

far down the

road spoke of

waking life. He

turned and came

back slowly to

wards the villa

of the open win

dow. He stood

for a time out

side the gate, a

battlefield of

motives. " Let

us put things to

the test," said

Doubt. " For the

satisfaction of

these intolerable

doubts, show that you dare go into that house.

Commit a burglar)' in blank. That, at any

rate, is no crime." Very softly he opened

and shut the gate and slipped into the

shadow of the shrubbery. "This is foolish,"

said Mr. Ledbetter's caution. " I expected

that," said Doubt. His heart was beating

fast, but he was certainly not afraid. He

was not afraid. He remained in that shadow

for some considerable time.

The ascent of the balcony, it was evident,

would have to be done in a rush, for it was

all in clear moonlight, and visible from the

gate into the avenue. A trellis thinly set

with young, ambitious climbing roses made

the aacent ridiculously easy. There, in that

black shadow by the stone vase of flowers,

one might crouch and take a closer view of

this gaping breach in the domestic defences,
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the open window. For a while Mr. Led-

better was as still as the night, and then that

insidious whisky tipped the balance. He

dashed forward. He went up the trellis with

quick, convulsive movements, swung h'is legs

over the parapet of the balcony, and dropped

panting in the shadow even as he had

designed. He was trembling violently, short

of breath, and his heart pumped noisily, but

his mood was exultation. He could have

shouted to find he was so little afraid.

A happy line that he had learnt from

WillsVMephis-

topheles " came

into his mind as

he crouched

there. "I feel

like a cat on the

tiles," he whis

pered to himself.

It was far better

than he had ex

pected â�� this

adventurous ex

hilaration. He

was sorry for all

poor men to

whom burglary

was unknown.

Nothing hap

pened. He was

quite safe. And

he was acting in

the bravest

manner!

And now for

the window, to

make the burg

lary complete !

Must he dare do

that Pits position

above the front

door defined it

as a landing or

passage, and

there were no

looking -glasses

against a further window ; a broad staircase,

plunging into a gulf of darkness below ; and

another ascending to the second floor. He

glanced behind him; but the stillness of the

night was unbroken. " Crime," he whispered,

" crime," and scrambled softly and swiftly

over the sill into the house. His feet fell

noiselessly on a mat of skin. He was a

burglar indeed !

He crouched for a time, all ears and peer

ing eyes. Outside was a scampering and

rustling, and for a moment he repented of

or any bedroom .. HE DUCKED."

signs about it,

or any other on the first floor, to suggest

the possibility of a sleeper within. For

a time he listened under the ledge, then

raised his eyes above the sill and peered

in. Close at hand, on a pedestal, and a

little startling at first, was a nearly life-

size gesticulating bronze. He ducked, and

after some time he peered again. Beyond was

a broad landing, faintly gleaming; a flimsy

fabric of bead curtain, very black and sharp,

his enterprise. A

short " miaow,"

a spitting, and a

rush into silence,

spoke reassur

ingly of cats. His

courage grew.

He stood up.

Everyone was

abed, it seemed.

So easy is it to

commit a burg

lary, if one is so

minded. He was

glad he had put

it to the test. He

determined to

take some petty

trophy, just to

prove his free

dom from any

abject fear of the

law, and depart

the way he had

come.

He peered

about him, and

suddenly the

critical spirit

arose again.

Burglars did far

more than such

mere elementary

entrance as this:

they went into

rooms, they

forced safes.

Wellâ��he was not afraid. He could not

force safes, because that would be a stupid

want of consideration for his hosts. But

he would go into rooms â��â�¢ he would go

upstairs. More : he told himself that he was

perfectly secure; an empty house could not

be more reassuringly still. He had to clench

his hands, nevertheless, and summon all his

resolution before he began very softly to

ascend the dim staircase, pausing for several
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loose debris^ descended by the great north

western slope in a straight line for the camp.

When the summit was left behind, the sun

dipped into the Pacific, a great ball of fire,

leaving a wonderful after-glow. Then began

a series of magnificent changes of colour.

The whole Pacific Ocean, from north to

south, together with the sky above, was lit

up with a fiery red glow, which changed

slowly to purple, and then to blue. They

were not, however, in darkness, for soon after

the sun had set, the moon rose and shone

brightly, revealing everything with wonderful

distinctness in the clear air, while for at least

half an hour the wonderful glow remained on

the horizon of the Pacific, a great red line of

subdued fire high in the air, and darkness

between. Nothing simpler in theory could

be conceived than the descent down the

great slope to the camp. But for men in

such an exhausted condition it was no easy

task, and the two hours see.ned more like

six, as \vith heavy, weary steps they floundered

down the steep snow, or broken stones, from

time to time attempting to glissade, in their

anxiety to reach camp by the quickest means.

Too exhausted to support themselves with

their axes, and with the snow in bad con

dition, they had to give this up. Vines had

continually to call a halt in order to gain

breath and strength. The way seemed never-

ending, but the moonlight helping them, their

direction was good, and soon they heard the

voices of the two Pollingers whom I had

sent out from the camp to meet them and

bring them in.

Wrapped in all the available clothing, I

awaited them at the camp. The thermome

ter had run down to i 2cleg. at sunset, and was

still falling. As they came slowly over the

snow towards me in the moonlight, I was

able to realize by their appearance and gait

that their task had been severe. They both

looked exhausted, more especially Vines, a

desperately pitiable object, with beard and

moustache a mass of ice frozen hard to the

helmet. He did not seem to appreciate my

greetings or congratulations, but crawled into

the tent, hardly having the strength to pull

his sleeping-bag about his shoulders.

The next day we returned to Inca. I

found it necessary to give everyone a rest, for

we were all a good deal worn out by the

hardships we had suffered. Vines's face had

got frost-bitten, and he was in great pain at

limes. We therefore crossed th2 Cumbre

Pass into Chile, and spent a lew days on the

shores of the Pacific.

On our return the high camp on Aconcagua

was again visited for the purpose of further

observations. It was getting late in the

season, and the weather considerably inter

fered with our work at the high camp.

I had heard so much from the people of

Mendoza about the Mountain of Tupungato

and the difficulties surrounding it, that I

particularly wished to see it ascended. I

took, therefore, the first opportunity the

weather gave to send Vines to the south to

attempt the mountain, while IJghtbody and

I confined ourselves to the measurements of

heights and traverse work in the high valleys

leading to Aconcagua.

Tupungato is a mountain nearly 22,oooft.

in height, on the great chain which forms the

watershed and at the same time the frontier

boundary between Argentina and Chile. It is

sixty miles to the south of Aconcagua, fifty

miles east of Santiago, and 120 from the

Pacific coast.

On the 251)1 of March Vines left Punta de

las Vacas with /.urbriggen and I.anti and a

caravan of mules and horses, under the charge

of an arriero of the name of Fortunato. A

mile along the pass road brought the caravan

to the first ford at the confluence of the

Tupungato and Mendoza rivers. It was yet

too early in the morning for the ford to be

difficult. The morning was fine and their

hopes ran high, in spite of warnings uttered

by the people of Mendoza, of storms that

raged round Tupungato. Thirty miles to

the south their mountain lay glistening white

in the morning sun. There was not a cloud

in the sky. Fortunato had orders to press

the pace as much as possible so long as the

road lay over the wide, flat plain at the junction

of the valleys. A little higher up the valley

narrowed. Great masses of rock fall, descend

ing from the heights above to the water's

edge, made a very bad place for the animals,

with but the scantiest sign of a track over the

great sharp stones. All were forced to dis

mount and watch the loads. The mules

proved wonderfully clever in wriggling with

their panniers past the boulders to the left

and right. At last the valley widened out

into a great flat plain, over whose surface,

covered with rounded stones, the river ran

riot. Far away to right and left the hills rose

up in brown, red, and purple slopes, bare and

bleak enough, their monotony relieved only

by the green banks of long grass which waved

at their base. Here and there, where the

slopes were broken by some mountain torrent,

a giant talus had forced itself far into the

centre of the plain, thickly covered with
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table, and began to write and then tear up

documents. Presently the smell of burning

cream-laid paper mingled with the odour of

cigars in Mr. Ledbetter's nostrils.

" The position I had assumed," said Mr.

Ledbetter when he told me of these things,

" was in many respects an ill-advised one.

But I had to stay there motionless, never

theless."

"THE POSITION WAS IN MANY RESPECTS AN ILL-ADVISED ONE.

A transverse bar beneath the bed depressed

my head unduly, and threw a dispro

portionate share of my weight upon my

hands. After a time, I experienced what is

called, I believe, a crick in the neck. The

pressure of my hand on the coarsely stitched

carpet speedily became painful. My knees,

too, were painful, my trousers being drawn

tightly over them. At that time I wore

rather higher collars than I do now â��

two and a half inches, in fact â�� and I

discovered what I had not remarked

before, that the edge of the one I wore was

frayed slightly under the chin. But much

worse than these things was an itching of my

face, which I could only relieve by violent

grimacingâ��I tried to raise my hand, but the

rustle of the sleeve alarmed me. After a

time I had to desist from this relief also,

becauseâ��happily in timeâ��I discovered that

my facial contortions were shifting my glasses

down my nose. Their fall would, of course,

have exposed me, and as it was they came to

rest in an oblique position of by no means

stable equilibrium. In addition I had a

slight cold, and an intermittent desire to

sneeze or sniff caused me inconvenience. In

fact, quite apart from the extreme anxiety of

my position, my physical discomfort became

in a short time very considerable indeed.

After an interminable time, there began a

chinking sound. This deepened into a

rhythm: chink, chink, chinkâ��twenty-five

chinksâ��a rap on the writing-table, and a

grunt from the owner of the stout legs. It

dawned upon Mr.

Ledbetter that this

chinking was the

chinking of gold.

He became in

credulously curious

as it went on. His

curiosity grew.

Already, if that was

the case, this extra

ordinary mau must

have counted some

hundreds of

pounds. At last

Mr. Ledbetter

could resist it no

longer, and he be

gan very cautiously

to fold his arms

and lower his head

to the level of the

floor, in the hope of

peeping under the valance. He moved his feet,

and one made a slight scraping on the floor.

Suddenly the chinking ceased. Mr. Led

better became rigid. After a while the

chinking was resumed. Then it ceased

again, and everything was still, except Mr.

Ledbetter's heartâ��that organ seemed to him

to be beating like a drum.

The stillness continued. Mr. Ledbetter's

head was now on the floor, and he could see

the stout legs as far as the shins. They were

quite still. The feet were resting on the

toes and drawn back, as it seemed, under

the chair of the owner. Everything was

quite still, everything continued still. A wild

hope came to Mr. Ledbetter that the un

known was in a fit or suddenly dead, with his

head upon the writing-table

The stillness continued. What had hap

pened ? The desire to peep became irresis

tible. Very cautiously Mr. Ledbetter shifted

his hand forward, projected a pioneer finger,

and began to lift the valance immediately

next his eye. Nothing broke the stillness.

He saw now the stranger's knees, saw the

back of the writing-table, and thenâ��he was

staring at the barrel of a heavy revolver

pointed over the writing-table at his head.

" Come out of that, you scoundrel!" said

the voice of the stout gentleman in a tone of
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" COMK OUT OF THAT, YOU SCOUNDREL1.

quiet concentration. " Come out. This side,

and now. None of your hanky-pankyâ��come

right out, now."

Mr. Ledbetter came right out, a little

reluctantly perhaps, but without any hanky-

panky, and at once, even as he was told.

" Kneel," said the stout gentleman. "And

hold up your hands."

The valance dropped again behind Mr.

Ledbetter, and he rose from all fours and held

up his hands. ."Dressed like a parson,"

said the stout gentleman. " I'm blest if he

isn't! A little chap, too! You scoundrel!

What the deuce possessed you to come here

to-night ? What the deuce possessed you to

get under my bed ? "

He did not appear to require an answer,

but proceeded at once to several very objec

tionable remarks , upon Mr. Ledbetter's

personal appearance. He was not a very

big man, but he looked strong to Mr.

Ledbetter : he was as stout as his legs had

promised, he had rather delicately-chiselled

Vol. xvi.â��58.

small features distributed

over a considerable area of

whitish face, and quite a

number of chins. And the

note of his voice had a sort

of whispering undertone.

" What the deuce, I say,

possessed you to get under

my bed ? "

Mr. Ledbetter, by an

effort, smiled a wan, pro

pitiatory smile. He coughed.

"I can quite under

stand " he said.

" Why ! What on earth

. . . ? It's soap! No !â��

you scoundrel. Don't you

move that hand."

" It's soap," said Mr. Led

better. " From your wash-

stand. No doubt if "

" Don't talk," said the

stout man. " I see it's soap.

Of all incredible things."

"If I might explain "

" Don't explain. It's sure

to be a lie, and there's no

time for explanations. What

was I going to ask you ?

Ah ! Have you any mates ? "

" In a few minutes, if

youâ��

" Have you any mates ?

Curse you. If you start

any soapy palaver I'll shoot.

Have you any mates? "

" No," said Mr. Ledbetter.

" I suppose it's a lie," said the stout man.

" But you'll pay for it if it is. Why the

deuce didn't you floor me when I came up

stairs? You won't get a chance to now,

anyhow. Fancy getting under the bed ! I

reckon it's a fair cop, anyhow, so far as you

are concerned."

" I don't see how I could prove an alibi,"

remarked Mr. I>edbetter, trying to show by

his conversation that he was an educated

man. There was a pause. Mr. Ledbetter

perceived that on a chair beside his captor

was a large black bag on a heap of crum

pled papers, and that there were torn and

burnt papers on the table. And in front of

these, and arranged methodically along the

edge, were rows and rows of little yellow

rouleauxâ��a hundred times more gold than

Mr. Ledbetter had seen in all his life before.

The light of two candles, in silver candle

sticks, fell upon these. The pause continued.

" It is rather fatiguing holding up my hands
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like this," said Mr. Ledbetter, with a depre

catory smile.

" That's all right," said the fat man. " But

what to do with you I don't exactly know."

'â�¢ I know my position is ambiguous."

" Lord ! " said the fat man, " ambiguous !

And goes about with his own soap, and wears

a thundering great clerical collar ! You are

a blooming burglar, you areâ��if ever there

was one !"

"To be strictly accurate," said Mr. Led

better, and suddenly his glasses slipped off

and clattered against his vest buttons.

The fat man changed countenance, a flash

of savage resolution crossed

his face, and something in

the revolver clicked. He put

his other hand to the weapon.

And then he looked at Mr.

Ledbetter, and his eye went

down to the dropped pince-nez.

" Full-cock now, anyhow,''

said the fat man, after a pause,

and his breath seemed to

catch. " But I'll tell you,

you've never been so near

death before. Lord ' I'm

almost glad. If it hadn't

been that the revolver wasn't

cocked, you'd be lying dead

there now."

Mr. Ledbetter said nothing,

but he felt that the room was

swaying.

" A miss is as good as a

mile. It's lucky for both of

us it wasn't. Lord !" He

blew noisily. " There's no

need for you to go pale-green

for a little thing like that."

" I can assure you, sir ,"

said Mr. Ledbetter, with an

effort.

" 1 here's only one thing to

do. If I call in the police,

I'm bustâ��a little game I've got on is bust.

That won't do. If I tie you up and leave

youâ��again, the thing may be out to-morrow.

To-morrow's Sunday, and Monday's Bank

Holidayâ��I've counted on three clear days.

Shooting you's murderâ��and hanging ; and

besides, it will bust the whole blooming

kernooze. I'm hanged if I can think what

to doâ��I'm hanged if I can."

" Will you permit me '

off jawing again, I'll shoot right in your

stomach. See ? But I know nowâ��I know

now ! What we're going to do first, my man,

is an examination for concealed arms â�� an

examination for concealed arms. And look

here ! When I tell you to do a thing, don't

start off at a gabbleâ��do it brisk."

And with many elaborate precautions, and

always pointing the pistol at Mr. Ledbetter's

head, the stout man stood him up and

searched him for weapons. " Why, you are

a burglar ! " he said. " You're a perfect

amateur. You haven't even a pistol-pocket

in the back of your breeches. No, you

don't! Shut up, now."

HE POINTED HIS 1MSTOL AT MR.

LEDBETTEK'S HEAD."

" YOJJ gas as much as if you were a real

parson, I'm blessed if you don't. Of all the

burglars you are the- Well! Noâ��I wont

permit you. There isn't time. If you start

So soon as the issue was

decided, the stout man made

Mr. Ledbetter take off his

coat and roll up his shirt

sleeves, and, with the revolver

at one ear, proceed with the

packing his appearance had

interrupted. From the stout

man's point of view that was

evidently the only arrange

ment, for if he had packed,

he would have had to put

down the revolver. So that

even the gold on the table

was handled by Mr. Led

better. This nocturnal pack

ing was peculiar. The stout

man's idea was evidently to

distribute the weight of the

gold as unostentatiously as

possible through his luggage.

It was by no means an incon

siderable weight. There was,

Mr. Ledbetter says, altogether

nearly ,Â£18,000 in gold in

the black bag and on the

table. There were also many

little rolls of ^5 bank-notes.

Each rouleau of .Â£25 was

wrapped by Mr. Ledbetter in

paper. These rouleaux were then put

neatly in cigar-boxes and distributed between

a travelling trunk, a Gladstone bag, and

a hat-box. About ^600 went in a tobacco

tin in a dressing-bag. Ten pounds in

gold and a number of ^5 notes the stout

man pocketed. Occasionally he objur

gated Mr. Ledbetter's clumsiness, and urged

him to hurry, and several times he appealed

to Mr. Ledbetter's watch for information.

Mr. Ledbetter strapped the trunk and bag,

and returned the stout man the keys. It was

then ten minutes to twelve, and until the

stroke of midnight the stout man made him
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sit on the Gladstone bag, while he sat at a

reasonably safe distance on the trunk and

held the revolver handy and waited. He

appeared to be now in a less aggressive mood,

and having watched Mr. Ledbetter for some

time, he offered a few remarks.

" From your accent I judge you are a man

of some education," he said, lighting a

cigar. " Noâ��don't begin that explanation of

yours. 1 know it will be long-winded from

your face, and I am much too old a liar to

be interested in other men's lying. You are,

I say, a person of education. You do well

to dress as a curate. Even among educated

people you might pass as a curate."

â�¢ " I am a curate," said Mr. Ledbetter, " or,

at leastâ��

" You are trying to be. I know. But

you didn't ought to burgle. You are not the

man to burgle. You are, if I may say itâ��

the thing will have been pointed out to you

beforeâ��a coward."

" Do you know,'' said Mr. Ledbetter, trying

to get a final opening, "it was that very

question "

The stout man waved him into silence.

" You waste your education in burglary.

You should do one of two tilings. Either

you should forge or you should embezzle.

For my own part, I embezzle. Yes ; I

embezzle. What do you think a man could

be doing with all this gold but that ? Ah !

Listen! Midnight ! . . . . Ten. Eleven.

Twelve. There is something very impressive

to me in that slow beating of the hours.

Time â�� space ; what mysteries they are !

What mysteries. . . . It's time for us to be

moving. Stand up ! "

And then kindly, but firmly, he induced

Mr. Ledbetter to sling the dressing-bag over

his back by a string across his chest, to

shoulder the trunk, and, over-ruling a

gasping protest, to take the Gladstone bag

in his disengaged hand. So encumbered,

Mr. Ledbetter struggled perilously downstairs.

The stout gentleman followed with an over

coat, the hat-box, and the revolver, making

derogatory remarks about Mr. Ledbetter's

strength, and assisting him at the turnings of

the stairs.

li The back door," he directed, and Mr.

Ledbetter staggered through a conservatory,

leaving a wake of smashed flower-pots behind

him. " Never mind the crockery," said the

stout man; " it's good for trade. We wait

here until a quarter past. You can put those

things down. You have ! "

Mr. Ledbetter collapsed panting on the

trunk. " Last night,'' he gasped, " I was

asleep in my little room, and I no more

dreamt-â��â��"

"There's no need for you to incriminate

yourself," said the stout gentleman, looking at

the lock of the revolver. He began to hum.

Mr. Ledbetter made to speak, and thought

better of it.

There presently came the sound of a bell,

and Mr Ledbetter was taken to the backdoor

and instructed to open it. A fair-haired man

in yachting costume entered. At the sight

of Mr. Ledbetter he started violently and

clapped his hand behind him. Then he saw

the stout man. " Bingham!" he cried,

" who's this ? '

" Only a little philanthropic do of mineâ��

burglar I'm trying to reform. Caught him

under my bed just now. He's all right.

He's a frightful ass. He'll be useful to carry

some of our things."

The new-comer seemed inclined to resent

Mr. Ledbetter's presence at first, but the

stout man reassured him.

" He's quite alone. There's not a gang in

the world would own him. No ! don't

start talking, for goodness' sake."

They went out into the darkness of the

garden, with the trunk still bowing Mr. Led

better's shoulders. The man in yachting

costume walked in front with the Gladstone

bag and a pistol ; then came Mr. Ledbetter

like Atlas ; Mr. Bingham followed with the

hat-box, coat, and revolver as before. The

house was one of those that have their gardens

right up to the cliff. At the cliff was a steep

wooden stairway, descending to a bathing tent

dimly visible on the beach. Below was a

boat pulled up, and a silent little man with

a black face stood beside it. " A few

moments' explanation," said Mr. Ledbetter ;

"I can assure youâ��â��' Somebody kicked

him, and he said no more.

They made him wade to the boat carrying

the trunk, they pulled him aboard by the

shoulders and hair, they called him no

better name than " scoundrel " and

" burglar" all that night. But they spoke

in undertones so that the general public

was happily unaware of his ignominy.

They hauled him aboard a yacht manned by

strange, unsympathetic Orientals, and partly

they thrust him and partly he fell down a

gangway into a noisome, dark place, where he

was to remain many daysâ��how many he

does not know, because he lost count among

other things when he was sea-sick. They fed

him on biscuits and incomprehensible words ;

they gave him water to drink mixed with un-

wished-for rum. And there were cockroaches
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where they put him, night and day, and in

the night-time there were rats. The Orientals

emptied his pockets and took his watchâ��but

Mr. Bingham. being appealed to, took that

himself. And five or six times the five

Laxrarsâ��if they were Lascarsâ��and the

Chinaman and the negro who constituted

the crew. fi-,hed him out and took him

aft to Bingham and his friend to play

cribbage and euchre and three-handed whist,

and to listen to their stories and boastings in

an interested manner.

Then these principals would talk to him as

men talk to those who have lived a life of

crime. Explanations they would never per

mit, though they made it abundantly clear to

him that he was the rummiest burglar they

had ever set eyes on. They said as much

again and again. The fair man was of a

taciturn disposition and irascible at play : but

Mr. Bingham. now that the evident anxietv

of his departure from England was assuaged,

displayed a vein of genial philosophy.

He enlarged upon the my>tery of space

and time, and quoted Kant and Hegelâ��or.

sooner or

at least, he said he did. Several

times Mr. Ledbetter got as far

as: " My position under your

bed, you know " but then

he always had to cut. or pass the

whisky, or do some such inter

vening thing. After his third

failure, the fair man got quite to

look for this opening, and when

ever Mr. Ledbetter began after

that, he would roar with laughter

and hit him violently on the

back. " Same old start, same old

story : good old burglar!"" the

fair-haired man would say.

So Mr. Ledbetter fared for

many days, twenty perhaps : and

one evening he, together with

some tinned provisions, was taken

over the side, and put ashore on

a rocky little island with a

spring. Mr. Bingham came in

the boat with him. giving him

good advice all the way, and

waving his last attempts at an

explanation aside.

" I am really not a burglar,â�¢

said Mr. Ledbetter.

myself, for example.

"You never will be," said Mr.

Bingham. "You'll never make

a burglar. I'm glad you are

beginning to see it. In choosing

a profession a man must study

temperament If you don't,

later you will fail. Compare

All my life I have

been in banksâ��I have got on in banks.

I have even been a bank manager. But was

I happy ? No. Why wasn't I happy ?

Because it did not suit my temperament.

I am too adventurous â�� too versatile.

Practically I have thrown it over. I do

not suppose I shall ever manage a bank

again. They would be glad to get me, no

doubt: but I have learnt the lesson of my

temperamentâ��at last No! I shall

never manage a bank again.

" Xow, your temperament unfits you for

crimeâ��just as mine unfits me for respecta

bility. I know you better than I did, and

now I do not even recommend forgery. Go

back to respectable courses, my man. Your

lay is the philanthropic layâ��that is your

lay. With that voice the Association for

the Promotion of Snivelling Among the

Youngâ��something in that line. You think

it over.

"The island we are approaching has no

name apparentlyâ��at least, there is none on
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the chart. You might think out a name for

it while you are thereâ��while you are thinking

about all these things. It has quite drinkable

water, I understand. It is one of the

Grenadinesâ��one of the Windward Islands.

Yonder, dim and blue, are others of the

Grenadines. I have often wondered what

these islands are forâ��now, you see, I am

wiser. This one at least is for you. Sooner

or later some simple native will come along

and take you off. Say what you like about

us thenâ��abuse us, if you likeâ��we shall not

mind. And here â��here is half a sovereign's

worth of silver. Do not waste that in foolish

dissipation when you return to civilization.

Properly used, it may give you a fresh start

in life. And do not Don't

beach her, you beggars, he can

wade ! Do not waste the ;=

precious solitude before you in ^

foolish thoughts. Properly used, ^

it may be a turning-point in your ^

career. Waste neither money nor

time. You will die rich. I'm

sorry, but I must ask you to carry

your tucker to land in your arms.

No ; it's not deep. Curse that

explanation of yours ! There's not

time. No, no, ho ! I won't listen.

Overboard you go ! "

And the falling night found Mr.

Ledbetter â�� the Mr. Ledbetter

who had complained that adven

ture was deadâ��silting beside his

cans of food, his chin resting upon

his drawn - up knees, staring

through his glasses in dismal mild

ness over the shining, vacant sea.

He was picked up in the course

of three days by a negro fisher

man and taken to St. Vincent's,

and from St. Vincent's he got, by

the expenditure of his last coins,

to Kingston, in Jamaica. And

there he might have foundered.

Even nowadays he is not a man

of affairs, and then he was a

singularly helpless person. He

had not the remotest idea what

he ought to do. The only thing he seems

to have done was to visit all the ministers of

religion he could find in the place to borrow

a passage home. But he was much too

dirty and incoherentâ��and his story far too

incredible for them. I met him quite by

chance. It was close upon sunset, and I was

walking out after my siesta on the road to

Dunn's Battery, when I met himâ��I was

rather bored, and with a whole evening on my

handsâ��luckily for him. He was trudging

dismally towards the town. His woebegone

face and the quasi-clerical cut of his dust-

stained, filthy costume caught my humour.

Our eyes met. He hesitated. " Sir," he said,

with a catching of the breath, "could you

spare a few minutes for what I fear will seem

an incredible story?"

" Incredible ! " I said.

" Quite," he answered, eagerly. "No one

will believe it, alter it though I may. Yet I

can assure you, sirâ��

He stopped hopelessly. The man's tone

tickled me. He seemed an odd character.

" I am," he said, "one of the most unfor

tunate beings alive."

"SITTING BESIDE HIS CANS OF FOOD."

" Among other things, you haven't dined ? "

I said, struck with an idea.

" I have not," he said, solemnly, " for

many days."

" You'll tell it better after that," I said ;

and without more ado led the way to a low

place 1 knew, where such a costume as his

was unlikely to give offence. And thereâ��

with certain omissions which he subsequently

supplied, I got his story. At first I was
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Y friend, Mr. Ledbetter, is

a round - faced little man,

whose natural mildness of

eye is gigantically exaggerated

when you catch the beam

through his glasses, and whose

deep, deliberate voice irritates irritable

people. A certain elaborate clearness of

enunciation has come with him to his present

vicarage from his scholastic days, an elaborate

clearness of enunciation and a certain nervous

determination to be firm and correct upon

all issues, important and unimportant alike.

He is a sacerdotalist and a chess player, and

suspected by many of the secret practice of

the higher mathematicsâ��creditable rather

than interesting things. His conversation is

copious and given much to needless detail.

By many, indeed, his intercourse is con

demned, to put it plainly, as " boring," and

such have even done me the compliment to

wonder why I countenance him. But, on

the other hand, there is a large faction who

marvel at his countenancing such a dis

hevelled, discreditable acquaintance as my

self. Few appear to regard our friendship

with equanimity. But that is because they

do not know of the link that binds us, of

my amiable connection vi& Jamaica with

Mr. Ledbetter's past.

About that past he displays an anxious

modesty. " I do not know what I should

do if it became known," he says ; and repeats,

impressively, " I do not know what I should

do." As a matter of fact, I doubt if he

would do anything except get very red about

the ears. But that will appear later ; nor

will I tell here of our encounter, since, as a

general ruleâ��though I am prone to break

it â�� the end of a story should come after,

rather than before, the beginning. And the

beginning of the story goes a long way back ;

indeed, it is now nearly twenty years since

Fate, by a series of complicated and startling

manoeuvres, brought Mr. Ledbetter, so to

speak, into my hands.

In those days I was living in Jamaica, and

Mr. Ledbetter was a schoolmaster in England.

He was in orders, and already recognisably

the same man that he is to-day : the same

rotundity of visage, the same or similar

glasses, and the same faint shadow of

surprise in his resting expression. He was,

of course, dishevelled when I saw him, and

his collar less of a collar than a wet bandage,

and that may have helped to bridge the

natural gulf between usâ��but of that, as I

say, later.

The business began at Hithergate-on-Sea,

and simultaneously with Mr. Ledbetter's

summer vacation. Thither he came for a

greatly needed rest, wr'.i a bright brown

portmanteau marked " F. W. L.," a new white

and black straw hat, and two pairs of white

flannel trousers. He was naturally exhilarated

at his release from schoolâ��for he was not

very fond of the boys he taught. After

dinner he fell into a discussion with a talkative

person established in the boarding-house to

which, acting on the advice of his aunt,

he had resorted. This talkative person

was the only other man in the house.

Their discussion concerned the melancholy

disappearance of wonder and adventure

in these latter days, the prevalence of

globe-trotting, the abolition of distance by

steam and electricity, the vulgarity of adver

tisement, the degradation of men by civiliza

tion, and many such things. Particularly

was the talkative person eloquent on the

decay of human courage through security, a

security Mr. Ledbetter rather thoughtlessly

joined him in deploring. Mr. Ledbetter, in

the first delight of emancipation from "duty,"

and being anxious, perhaps, to establish a

reputation for manly conviviality, partook,

rather more freely than was advisable, of the

excellent whisky the talkative person pro

duced. But he did not become intoxicated,

he insists.

He was simply eloquent beyond his sober

wont, and with the finer edge gone from his

judgment. And after that long talk of the

brave old days that were gone for ever, he

went out into moonlit Hithergate alone and

up the cliff road where the villas cluster

together.

He had bcwailed/and now as he walked

up the silent road he still bewailed, the fate

that had called him to such an uneventful

life as a pedagogue's. What a prosaic exist

ence he led, so stagnant, so colourless!

Secure, methodical, year in year out, what

call was there for bravery? He thought
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BY JOHN R. WATKINS.

O one who has had the good

fortune to attend a barbecue

will ever forget it. The smell

of it all, the meat slowly roast

ing to a delicious brown over

smoking fires, the hungry and

happy crowds waiting in patience until the

spits are turned for the last time, and the

clatter of thousands of dishes as they are set

upon the long tables before the hungry

multitudeâ��all this lingers in the memory,

and makes one long to see a " 'cue " again.

For " 'cue " is what they call it in Georgia,

where it has been famous for many, many

Fnm a Photo,

them on the political questions of the day,

and introduce your candidates to them !

It is with a view to show the Gargantuan

scale on which these remarkable festivities

are carried out that we have chosen the

pictures which illustrate this article. Be

it known, then, that we are in Georgia

for the moment, waiting with the aforesaid

hungry crowd for a sweet and tasty bit of

meat. For a hundred feet or more, as we

may see in the accompanying illustration,

two long trenches have been dug in the

ground and bordered with planks. Upon

these planks, over a steady-burning fire, hun-

ROASTING A HUNDRED SHEEP FOR A GEORGIA BARBECUE.

years. England has'its roast beef and plum-

pudding dinners, Rhode Island its clambakes,

Boston its pork and beans, but Georgia

has its barbecue which beats them all. So

famous is it, in fact, that it has become a

social and political force, and as a political

entertainment has been duplicated in many

States of the Union, but, alas ! without

the Georgian glory of the thing. Dinners,

it is said, are good things to do business

with. What political power you can

exert, then, if you invite two, three, or ten

thousand people to a barbecue, and after

filling them with good oxen or sheep, talk to

I Moire. .1 tllinta, Ga.

dreds of sticks of wood, or " spits," are laid,

and on each of these spits is a sweet and

tender sheep. \Ve may marvel at the mass

of meat, but we must remember the thousands

of mouths to feed and appetites to satisfy.

As a matter of fact, the waste at a barbecue

is wonderfully small, for the men in charge

know their business. They have been at

barbecues before.

Good cooking requires constant attention,

and the chef of a barbecue never relaxes his

vigilance from the time the fires are started

until the delicacies are served. But he has

the co-operation of scores of skilled assistants,
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the open window. For a while Mr. Led-

better was as still as the night, and then that

insidious whisky tipped the balance. He

dashed forward. He went up the trellis with

quick, convulsive movements, swung h'is legs

over the parapet of the balcony, and dropped

panting in the shadow even as he had

designed. He was trembling violently, short

of breath, and his heart pumped noisily, but

his mood was exultation. He could have

shouted to find he was so little afraid.

A happy line that he had learnt from

Wills's " Mcphis-

topheles " came

into his mind as

he crouched

there. "I feel

like a cat on the

tiles," he whis

pered to himself.

It was far better

than he had ex

pected â�� this

adventurous ex

hilaration. He

was sorry for all

poor men to

whom burglary

was unknown.

Nothing hap

pened. He was

quite safe. And

he was acting in

the bravest

manner!

And now for

the window, to

make the burg

lary complete !

Must he dare do

that? Its position

above the front

door defined it

as a landing or

passage, and

there were no

looking-glasses

or any bedroom

signs about it,

against a further window ; a broad staircase,

plunging into a gulf of darkness below ; and

another ascending to the second floor. He

glanced behind him; but the stillness of the

night was unbroken. " Crime," he whispered,

" crime," and scrambled softly and swiftly

over the sill into the house. His feet fell

noiselessly on a mat of skin. He was a

burglar indeed !

He crouched for a time, all ears and peer

ing eyes. Outside was a scampering and

rustling, and for a moment he repented of

his enterprise. A

short " miaow,"

a spitting, and a

rush into silence,

spoke reassur

ingly of cats. His

courage grew.

He stood up.

Everyone was

abed, it seemed.

So easy is it to

commit a burg

lary, if one is so

minded. He was

glad he had put

it to the test. He

determined to

take some petty

trophy, just to

prove his free

dom from any

abject fear of the

law, and depart

the way he had

come.

He peered

about him, and

suddenly the

critical spirit

arose again.

Burglars did far

more than such

mere elementary

entrance as this :

they went into

â�¢HE DUCKED." rooms, they

or any other on the first floor, to suggest

the possibility of a sleeper within. For

a time he listened under the ledge, then

raised his eyes above the sill and peered

in. ('lose at hand, on a pedestal, and a

little startling at first, was a nearly life-

si/e gesticulating bronze. He ducked, and

after some time he peered again. Beyond was

a broad landing, faintly gleaming ; a flimsy

fabric of bead curtain, very black and sharp,

forced safes.

Wellâ��he was not afraid. He could not

force safes, because that would be a stupid

want of consideration for his hosts. But

he would go into rooms â�� he would go

upstairs. More : he told himself that he was

perfectly secure ; an empty house could not

be more reassuringly still. He had to clench

his hands, nevertheless, and summon all his

resolution before he began very softly to

ascend the dim staircase, pausing for several
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seconds between each step. Above was a

square landing with one open and several

closed doors; and all the house was still.

For a moment he stood wondering what

would happen if some sleeper woke suddenly

and emerged. The open door showed a

moonlit bedroom, the coverlet white and

undisturbed. Into this room he crept in

three interminable minutes and took a piece

of soap for his plunderâ��his trophy. He

turned to descend even more softly than he

had ascended. It was as easy as

Hist! . . . .

Footsteps! On the gravel outside the

houseâ��and then the noise of a latchkey, the

yawn and bang of a door, and the spitting of

a match in the hall below. Mr. Ledbetter

stood petrified by the sudden discovery of

the folly upon which he had come. " How

on earth am I to get out of this?" said Mr.

Ledbetter.

The hall grew bright with a candle flame,

some heavy object bumped against the um

brella-stand, and feet were ascending the

staircase. In a flash Mr. Ledbetter realized

that his retreat was closed. He stood for a

moment, a pitiful figure of penitent con

fusion. " My goodness ! What a fool I have

been !" he whispered, and then darted swiftly

across the shadowy landing into the empty

bedroom from which he had just come. He

stood listening â�� quivering. The footsteps

reached the first-floor landing.

Horrible thought ! This was possibly the

late-comer's room ! Not a moment was to

be lost! Mr. Ledbetter stooped beside the

bed, thanked Heaven for a valance, and

crawled within its protection not ten seconds

too soon. He became motionless on hands

and knees. The advancing candle-light

appeared through ttvj thinner stitches of the

fabric, the shadows ran wildly about, and

became rigid as the candle was put down.

" Lord, what a day ! " said the new-comer,

blowing noisily, and it seemed he deposited

some heavy burthen on what Mr. I^edbetter,

judging by the feet, decided to be a writing-

table. The unseen then went to the door

and locked it, examined the fastenings of the

windows carefully and pulled down the blinds,

and returning sat down upon the bed with

startling ponderosity.

" What a day !" he said. " Good Lord ! "

and blew again, and Mr. Ledbetter inclined

to believe that the person was mopping his

face. His boots were good stout boots ; the

shadows of his legs upon the valance

suggested a formidable stoutness of aspect.

After a time he removed some upper garments

455

â��a coat and waistcoat, Mr. Ledbetter inferred

â��and casting them over the rail of the bed

remained breathing less noisily, and as it

seemed cooling from a considerable tempera

ture. At intervals he muttered to himself,

and once he laughed softly. And Mr. Led

better muttered to himself, but he did not

laugh. " Of all the foolish things," said Mr.

Ledbetter. "What on earth am I to do

now?"

His outlook was necessarily limited. The

minute apertures between the stitches of the

fabric of the valance admitted a certain

amount of light, but permitted no peeping.

The shadows upon this curtain, save for those

sharply defined legs, were enigmatical, and

intermingled confusingly with the florid

patterning of the chintz. Beneath the edge

of the valance a strip of carpet was visible,

and, by cautiously depressing his eye, Mr.

Ledbetter found that this strip broadened

until the whole area of the floor came into

view. The carpet was a luxurious one, the

room spacious, and, to judge by the castors

and so forth of the furniture, well equipped.

What he should do he found it difficult to

imagine. To wait until this person had gone

to bed, and then, when he seemed to be

sleeping, to creep to the door, unlock it, and

bolt headlong for that balcony seemed the

only possible thing to do. Would it be pos

sible to jump from the balcony? The danger

of it! When he thought of the chances

against him, Mr. Ledbetter despaired. He

was within an ace of thrusting forth his

head beside the gentleman's legs, coughing

if necessary to attract his attention, and then,

smiling, apologizing and explaining his un

fortunate intrusion by a few well-chosen

sentences. But he found these sentences

hard to choose. " No doubt, sir, my appear

ance is peculiar," or, " I trust, sir, you will

pardon my somewhat ambiguous appearance

from beneath you," was about as much as

he could get.

Grave possibilities forced themselves on

his attention. Suppose they did not believe

him, what would they do to him ? Would

his unblemished high character count for

nothing ? Technically he was a burglar,

beyond dispute. Following out this train of

thought, he was composing a lucid apology

for "this technical crime I have committed,"

to be delivered before sentence in the dock,

when the stout gentleman got up and began

walking about the room. He locked and

unlocked drawers, and Mr. Ledbetter had a

transient hope that he might be undressing.

But, no ! He seated himself at the writing-
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From a Hula. &Â»]

TABLES SET FOR 3,000 PEOPLE.

purpose. In the foreground of the illustra

tion on the previous page we may see two

score huge dishes filled with meat, potatoes,

and vegetables placed on spits over the

fire, while in the background we may see as

many more. And this, be it remembered, is

but a part of the whole.

The feeding takes place both indoors and

out, according to the weather, and we may

pass on to two illustrations showing both

sorts. The above illustration shows a

banqueting hall with tables laid to accomo-

date three thousand people at one sitting.

One may not easily imagine the number of

dishes, knives, forks, spoons, cups, saucers,

napkins, and glasses which are used on such

Prom til

.ire, Atlanta, Oa.

occasions, but in one barbecue alone which

I know of, over thirty thousand pieces were

handled by the dish-washers after the people

had gone home. One can, however, imagine

the noise and clatter, the merriment and

good feeling, which prevailed at such a time.

During the Atlanta Exposition, a daily

barbecue was held, to the delight of many

visitors who had never seen a barbecue before.

One of the most notable of these Atlanta

barbecues was that given to 1,000 commercial

travellersâ��an af fresco barbecue, as shown in

the illustration below, and one that passed

off without a hitch. Depend upon it, if a

commercial traveller likes a barbecue, a

barbecue is good.

THE GREAT BARBECUE SERVED TO 1,000 COMMERCIAL TRAVELLERS AT ATLANTA, GA.
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"COME OUT OF THAT, YOU SCOUNDREI

quiet concentration. " Come out. This side,

and now. None of your hanky-pankyâ��come

right out, now."

Mr. Ledbetter came right out, a little

reluctantly perhaps, but without any hanky-

panky, and at once, even as he was told.

" Kneel,'' said the stout gentleman. " And

hold up your hands."

The valance dropped again behind Mr.

Ledbetter, and he rose from all fours and held

up his hands. ."Dressed like a parson,"

said the stout gentleman. " I'm blest if he

isn't! A little chap, too! You scoundrel!

What the deuce possessed you to come here

to-night ? What the deuce possessed you to

get under my bed ?"

He did not appear to require an answer,

but proceeded at once to several very objec

tionable remarks , upon Mr. Ledbetter's

personal appearance. He was not a very

big man, but he looked strong to Mr.

Ledbetter : he was as stout as his legs had

promised, he had rather delicately-chiselled

Vol. xvi.â��68.

small features distributed

over a considerable area of

whitish face, and quite a

number of chins. And the

note of his voice had a sort

of whispering undertone.

" What the deuce, I say,

possessed you to get under

my bed ? "

Mr. Ledbetter, by an

effort, smiled a wan, pro

pitiatory smile. He coughed.

" I can quite under

stand " he said.

" Why ! What on earth

. . . ? 'it's soap! No !â��

you scoundrel. Don't you

move that hand."

" It's soap," said Mr. Led

better. " From your wash-

stand. No doubt if "

" Don't talk," said the

stout man. " I see it's soap.

Of all incredible things."

" If I might explain "

" Don't explain. It's sure

to be a lie, and there's no

time for explanations. What

was I going to ask you ?

Ah ! Have you any mates ? "

"In a few minutes, if

youâ��

" Have you any mates ?

Curse you. If you start

any soapy palaver I'll shoot.

Have you any mates ? "

" No," said Mr. Ledbetter.

" I suppose it's a lie," said the stout man.

" But you'll pay for it if it is. Why the

deuce didn't you floor me when I came up

stairs? You won't get a chance to now,

anyhow. Fancy getting under the bed ! I

reckon it's a fair cop, anyhow, so far as you

are concerned."

" I don't see how I could prove an alibi"

remarked Mr. Ledbetter, trying to show by

his conversation that he was an educated

man. There was a pause. Mr. Ledbetter

perceived that on a chair beside his captor

was a large black bag on a heap of crum

pled papers, and that there were torn and

burnt papers on the table. And in front of

these, and arranged methodically along the

edge, were rows and rows of little yellow

rouleauxâ��a hundred times more gold than

Mr. Ledbetter had seen in all his life before.

The light of two candles, in silver candle

sticks, fell upon these. The pause continued.

" It is rather fatiguing holding up my hands
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like this," said Mr. Ledbetter, with a depre

catory smile.

" That's all right," said the fat man. " But

what to do with you I don't exactly know."

li I know my position is ambiguous."

" Lord ! " said the fat man, " ambiguous !

And goes about with his own soap, and wears

a thundering great clerical collar ! You are

a blooming burglar, you areâ��if ever there

was one !"

"To be strictly accurate," said Mr. Led

better, and suddenly his glasses slipped off

and clattered against his vest buttons.

The fat man changed countenance, a flash

of savage resolution crossed

his face, and something in

the revolver clicked. He put

his other hand to the weapon.

And then he looked at Mr.

Ledbetter, and his eye went

down to the dropped//wÂ«-Â«f3.

" Full-cock now, anyhow,"

said the fat man, after a pause,

and his breath seemed to

catch. " But I'll tell you,

you've never been so near

death before. Lord ! Tin

almost glad. If it hadn't

been that the revolver wasn't

cocked, you'd be lying dead

there now."

Mr. I^edbetter said nothing,

but he felt that the room was

swaying.

" A miss is as good as a

mile. It's lucky for both of

us it wasn't. Lord !" He

blew noisily. " There's no

need for you to go pale-green

for a little thing like that."

" I can assure you, sir ,"

said Mr. Ledbetter, with an

effort.

" '1 here's only one thing to

do. It I call in the police,

I'm bustâ��a little game I've got on is bust.

That won't do. If I tie you up and leave

youâ��again, the thing may be out to-morrow.

To-morrow's Sunday, and Monday's Bank

Holidayâ��I've counted on three clear days.

Shooting you's murderâ��and hanging ; and

besides, it will bust the whole blooming

kernooze. I'm hanged if I can think what

to doâ��I'm hanged if I can."

" Will you permit meâ��â��'

off jawing again, I'll shoot right in your

stomach. See? But I know nowâ��I know

now ! What we're going to do first, my man,

is an examination for concealed arms â�� an

examination for concealed arms. And look

here ! When I tell you to do a thing, don't

start off at a gabbleâ��do it brisk."

And with many elaborate precautions, and

always pointing the pistol at Mr. Ledbetter's

head, the stout man stood him up and

searched him for weapons. " Why, you are

a burglar ! " he said. " You're a perfect

amateur. You haven't even a pistol-pocket

in the back of your breeches. No, you

don't! Shut up, now."

HE POINTED HIS PISTOL AT MR

LEDHETTEK'S HEAD."

"Yoju gas as much as if you were a real

parson, I'm blessed if you don't. Of all the

burglars you are the- Well! Noâ��I wont

permit you. There isn't time. If you start

So soon as the issue was

decided, the stout man made

Mr. Ledbetter take off his

coat and roll up his shirt

sleeves, and, with the revolver

at one ear, proceed with the

packing his appearance had

interrupted. From the stout

man's point of view that was

evidently the only arrange

ment, for if he had packed,

he would have had to put

down the revolver. So that

even the gold on the table

was handled by Mr. Led

better. This nocturnal pack

ing was peculiar. The stout

man's idea was evidently to

distribute the weight of the

gold as unostentatiously as

possible through his luggage.

It was by no means an incon

siderable weight. There was,

Mr. Ledbetter says, altogether

nearly _^i8,000 in gold in

the black bag and on the

table. There were also many

little rolls of ^5 bank-notes.

Each rouleau of ^25 was

wrapped by Mr. Ledbetter in

paper. These rouleaux were then put

neatly in cigar-boxes and distributed between

a travelling trunk, a Gladstone bag, and

a hat-box. About ^600 went in a tobacco

tin in a dressing-bag. Ten pounds in

gold and a number of Â£5 notes the stout

man pocketed. Occasionally he objur

gated Mr. Ledbetter's clumsiness, and urged

him to hurry, and several times he appealed

to Mr. Ledbetter's watch for information.

Mr. Ledbetter strapped the trunk and bag,

and returned the stout man the keys. It was

then ten minutes to twelve, and until the

stroke of midnight the stout man made him
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sit on the Gladstone bag, while he sat at a

reasonably safe distance on the trunk and

held the revolver handy and waited. He

appeared to be now in a less aggressive mood,

and having watched Mr. Ledbetter for some

time, he offered a few remarks.

asleep in

dreamtâ��

" From your accent I judge you are a man

of some education," he said, lighting a

cigar. " Noâ��don't begin that explanation of

yours. 1 know it will be long-winded from

your face, and I am much too old a liar to

be interested in other men's lying. You are,

I say, a person of education. You do well

to dress as a curate. Even among educated

people you might pass as a curate."

â�¢ " I am a curate," said Mr. Ledbetter, " or,

at leastâ��

" You are trying to be. I know. But

you didn't ought to burgle. You are not the

man to burgle. You are, if I may say itâ��

the thing will have been pointed out to you

beforeâ��a coward."

" Do you know,'' said Mr. Ledbetter, trying

to get a final opening, " it was that very

question "

The stout man waved him into silence.

'' You waste ycur education in burglary.

You should do one of two things. Either

you should forge or you should embezzle.

For my own part, I embezzle. Yes ; I

embe/zle. What do you think a man could

be doing with all this gold but that? Ah!

Listen ! Midnight ! . . . . Ten. Eleven.

Twelve. There is something very impressive

to me in that slow beating of the hours.

Time â�� space ; what mysteries they are !

What mysteries. . . . It's time for us to be

moving. Stand up!"

And then kindly, but firmly, he induced

Mr. I^edbetter to sling the dressing-bag over

his back by a string across his chest, to

shoulder the trunk, and, over-ruling a

gasping protest, to take the Gladstone bag

in his disengaged hand. So encumbered,

Mr. Ledbetter struggled perilously downstairs.

The stout gentleman followed with an over

coat, the hat-box, and the revolver, making

derogatory remarks about Mr. Ledbetter's

.strength, and assisting him at the turnings of

the stairs.

l; The back door," he directed, and Mr.

Ledbetter staggered through a conservatory,

leaving a wake of smashed flower-pots behind

him. "Nevermind the crockery," said the

stout man; " it's good for trade. We wait

here until a quarter past. You can put those

things down. You have ! "

Mr. Ledbetter collapsed panting on the

trunk. " Last night,'' he gasped, " I was

my little room, and I no more

"There's no need for you to incriminate

yourself," said the stout gentleman, looking at

the lock of the revolver. He began to hum.

Mr. Ledbetter made to speak, and thought

better of it.

There presently came the sound of a bell,

and Mr Ledbetter was taken to the back door

and instructed to open it. A fair-haired man

in yachting costume entered. At the sight

of Mr. Ledbetter he started violently and

clapped his hand behind him. Then he saw

the stout man. " Bingham !" he cried,

" who's this ? '

" Only a little philanthropic do of mineâ��

burglar I'm trying to reform. Caught him

under my bed just now. He's all right.

He's a frightful ass. He'll be useful to carry

some of our things."

The new-comer seemed inclined to resent

Mr. Ledbetter's presence at first, but the

stout man reassured him.

" He's quite alone. There's not a gang in

the world would own him. No ! don't

start talking, for goodness' sake."

They went out into the darkness of the

garden, with the trunk still bowing Mr. Led

better's shoulders. The man in yachting

costume walked in front with the Gladstone

bag and a pistol; then came Mr. Ledbetter

like Atlas ; Mr. Bingham followed with the

hat-box, coat, and revolver as before. The

house was one of those that have their gardens

right up to the cliff. At the cliff was a steep

wooden stairway, descending to a bathing tent

dimly visible on the beach. Below was a

boat pulled up, and a silent little man with

a black face stood beside it. " A few

moments' explanation," said Mr. Ledbetter ;

" I can assure you " Somebody kicked

him, and he said no more.

They made him wade to the boat carrying

the trunk, they pulled him aboard by the

shoulders and hair, they called him no

better name than " scoundrel " and

" burglar" all that night. But they spoke

in undertones so that the general public

was happily unaware of his ignominy.

They hauled him aboard a yacht manned by

strange, unsympathetic Orientals, and partly

they thrust him and partly he fell down a

gangway into a noisome, dark place, where he

was to remain many daysâ��how many he

does not know, because he lost count among

other things when he was sea-sick. They fed

him on biscuits and incomprehensible words ;

they gave him water to drink mixed with un-

wished-for rum. And there were cockroaches



460

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" THEY I'L'LLEU HIM ABOARD BV THE SHOULDERS AND HAIR."

where they put him, night and day, and in

the night-time there were rats. The Orientals

emptied his pockets and took his watchâ��but

Mr. Bingham, being appealed to, took that

himself. And five or six times the five

Lascarsâ��if they were I^ascarsâ��and the

Chinaman and the negro who constituted

the crew, fished him out and took him

aft to Bingham and his friend to play

cribbage and euchre and three-handed whist,

and to listen to their stories and boastings in

an interested manner.

Then these principals would talk to him as

men talk to those who have lived a life of

crime. Explanations they would never per

mit, though they made it abundantly clear to

him that he was the rummiest burglar they

had ever set eyes on. They said as much

again and again. The fair man was of a

taciturn disposition and irascible at play ; but

Mr. Bingham, now that the evident anxiety

of his departure from England was assuaged,

displayed a vein of genial philosophy.

He enlarged upon the mystery of space

and time, and quoted Kant and Hegelâ��or,

sooner or

at least, he said he did. Several

times Mr. Ledbetter got as far

as: " My position under your

bed, you know ," but then

he always had to cut, or pass the

whisky, or do some such inter

vening thing. After his third

failure, the fair man got quite to

look for this opening, and when

ever Mr. Ledbetter began after

that, he would roar with laughter

and hit him violently on the

back. " Same old start, same old

story ; good old burglar ! " the

fair-haired man would say.

So Mr. Ledbetter fared for

many days, twenty perhaps ; and

one evening he, together with

some tinned provisions, was taken

over the side, and put ashore on

a rocky little island with a

spring. Mr. Bingham came in

the boat with him, giving him

good advice all the way, and

waving his last attempts at an

explanation aside.

"I am really not a burglar,''

said Mr. Ledbetter.

myself, for example.

"You never will be," said Mr.

Bingham. " You'll never make

a burglar. I'm glad you are

beginning to see it. In choosing

a profession a man must study

temperament. If you don't,

later you will fail. Compare

All my life I have

been in banksâ��I have got on in banks.

I have even been a bank manager. But was

I happy ? No. Why wasn't I happy ?

Because it did not suit my temperament.

I am too adventurous â�� too versatile.

Practically I have thrown it over. I do

not suppose I shall ever manage a bank

again. They would be glad to get me, no

doubt; but I have learnt the lesson of my

temperament â�� at last No! I shall

never manage a bank again.

" Now, your temperament unfits you for

crimeâ��just as mine unfits me for respecta

bility. I know you better than I did, and

now I do not even recommend forgery. Go

back to respectable courses, my man. Your

lay is the philanthropic layâ��that is your

lay. With that voice the Association for

the Promotion of Snivelling Among the

Youngâ��something in that line. You think

it over.

"The island we are approaching has no

name apparentlyâ��at least, there is none on
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the chart. You might think out a name for

it while you are thereâ��while you are thinking

about all these things. It has quite drinkable

water, 1 understand. It is one of the

Grenadinesâ��one of the Windward Islands.

Vender, dim and blue, are others of the

Grenadines. I have often wondered what

these islands are forâ��now, you see, I am

wiser. This one at least is for you. Sooner

or later some simple native will come along

and take you off. Say what you like about

us thenâ��abuse us, if you like â��we shall not

mind. And here â��here is half a sovereign's

worth of silver. Do not waste that in foolish

dissipation when you return to civilization.

Properly used, it may give you a fresh start

in life. And do not Don't

beach her, you beggars, tie can

wade ! Do not waste the ?

precious solitude before you in %B=~

foolish thoughts. Properly used, '=S-

it may be a turning-point in your ^

career. Waste neither money nor

time. You will die rich. I'm

sorry, but I must ask you to carry

your tucker to land in your arms.

No ; it's not deep. Curse that

explanation of yours ! There's not

time. No, no, ho ! I won't listen.

Overboard you go ! "

And the falling night found Mr.

Ledbetter â�� the Mr. Ledbetter

who had complained that adven

ture was deadâ��silting beside his

cans of food, his chin resting upon

his drawn - up knees, staring

through his glasses in dismal mild

ness over the shining, vacant sea.

He was picked up in the course

of three days by a negro fisher

man and taken to St. Vincent's,

and from St. Vincent's he got, by

the expenditure of his last coins,

to Kingston, in Jamaica. And

there he might have foundered.

Even nowadays he is not a man

of affairs, and then he was a

singularly helpless person. He

had not the remotest idea what

he ought to do. The only thing he seems

to have done was to visit all the ministers of

religion he could find in the place to borrow

a passage home. But he was much too

dirty and incoherentâ��and his story far too

incredible for them. I met him quite by

chance. It was close upon sunset, and I was

walking out after my siesta on the road lo

Dunn's Battery, when I met himâ��I was

rather bored, and with a whole evening on my

handsâ��luckily for him. He was trudging

dismally towards the town. His woebegone

face and the quasi-clerical cut of his dust-

stained, filthy costume caught my humour.

Our eyes met. He hesitated. " Sir," he said,

with a catching of the breath, " could you

spare a few minutes for what I fear will seem

an incredible story?"

" Incredible ! " I said.

" Quite," he answered, eagerly. " No one

will believe it, alter it though I may. Yet I

can assure you, sirâ��

He stopped hopelessly. The man's tone

tickled me. He seemed an odd character.

" I am," he said, "one of the most unfor

tunate beings alive."

"SITTING BESIDE HIS CANS or FOOD.'

" Among other things, you haven't dined ? "

I said, struck with an idea.

" You'll tell it better after that," I said ;

and without more ado led the way to a low

place I knew, where such a costume as his

was unlikely to give offence. And thereâ��

with certain omissions which he subsequently

supplied, I got his story. At first I was

" I have not," he said, solemnly, " for

many days."
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incredulous, but as the wine warmed him, and

the faint suggestion of cringing which his

misfortunes had added to his manner dis

appeared, I began to believe. At last, I was

so far convinced of his sincerity that I got

him a bed for the

night, and next

day verified the

banker's reference

he gave me

through my

Jamaica banker.

And that done, I

took him shop

ping for under

wear and such

like equipments

of a gentleman at

large. Presently

came the verified

reference. His

astonishing story

was true. I will

not amplify our

subsequent pro

ceedings. He

started for Eng

land in three days'

time.

" I do not know

how I can possi

bly thank you

enough,'1 began

the letter he wrote

guilty of the most flagrant embezzlement.

Please, please burn this letter when read

â��I trust you implicitly. The worst of

it is, neither my aunt nor her friend who

kept the boarding-house at which I was

AND THEKE 1 GOT HIS STORV.

me from England, " for all your kindness to a

total stranger," and proceeded for some time

in a similar strain. " Had it not been for

your generous assistance, I could certainly

never have returned in time for the resump

tion of my scholastic duties, and my few

minutes of reckless folly would, perhaps,

have proved my ruin. As it is, I

am entangled in a tissue of lies and

evasions, of the most complicated sort, to

account for my sunburnt appearance and my

whereabouts. I have rather carelessly told

two or three different stories, not realizing

the trouble this would mean for me in the

end. The truth I dare not tell. I have

consulted a number of law books in the

British Museum, and there is not the slightest

doubt that I have connived at and abetted

and aided a felony. That scoundrel Bingham

was the Hithergate bank manager, I find, and

staying seem alto

gether to believe

a guarded state

ment I have made

themâ��practically

of what actually

happened. They

suspect me of

some discredit

able adventure,

but what sort of

discreditable ad

venture they sus

pect me of, I do

not know. My

aunt says she

would forgive me

if I told her every

thing. I haveâ��

I have told her

more than every

thing, and still she

is not satisfied.

It would never do

to let them know

the truth of the

case, of course,

and so I represent

myself as having

been waylaid and gagged upon the beach.

My aunt wants to know why they waylaid

and gagged me, why they took me away in

their yacht. I do not know. Can you

suggest any reason ? I can think of nothing.

If, when you wrote, you could write on

fwi> sheets so that I could show her one,

and on that one if you could show clearly

that I really was in Jamaica this summer,

and had come there by being removed from

a ship, it would be of great service to me.

It would certainly add to the load of my

obligation to youâ��a load that I fear I can

never fully repay. Although if gratitude. . . ."

And so forth. At the end he repeated his

request for me to burn the letter.

So the remarkable story of Mr. Ledbetter's

Vacation ends. That breach with his aunt

was not of long duration. The old lady

had fully forgiven him before she died.



The Comical Cocoamit.

BY THOMAS E. CURTIS.

HE man who first thought of

turning the shells and husks of

cocoanuts into caricatures of

the human features had a true

sense of humour. We do not

know who he was or where he

hailed from, but if he were living now he

would probably be as old as

the cocoanut palm itself, which

doubtless dates back to the

Flood. He was the pioneer

in his art, and his disciples

have been almost as numerous

as the cargo of the Ark.

But w-ithout elaborating fur

ther on the artist, let us look

at his work. In the words of

the showman, we first call

your attention, ladies and

gentlemen, to the Ally Sloper

of the rocoanut worldâ��a fine

and noble specimen of the

cocoanut carver's art, with

a rubicund and highly-

developed nose that imme

diately reminds you of the immortal Ally.

The collar, deftly chiselled at the base of

the husk, and painted white to give con

trast, may, perhaps, mislead you, and make

you think that the artist intended to carica

ture an aged English statesman in the style

so common to the caricaturists of recent

years. But it is not so. You will note how

the bald-headedness of the man is skilfully-

suggested by a few stray fibres of the husk

loosely flowing backwards, and some day,

perhaps, you will like to see the original of

COCOA

from a

A'rrnno]

Vol. xvi.-60.

this funny picture. It is in the possession

of Messrs. Phillip Phillips and Co., of

King Street and Mitre Street, Aldgate, E.G.,

the well-known London fruit merchants. Out

of the millions of cocoanuts which they have

imported, and the thousands of carved cocoa-

nuts they have seen, this is, perhaps, the best.

In Florida, where such

cocoanuts galore may be found

by the traveller, they are called

" Florida natives," and the

name, in many cases, is

singularly appropriate. For

the early inhabitants of Florida

were Indians, and the natives

in the illustration below, sent

to us by Mrs. C. N. Holt, of

Orange Park, Cly Co., Florida,

certainly bear no slight resem

blance to the facial character

istics of the Indians. The

face on the-right, with its big

mouth and almond eyes, is a

remarkable representation of

stolid slyness and cunning ;

and the second man on the left, with the cigar

in his mouth, -would make you think that the

buccaneer of old had come to life again.

We have all seen, at some time or other,

the " lightning caricaturist,'1 who, from any

mark or line drawn at haphazard on a piece

of paper by a spectator, is able immediately

to make a portrait of some well-known

personage. Well, the cocoanut-carver, with

his sharp knife and scissors, goes to work in

much the same way. The fruit of the cocoa-

nut palm, by virtue of the variations in its

I rtitttnyral>ti.
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shape, lends itself easily to facial variations,

and the peculiarities of the husk or " shuck "

may be accentuated at will. If we look again

at the five cocoanuts at the bottom of the

first page we may note the great difference

between the first two faces on the left. There

is, again, a noticeable differ

ence between Nos. 3 and 4

(counting from the left). The

fibre of the cocoanut is

cleverly utilized for mous

taches and beards, and a few

dabs of highly-coloured paint,

applied to the lips, eyes,

mouth, and nose, give the

crowning touch to the work.

In Florida there is a regular

business done in these carved

cocoanuts, thousands of visitors

from the north taking them

home as souvenirs of the

"Sunny South." This is not

to say that all are taken away,

for thousands remain in shop

windows to attract the public

and to please the sm.ill fry.

who gaze at them as enviously

cocoanut " shies " on Bank Holidays do not

display a few carved cocoanuts as special

prizes to the lucky shots.

On this page we may note a curious varia

tion in the conventional carved cocoanut.

The pictures are four in number, and seem

to be four different cocoanuts.

But, in reality, there is one nut

only, as may be judged from the

picture in the lower centre of

the page. The faces, ugly and

hideous, reminiscent of the

crude wooden images that

heathens csll their gods, are

separated by a small circular de

pression in which still another

smaller face is carved. All the

faces are dissimilar. The eyes

are made with buttons, and

long strips of husk, torn away

from the nut and bound

together at the top, form a

common head-dress for these

curious and repellent faces. It

is remarkable how the deep

reddish brownness of the

husk sucsieMs the dark skin of

as they do at girger-cakes and ^^^^ ^^ n.it;\ts of the tropics, from

iRÂ»:bles. Yet the 1 ondoner j^vÂ« /Â».Â»Â«-Â«â�¢** whxh these cocoanuls come.

not need to co atkld to

Xtarlv a" the nuts are itn-

ste them. He can rV;d them in \Vhitechapel ported in the hask. and are then stripped

ary dav, where fruiterers display them as from the husk by men n::h fine-pointed

ci:rioÂ«::o ar. j as a hint taat the nuls are to ch:se!s. Many of these men are so e.\pert

i:rd w::h:n. It is a constant cause of

to us that the men who run the

that they can open trom 1,000 to 1.200

cocoanuts a dav. The uses to which the
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fruit is put are manifold.

The outer husk yields

coir, the shell is used

for water-vessels, the milk

makes a native drink, and

the white meat of the

nut makes cocoanut oil.

Twelve millions are taken

ench year into the United

Kingdom alone, and thou

sands of these are in great

demand at holiday time,

at fairs, race-courses, and

Bank Holiday gatherings

throughout the land.

We have already ob

tained a general idea of

the common form in which

cocoanuts are carved, and

have called it an " art " by

courtesy. As a matter of

fact, there is really nothing

aesthetic in the faces we

have seen. But in the

accompanying reproduc

tion there is a quality

which, in two senses, sin

gles out the carved cocoa-

nut from the common

herd. It is an artistic

attempt to represent a

horse's head and mane, and the skill with

which the carver's tool has fashioned the

mouth, teeth, eyes, and forehead of the animal

is indeed remarkable. This is another of the

HOHSK S H

front a Photograph.

prizes belonging to Messrs.

Phillip Phillips and Co.,

and while not perhaps so

striking from the popular

point of view as the other

pictures, it deserves the

attention of those who do

not look down upon artis

tic attempt in small things.

There is little more that

need be said about the

comical cocoanut, except

that it does not cost much

to buy. The cost varies,

of course, with the elabora

teness of the design. Ten,

fifteen, twenty-five centsâ��

those are the prices of

the commoner varieties in

Florida,w-here the majority

of them are made. Their

value for advertisement is

shown by the fact that the

illustration with which we

conclude this article was

once used in a time table

issued by the great Plant

System, a network of rail

ways and steamship lines

in the southern United

States, and attracted atten

tion to one of the curiosities of the Everglade

State, through which their system runs. It

was an idea that might well be followed by

other enterprising lines.
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A REMARKABLE

CYCLE MEET.

Here we have an

interesting little photo.

sent in by Mr. H.

Lock, of High Rnad,

Woodford Green.

Slightly in the hack-

ground is seen a daring

and expert rider

mounted on an Eiffel

safety bicycle, whose

name is a sufficient

indication of its con

struction, even without

the photograph.

Many novelties are

brought forward at a

cycle meet, but none

prove more effective

or a greater " draw "

than one of these Eiffel

bicycles, which are, of

course, more intended

for advertising purposes than road scorching. Side by

side with this particular specimen was ridden an old

hobby-horse machine dating back to 1816, and the

spectators amply appreciated the veiy striking contrast.

ROBIN'S NEST IN A MAGIC LANTERN.

Here is a photo, of a robin's nest built in a magic

lantern in the studio of Mr. W. T. Lucas, Hawthorn

Cottage, Alsagcr, Stoke-on-Trent. The robins Ijcgan

to build in the lantern about the middle of February,

gaining admission to the studio by means of a venti

lator. The birds were al once cleared out, but re

commenced operations a second time. Again they

were evicted ; but, not to IK: defeated, they then

commenced to build on a shelf in the studio. This,

however, they found too narrow, and they started to

build for the third time in the lantern. The female

bird deposited her eggs at the rate of one a

day for five successive

days. The lantern had

both side and lack

doors closed during

the building opera

tions, but as the back

door did not quite fit

at the bottom the birds

got underneath it.

ALL " SOUL."

The photo, here re

produced is an amus

ing and extraordinary

specimen of amateur

photography. The

gigantic feet are of

course produced by

being very close to

the camera, whilst the

sitter's head is at the

usual distance. Mr.

Percy R. Steed, of

8, Montreve Road,

Penge, S.E., says : " Having an hour or so to

spare one morning, before starling on a photo

graphic excursion with a friend, we decided to take

portraits of each other. As my friend was focusing,

etc., I held my feet up in front of the camera

quite close to the lens, intending to startle him.

He, however, being struck with the effect of the

picture, quickly photographed me in that undignified

position, with the result which you see."

* Copyright, 1898, by Geonre Ncwnes, Limited,
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LOOKING UP A PASSENGER

LIFT.

This is another remarkable

instance of the curious photo-,

graphic subjects chosen by

amateur votaries of the camera.

Mr. Herbert de Tinna, of 44,

Porchester Terrace, Hyde Park,

took and sent in the photo. In

this case the camera was placed

lens upward on the roof of the

lift, and. the view is looking

straight up the shaft. The

photo, was taken at the Prince's

Hotel, Brighton.

A MONSTROSITY IN

ASPARAGUS.

This extremely interesting

photo, was sent in by Mr.

William Hibbits, of 123, South-

gate Road, N., and taken by

Robert Halt, Islington. It

represents this wonderful stick

of asparagus the actual size.

"This," writes Mr. Hibbits,

" is simply a head of asparagus

sent to me by my son in Sussex.

It was grown in an ordinary asparagus bed

amongst many others. When I came to examine

this monstrosity I thought it sufficiently curious to

IK; photographed. The gentleman who grew it in

his garden was Mr. W. II. Lovelock, of Midhurst."

NEST-PHOTOGRAPHY UNDER DIFFICULTIES.

Ingenious as were the methods adopted tor

securing many of the foregoing photos., that used

by Mr. John E. Hailstone, of Selwyn College, Cam

bridge, in obtaining our next photo, far transcends

them all. We will let Mr, Hailstone tell the story.

" In April of this year," he

writes, " I took my camera into

A wood near Belvedere, Kent,

for the purpose of photograph

ing a hawk's nest. Finding it

destroyed, however, I looked

about for some other object on

which to spend my plates, and

discovered the squirrel's nest

shown in the fust photo. It

was placed in the top fork of

an oak, and after climbing the

tree, taking with me a ball of

string, I lowered the end to

my brother, who tied on the

camera, which I then hauled

up. Owing to the difficulty ot

getting a firm footing for the

legs of the camera at any dis

tance from the trunk (and

requiring a steady hold myself,

as Ixith hands were needed

to manipulate the instrument),

only the immediate surround

ings of the nest could be shown.

However, the hole in the side

through which the animals

entered their all but inaccessible domicile is clearly shown,

though most of the lower part ot the nest is necessarily

hidden in the cleft of the tree." When we come to con

sider the precarious position of the operator, endeavour

ing to manipulate his unwieldy camera at the end of a

swinging branch, it is not surprising to learn that the

whole proceeding occupied the best part of an hour.

The next photo,

reproduced shows

one of the erst

while occupants

of the nest, now

much grown,

which Mr. Hail

stone took away

with him. The

little fellow has

thriven wonder

fully well, and is

asmerryand lively

as possible, find

ing his chief de

light in running

up and down hi?

owner's coat and

hiding in the

[lockets.
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A BIBLE EATEN BY ANTS.

The above curious-looking object may be seen in

the very interesting museum at the Crystal Palace.

"In (his museum," writes Mr. \V. B. Northrop, of

36, Essex Street, Strand, " I was shown this Bible,

which has l>een destroyed and mutilated in a shocking

manner by a trilx: of irreverent ants. After nil the

good book says about these little creatures, holding

them up as a model to lazy humanity, I think they

might have been more respectful. The Bible

was left within the reach of the ants quite by accident.

In eight days these destructive little creatures had

reduced it from a handsomely-lxmnd volume to the

shredded and mutilated condition seen in the photo

graph. A curious feature will be seen in the manner

in which the pages have been lorn. Many of them

are in strips of even width like pieces of tape. The

missing portions of the hook were no doubt utilized for building pur

poses. The whole

appearance of the

Holy Book would

lead one to suppose

that it had been

immersed in some

very powerful acid,

and it had literally

crumbled to

pieces."

A GOOD JOKE â��

NOT CLERICAL.

The real amateur

knight of the

camera scorns the

taking of mere

prosaic portraits of

his friends and

relations, and pines

for higher things.

Having served an

apprenticeship at

landscape photo

graphy, he enters

with zest into the

creation of bizarre

and comic photos.,

obtained by the sujier-

imposing of negatives.

We reproduced two

queer specimens last

month, ami here we

have another. The

gentleman who took

this photograph tells

us that he had two

negatives, one of a

Brittany monk and the

other of a friend.

These he super-

imposed, with the

result that the worthy

ecclesiastic is seen

smiling shrewdlyâ��pre

sumably at a Tit-Bits

joke.

REMARKABLE FEAT

PERFORMED BY

ACCIDENT.

Often we throw

something casually,

and in its flight it

executes certain evolu

tions which so impress us that we say to ourselves,

" Now, if I had tried to do that I would never have

succeeded." The photograph below is an interesting

illustration of'his. It was sent in by Mr. Edwin Smith,

of Driffield, Yorks. Mr. Smith writes : "This is a

photo, taken by myself of what I think very much

approaches a sleight-of-hand trick. Nevertheless, it is

an accident, pure and simple. On entering the door

the other day I took up a puzzle advertisement card,

and, after vainly trying to solve the puzzle, I flung the

card from me, intending to throw- it into the fire.

But instead of landing in the fire it lodged itself in

the door of the timepiece precisely as you see in the

photo. The distance I threw the card was alxnil 6ft."



A STORY FOR

CHILDREN.

Bv

CANNING WILLIAMS.

T the time when Charlie Green

finch witnessed the frolics I

am about to describe, he had

seen seven winters and eight

summers, which is another way

of saying that he was seven

and a half years old. He was a healthy-

young Briton, and, like one or two other

healthy boys of rny acquaintance, was fonder

of play than he was of his lessons.

Charlie liked nothing so well as a scamper

with "Spot" on the sea-shore, which reminds

me that I have to tell you that he lived

at a seaside town. Spot was Charlie's dog :

a white terrier with a spot on his face, which

accounts for his name.

Charlie and Spot were the best of friends ;

but, whenever the boy got a scolding from

his mother, he scolded the dog ; and, when

ever his father whipped him, he whipped

poor Spot. As Charlie used to say, " Spot

shares my fun and biscuits ; it is only fair

that he should share my scoldings and whip

pings also." But whether this was a right

argument or not, I will

leave you to decide for

yourself.

It was on a certain

morning in August, after

Charlie and Spot had

tired themselves with

romping on the sands,

that the fishy frolics

occurred. It was a hot

day ; so hot that all

the little pools and

puddles on the shore

were obliged to send

up steam in order to

cool themselves. Spot,

too, was sending steam

out of his mouth : and

Charlie himself was,

as he expressed it, " steaming hot." A

steamer in the bay was letting off great clouds

of steam, and a little steam launch was steam

ing so hard that Charlie thought it would

burst its boiler; so he went into a small

cavern that the sea had made at the foot of

the cliff, sat down, and waited for the ex

plosion. Spot lay at his master's side, and

growled at some sea-gulls, that he would have

caught if he could.

The cavern was a nice cool place, so,

before the friends had been there many

minutes, Spot, like a polite little dog, put in

his tongue and ceased to send out steam ;

and Charlie, instead of thinking about the

steam launch, thought of crabs, eels, and

lobsters, and wondered whether they were

having a good time at the bottom of the

deep blue sea.

As everybody knows, boys and girls, and

grown-up men and women too, can think

much better when they rest their heads on

their hands, with their eyes on the ground ;

so Charlie, who wanted to think very hard
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"A NICE COOL PLACE."

about the crabs, eels, and lobsters, propped

up his head with his arm, and gazed at the

pebbles which lay around.

Now, I suppose the crabs, eels, and lobsters

must have known that a little boy was on the

shore thinking about them, or they would

not have crawled out of the sea, and gone

through a performance right in front of the

cavern.

The crabs were the first to come out of

the water. The father and

mother crabs carried the

baby crabs in their claws,

and put them down on a

large flat rock, whence they

would be able to get a good

view of the frolics, and be

out of the way.

Then came the lobsters,

who carried their young ones -^

on their shoulders, and placed

them on another big rock. "'"' ^

After the lobsters came the

eels; but, as the little eels

were strong enough to crawl -i

by themselves, all the father

and mother eels did for them

was to arrange them in rows in the space

between the rocks.

Then, after a lot of talking and running

about, the lobsters and eels sat down together,

while the crabs, mounted on their hind legs,

played at leap-frog. Charlie, who had no

idea that crabs were such excellent jumpers,

watched the performance with great interest.

The crabs played the game much the same as

we do, the only difference that Charlie saw

being that those crabs who fell when leaping

had to retire from the fun. This arrangement

soon reduced the number of players until only

two were left. But these two were splendid

fellows, and each tried his hardest not to be

beaten. First one and then the other

stood as high as his legs would let him,

but each cleared the other's head and

alighted in the finest style. At

last, however, one of them stumbled,

and, though he tried his best to

keep his feet, rolled head-over-

heels on the sand. The vic

torious crab walked proudly up

to his companions, and, like the

little gentleman he was, made

them a low bow when they

clapped their claws in his

honour.

The lobsters now entered the

field. A dozen of them were

told off to collect some long

of seaweed which the sea had cast

the beach. When this was done, the

lobsters divided themselves into ten sets,

each set consisting of two groups, and each

group of five players.

roots

upon

" Ah !" said Charlie to himself, " I see

" LEAP-FROG.'

what it is : they are going to play at tug-of-

war." And Charlie was right.

The lobsters lost no time in setting to

work ; and, my word, didn't they pull ! The

ropes of seaweed must have been tough, or

they would not have stood the tugging.

Now this side, and now that, gained a few

inches, but they were all so well matched

that what ground was lost one moment
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was regained the next, and so the game

went on.

Presently, however, amid a loud clapping

of claws by the crabs, and

a beating of tails by the

eels, one of the teams was

fairly beaten, and retired

with shame to the lobsters'

quarters. This success was followed by

another; the second by a third ; the third by

a fourth; and the fourth by a fifth. The

remaining five sets, straining every muscle,

and firmly digging their legs in the sand,

tugged as never lobsters tugged before, when

crack went the ropes, and the legs of fifty

lobsters were kicking in the air !

It was now the eels' turn. As eels have

no legs or claws, Charlie could not think

of any game at which they could play; so

he closely watched their movements

So also did a score of sea-gulls who were

perched upon the top of the cliff

which overlooked the playground.

Now, sea-gulls are not at all fond

of sports and pastimes, nor do they

like to see other creatures fond of

them, so they swooped down from

the cliff and ordered the crabs, eels,

and lobsters to go back to the sea

This, however, they refused to do,

whereupon the sea-gullsâ��who, as

you know, have very strong and

sharp beaks â�� began to peck at

them. This made the crabs, eels,

and lobsters angry, especially the

eels, who, through having no hard

shells on their backs, felt the pecks

the most.

Eels, as a rule, are not much

given to fighting, but on this occa

sion, their tempers being aroused

by the sea-gulls, and their backs

smarting from pecks, they showed

that they were quite able to defend

themselves, which they did by winding them

selves around the bodies of the birds, and

squeezing them so hard as to make them

gasp for breath and fall to

the ground. This gave the

crabs and lobsters a fine

opportunity for revenge.

Seining the birds' legs in

their nippers, they nipped with all their might

and main, and made the sea-gulls cry out

for mercy.

As the birds began the fight, it was only

"THE EEI.S WERE QUITE ABLE TO DEFEND THEMSELVES."
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fair that the others should end it, so the

more the birds cried, the harder squeezed

the eels, and the tighter nipped the crabs

and lobsters. The crabs and lobsters could

have gone on nipping all day, but the eels

had had enough at the end of a quarter of

an hour, so they let go, and the sea-gulls,

aching all over, flew out to sea, carrying

with them a much better opinion of crabs,

eels, and lobstersâ��but especially of eelsâ��

than they had entertained before the fight.

The eels, having exhausted themselves with

squeezing the sea-gulls, had to give up the

fun they had intended to indulge in, which

was as disappointing to them as it was to

Charlie, who was very anxious to know what

kind of game the eels could play at.

But the crabs and lobsters were so happy

at having pinched the legs of the impudent

sea-gulls, that they needs must have a football

match in celebration of the affair.

At each end of the playground, two

lobsters stood on their hind legs as goal

posts, and a large cork was used as a football.

It was an exciting match, although the crabs,

through being more active than the lobsters,

had the best of it. At half-timeâ��that is,

when half the game was overâ��the crabs had

scored five goals to their opponents' two.

After a short rest, the second half of the

match commenced. The lobsters, who, of

course, could not bear the idea of being

beaten by the crabs, kicked the cork so well

and ran so hard, that they quickly succeeded

in scoring three more goals, making the game

five to five. The success of the lobsters

made the crabs lose courage, and when a

side, in whatever game, loses courage, that

side usually loses the match. And so it was

with the crabs ; for, a few minutes later, the

lobsters scored their winning goal, which

brought the play to an end.

All these sports and pastimes were, of

course, very amusing to Charlie, but dogs are

not so fond of watching games as they are of

taking part in them ; so Spot, who was tired

of lying on the hard pebbles, and felt hungry

as well, gave a bark, as much as to say,

" Aren't you ready to go home yet ? "

Spot's bark made Charlie start, for, in

watching the games, he had quite forgotten

the dog.

" Halloa, Spot!" cried he, springing to his

feet, and rubbing his eyes, " I think it is time

we were going home."

But Charlie had no sooner stood up than

he fell down (which was rather a funny

way of going home), and made some most

peculiar grimaces. The fact is, he had been

so long in the cavern that he had got the

" pins and needles" in his legs, which is

an uncomfortable place for such things, as

most boys and girls know.

" Why ! " he exclaimed, yawning, " it is

just as though I had been asleep ; and yet I

am sure I saw the football match, and the

other things."

But when Charlie looked for the crabs,

the eels, and the lobsters, they were not to

be seen, for Spot's bark had sent them all

back to their homes at the bottom of the

deep blue sea !



Tlie Comical Cocoanut.

BY THOMAS E. CURTIS.

HE man who first thought of

turning the shells and husks of

cocoanuts into caricatures of

the human features had a true

sense of humour. We do not

know who he was or where he

hailed from, but if he were living now he

would probably be as old as

the cocoanut palm itself, which

doubtless dates back to the

Flood. He was the pioneer

hi .his art, and his disciples

have been almost as numerous

as the cargo of the Ark.

But without elaborating fur

ther on the artist, let us look

at his work. In the words of

the showman, we first call

your attention, ladies and

gentlemen, to the Ally Sloper

of the cocoanut worldâ��a fine

and noble specimen of the

cocoanut carver's art, with

a rubicund and highly-

developed nose that imme

diately reminds you of the immortal Ally.

The collar, deftly chiselled at the base of

the husk, and painted white to give con

trast, may, perhaps, mislead you, and make

you think that the artist intended to carica

ture an aged English statesman in the style

so common to the caricaturists of recent

years. But it is not so. You will note how

the bald-headedness of the man is skilfully-

suggested by a few stray fibres of the husk

loosely flowing backwards, and some day,

perhaps, you will like to see the original of

ALLY SLOPER, THE

COCOAN

KING OF CARVED

UTS.

From a

/â�¢'rum <i]

Vol. xvi.-60.

this funny picture. It is in the possession

of Messrs. Phillip Phillips and Co., of

King Street and Mitre Street, Aldgate, E.G.,

the well-known London fruit merchants. Out

of the millions of cocoanuts which they have

imported, and the thousands of carved cocoa-

nuts they have seen, this is, perhaps, the best.

In Florida, where such

cocoanuts galore may be found

by the traveller, they are called

" Florida natives," and the

name, in many cases, is

singularly appropriate. For

the early inhabitants of Florida

were Indians, and the natives

in the illustration below, sent

to us by Mrs. C. N. Holt, of

Orange Park, Cly Co., Florida,

certainly bear no slight resem

blance to the facial character

istics of the Indians. The

face on the- right, with its big

mouth and almond eyes, is a

remarkable representation of

stolid slyness and cunning ;

and the second man on the left, with the cigar

in his mouth, would make you think that the

buccaneer of old had come to life again.

We have all seen, at some time or other,

the " lightning caricaturist," who, from any

mark or line drawn at haphazard on a piece

of paper by a spectator, is able immediately

to make a portrait of some well-known

personage. Well, the cocoanut-carver, with

his sharp knife and scissors, goes to work in

much the same way. The fruit of the cocoa-

nut palm, by virtue of the variations in its

FIVE " FLORIDA NATIVES."
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shape, lends itself easily to facial variations,

and the peculiarities of the husk or " shuck "

may be accentuated at will. If we look again

at the five cocoanuts at the bottom of the

first page we may note the great difference

between the first two faces on the left. There

is, again, a noticeable differ

ence between Nos. 3 and 4

(counting from the left). The

fibre of the cocoanut is

cleverly utilized for mous

taches and beards, and a few

dabs of highly-coloured paint,

applied to the lips, eyes,

mouth, and nose, give the

crowning touch to the work.

In Florida there is a regular

business done in these carved

cocoanuts, thousands of visitors

from the north taking them

home as souvenirs of the

"Sunny South.'' This is not

to say that all are taken away,

for thousands remain in shop

windows to attract the public

and to please the small fry,

who gaze at them as enviously

as they do at ginger-cakes and

marbles. Yet the Londoner

does not need to go afield to

cocoanut "shies" on Bank Holidays do not

display a few carved cocoanuts as special

prizes to the lucky shots.

On this page we may note a curious varia

tion in the conventional carved cocoanut.

The pictures are four in number, and seem

to be four different cocoanuts.

But, in reality, there is one nut

only, as maybe judged from the

picture in the lower centre of

the page. The faces, ugly and

hideous, reminiscent of the

crude wooden images that

heathens call their gods, are

separated by a small circular de

pression in which still another

smaller face is carved. All the

faces are dissimilar. The eyes

IHt LOCOANL'T WITH THREE FACES.

From

see them. He can find them in Whitechapel

any day, where fruiterers display them as

curiosities and as a hint that the nuts are to

be found within. It is a constant cause of

wonder to us that the men who run the

arc made with buttons, and

long strips of husk, torn away

from the nut and bound

together at the top, form a

common head-dress for these

curious and repellent faces. It

is remarkable how the deep

reddish brownness of the

husk suggests the dark skin of

natives of the tropics, from

which these cocoanuls come.

Nearly all the nuts are im

ported in the husk, and are then stripped

from the husk by men with fine-pointed

chisels. Many of these men are so expert

that they can open from 1,000 to 1,200

cocoanuts a day. The uses to which the
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fruit is put are manifold.

The outer husk yields

coir, the shell is used

for water-vessels, the milk

makes a native drink, and

the white meat of the

nut makes cocoanut oil.

Twelve millions are taken

each year into the United

Kingdom alone, and thou

sands of these are in great

demand at holiday time,

at fairs, race-courses, and

Hank Holiday gatherings

throughout the land.

We have already ob

tained a general idea of

the common form in which

cocoanuts are carved, and

have called it an " art" by

courtesy. As a matter of

fact, there is really nothing

aesthetic in the faces we

have seen. But in the

accompanying reproduc

tion there is a quality

which, in two senses, sin

gles out the carved cocoa-

nut from the common

herd. It is an artistic

attempt to represent a

horse's head and mane, and the skill with

which the carver's tool has fashioned the

mouth, teeth, eyes, and forehead of the animal

is indeed remarkable. This is another of the

HOKSK S HEAD CARVED IN A COCOANUT.

From a Photograph-

prizes belonging to Messrs.

Phillip Phillips and Co.,

and while not perhaps so

striking from the popular

point of view as the other

pictures, it deserves the

attention of those who do

not look down upon artis

tic attempt in small things.

There is little more that

need be said about the

comical cocoanut, except

that it does not cost much

to buy. The cost varies,

of course, with the elabora

teness of the design. Ten,

fifteen, twenty-five centsâ��

those are the prices of

the commoner varieties in

FIorida,where the majority

of them ore made. Their

value for advertisement is

shown by the fact that the

illustration with which we

conclude this article was

once used in a time table

issued by the great Plant

System, a network of rail

ways and steamship lines

in the southern United

States, and attracted atten

tion to one of the curiosities of the Everglade

State, through which their system runs. It

was an idea that might well be followed by

other enterprising lines.
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A REMARKABLE

CYCLE MEET.

Here we have an

interesting liltle phuto.

sent in by Mr. H.

Lock, of High Road,

Woodford Green.

Slightly in the back

ground is seen a daring

and expert rider

mounted on an Eiffel

safety bicycle, whose

name is a sufficient

indication of its con

struction, even without

the photograph.

Many novelties are

brought forward at a

cycle meet, but none

prove more effective

or a greater "draw"

than one of these Eiffel

bicycles, which are, of

course, more intended

for advertising purposes than road scorching. Side by

side with this particular specimen was ridden an old

hobby-horse machine dating back to 1816, and the

spectators amply appreciated the very striking contrast.

ROBIN'S NEST IN A MAGIC LANTERN.

Here is a photo, of a robin's nest built in a magic

lantern in the studio of Mr. W. T. Lucas, Hawthorn

Cottage, AlsagiT, Sloke-on-Trent. The robins began

to build in the lantern nlxnit the middle of February,

gaining admission to the studio by means of a venti

lator. The birds were at once cleared out, but re

commenced operations a second lime. Again they

were evicted ; but, not to l>e defeated, they then

commenced to build on a shelf in the studio. This,

however, they found too narrow, and they started to

Imild for the thin! time in the lantern. The female

bird deposited her eggs at the rate of one a

day for five successive

days. The lantern had

both side and liack

doors closed during

the building opera

tions, but as the liack

door did not quite fit

at the bottom the birds

got underneath it.

ALL " SOUL."

The photo, here re

produced is an amus

ing and extraordinary

. specimen of amateur

photography. The

gigantic feet are of

course produced by

being very close to

the camera, whilst the

sitter's head is at the

usual distance. Mr.

Percy R. Steed, of

8, Montreve Road,

Penge, S.E., says : " Having an hour or so to

spare one morning, before starting on a photo

graphic excursion with a friend, we decided to take

portraits of each other. As my friend was focusing,

etc., I held my feet up in front of the camera

quite close to the lens, intending to startle him.

He, however, being struck with the effect of the

picture, quickly photographed me in that undignified

position, with the result which you see."

* Copyright, 1898, by Geonje Newncs, Limited,
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LOOKING UP A PASSENGER

LIFT.

This is another remarkable

instance of the curious photo-,

graphic subjects chosen by

amateur votaries of the camera.

Mr. Herbert de Tinna, of 44,

Porchester Terrace, Hyde Park,

took and sent in the photo. In

this case the camera was placed

lens upward on the roof of the

lift, and. the view is looking

straight up the shaft. The

photo, was taken at the Prince's

Hotel, Brighton.

A MONSTROSITY IN

ASPARAGUS.

This extremely interesting

photo, was sent in by Mr.

William Hibbits, of 123, South-

gate Road, N., and taken by

Robert Halt, Islington. It

represents this wonderful stick

of asparagus the actual size.

"This," writes Mr. Hibbits,

" is simply a head of asparagus

sent to me by my son in Sussex.

It was grown in an ordinary asparagus bed

amongst many others. When I came to examine

this monstrosity I thought it sufficiently curious to

lie photographed. The gentleman who grew it in

his garden was Mr. W. II. Lovelock, of Midhurst."

NKST-PHOTOGRAPHY UNDER DIFFICULTIES.

Ingenious as were the methods adopted tor

securing many of the foregoing photos., that used

by Mr. John K. Hailstone, of Selwyn College, Cam

bridge, in obtaining our next photo, far transcends

them all. We will let Mr, Hailstone tell the story.

" In April of this year," he

writes, " I took my camera into

a wood near Belvedere, Kent,

for the purpose of photograph

ing a hawk s nest. Finding it

destroyed, however, I looked

about for some other object on

which to spend my plates, and

discovered the squirrel's nest

shown in the first photo. It

was placed in the top fork of

an oak, and after climbing the

tree, taking with me a ball of

string, I lowered the end to

my brother, who tied on the

camera, which I then hauled

up. Owing to the difficulty ot

getting a firm footing for the

legs of the camera at any dis

tance from the trunk (and

requiring a steady hold myself,

as both hands were needed

to manipulate the instrument),

only the immediate surround

ings of the nest could be shown.

However, the hole in the side

through which the animals

entered their all but inaccessible domicile is clearly shown,

though most of the lower part of the nest is necessarily

hidden in the cleft of the tree." When we come to con

sider the precarious position of the operator, endeavour

ing to manipulate his unwieldy camera at the end of a

swinging branch, it is not surprising to learn that the

whole proceeding occupied the best part of an hour.

The next photo,

reproduced shows

one of the erst

while occupants

of the nest, now

much grown,

which Mr. Hail

stone took away

with him. The

little fellow has

thriven wonder

fully well, and is

asmcrryand lively

as possible, find

ing his chief de

light in running

up and down his

owner's coat and

hiding in the

pockets.
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the release from Dartmoor of a convict

named Elias, whose term of sentence had

been remitted on account of his defence of

a warder who had been attacked in the

quarries. The whole account was only a few

lines long.

"Who is he, then? "I asked.

My uncle cocked his distorted foot into

the air. " That's 'is mark !" said he. " 'E

"'THAT* 'is MARK!' &AID HR."

was doirT time for that Now Vs out an'

after me again."

" But why should he be after you ? "

" Because 'e wants to kill me. Because

e'll never rest, the worn-ing devil, until e 'as

'ad 'is revenge on me. It's this way, nephew !

I've no secrets from you. 'E thinks I've

wronged 'im. For argument's sake well

suppose I 'ave wronged 'im. And now 'im

and "is friends are after me."

" Who are his friends ? "

My uncle's boom sank suddenly to a

frightened whisper. " Sailors : " said he.

" I knew they would come when I saw that

"ere paper, and two days ago I looked through

that window and three of them was stanuin'

lookia" at the "ouse. It was after that that I

wrote to your mother. They've marked me

dowrt. and the\ 're waitin" for 'im."

" But whv not send for the police ? "

Mv uncle's eves avoided mine.

" Police are no use," said he. " It's you

that can help me."

" What can I do ? "

" I'll tell you. I'm going to move. That's

what all these boxes are for. Everything

will soon be packed and ready. I 'ave

friends at Leeds, and I shall be safer

there. Not safe, mind you, but safer. I

start to-morrow evening, and if you will

stand by me until then

I will make it worth

your while. There's only

Enoch and me to do

everything, but we shall

'ave it all ready, I promise

you, by to-morrow evening.

The cart will be round

then, and you and me

and Enoch and the boy

William can guard the

things as far as Congleton

station. Did you see any

thing of them on the

fells ? 'â�¢â�¢

"Yes," said I; "asailor

stopped us on the way."

" Ah, I knew they were

watching us. That was

why I asked you to get

out at the wrong station

and to drive to Purcell's

instead of comin" 'ere.

We are blockadedâ��that's

the word."

"And there was

another," said I, "a man

with a pipe."

"What was'e like?"

" Thin face, freckles, a peaked "

My uncle gave a hoarse scream.

'â�¢ That's 'im ! that's 'im ! 'e's come '. God

be merciful to me, a sinner!" He went

click-clacking about the room with his great

foot like one distracted. There was some

thing piteous and baby-like in that big, bald

head, and for the first time I felt a gush of

pity for him.

"Come, uncle," said I, "you are living

in a civili.-ed land. There is a law that

will bring these gentry to order. Let me

drive over to the county police-station to

morrow morning and I'll soon set things

right,"

But he shook his head at me.

" 'E's cunning and 'e's cmeL~ said he, " I

can't draw a breath without thinking of him,

cos 'e buckled up three of my ribs. 'E'll kill

me this time. sure. There's or.ly one chance.

We must leave wha: we "ave not packed, and



ROLND THE 1<JRE.

489

we must be off first thing to-morrow mornin'.

Great God, what's that! "

A tremendous knock upon the door had

reverberated through the house, and then

another and another. An iron fist seemed

to be beating upon it. My uncle collapsed

into his chair. I seized a gun and ran to the

door.

" Who's there ? " I shouted.

There was no answer.

I opened the shutter and looked out.

No one was there.

And then suddenly I saw that a long slip

of paper was protruding through the slit of

the door. I held it to the light. In rude

but vigorous handwriting the message ran :â��

" Put them out on the doorstep and save

your skin."

" What do they want ? " I asked, as I read

him the message.

" What they'll never 'ave ! No, by the

Lord, never ! " he cried, with a fine burst of

spirit. " 'Ere, Enoch ! Enoch ! "

The old fellow came running to the call.

" Enoch, I've been a good master to you

all my life, and it's your turn now. Will you

take a risk for me ? "

I thought better of my uncle when I saw

how readily the man consented. Whomever

else he had wronged, this one at least seemed

to love him.

" Put your cloak on and your 'at, Enoch,

and out with you by the back door. You

know the way across the moor to the Purcells'.

Tell them that I must 'ave the cart first thing

in the mornin', and that Purcell must come

with the shepherd as well. We must get

clear of this or we are done. First thing in

the mornin', Enoch, and ten pound for the

job. Keep the black cloak on and move

slow, and they will never see you. We'll

keep the 'ouse till you come back."

It was a job for a brave man to venture

out into the vague and invisible dangers of

the fell, but the old servant took it as the

most ordinary of messages. Picking his long,

black cloak and his soft hat from the hook

behind the door, he was ready on the instant.

We extinguished the small lamp in the back

passage, softly unbarred the back door, slipped

him out, and barred it up again. Looking

through the small hall window, I saw his

black garments merge instantly into the

night.

" It is but a few hours before the light

comes, nephew," said my uncle, after he had

tried all the bolts and bars. " You shall

never regret this night's work. If we come

through safely it will be the making of you.

Vol. xvi.â��62.

Stand by me till mornin', and I stand by you

while there's breath in my body. The cart

will be 'ere by five. What isn't ready we

can afford to leave be'ind. We've only to

load up and make for the early train at

Congleton."

" Will they let us pass ? "

" In broad daylight they dare not stop us.

There will be six of us, if they all come, and

three guns. We can fight our way through.

Where can they get guns, common, wander

ing seamen ? A pistol or two at the most.

If we can keep them out for a few hours we

are safe. Enoch must be 'alfway to Purcell's

by now."

" But what do these sailors want ?" I

repeated. " You say yourself that you

wronged them."

A look of mulish obstinacy came over his

large, white face.

" Don't ask questions, nephew, and just

do what I ask you," said he. " Enoch won't

come back. 'E!ll just bide there and

come with the cart. 'Ark, what is that?"

A distant cry rang from out of the darkness,

and then another one, short and sharp like

the wail of the curlew.

" It's Enoch ! " said my uncle, gripping

my arm. " They're killin' poor old Enoch."

The cry came again, much nearer, and I

heard the sound of hurrying steps and a

shrill call for help.

" They are after 'im ! " cried my uncle,

rushing to the front door. He picked up

the lantern and flashed it through the little

shutter. Up the yellow funnel of light

a man was running frantically, his head

bowed and a black cloak fluttering behind

him. The moor seemed to be alive with

dim pursuers.

" The bolt ! The bolt! " gasped my uncle.

He pushed it back whilst I turned the key,

and we swung the door open to admit the

fugitive. He dashed in and turned at once

with a long yell of triumph. " Come on,

lads ! Tumble up, all hands, tumble up !

Smartly there, all of you ! "

It was so quickly and neatly done that we

were taken by storm before we knew that we

were attacked. The passage was full of

rushing sailors. I slipped out of the clutch

of one and ran for my gun, but it was only

to crash down on to the stone floor an

instant later with two of them holding on to

me. They were so deft and quick that my

hands were lashed together even while I

struggled, and I was dragged into the settle

corner, unhurt but very sore in spirit at the

cunning with which our defences had been
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forced and the ease with which we had been

overcome. They had not even troubled to

bind my uncle, but he had been pushed into

his chair, and the guns had been taken away.

He sat with a very white face, his homely

figure and absurd row of curls looking

curiously out of place amongst the wild

figures who sur

rounded him.

There were six

of them, all

evidently sailors.

One I recognised

as the man with

the earrings

whom I had

already met upon

the road that

evening. They

were all fine,

weather-bronzed,

be whiskered

fellows. In the

midst of them,

leaning against

the table, was

the freckled man

who had passed

me on the moor.

The great black

cloak which poor

Enoch had taken

out with him was

still hanging from

his shoulders.

He was of a very

different type

from the others

â�� crafty, cruel,

dangerous, with

sly, thoughtful

eyes which

gloated over my

uncle. They

suddenly turned

We'll beat the life out of you if you don't

give back what you've stolen. Where are

they ? I know you never parted with them."

My uncle pursed up his lips and shook

his head, with a face in which his fear and

his obstinacy contended.

" Won't tell, won't you ? We'll see about

that! Get him

ready, Jim ! "

THK 1'ASSACiK WAS KL'LL OP RUSHING SAILnKS.

themselves upon me, and I never knew how

one's skin can creep at a man's glance before.

" Who are you ? " he asked, " Speak out,

or we'll find a way to make you."

" I am Mr. Stephen Maple's nephew, come

to visit him."

" You are, are you ? Well, I wish you joy

of your uncle and of your visit too. Quick's

the word, lads, for we must be aboard before

morning. What shall we do with the old

'un?"

" Trice him up Yankee fashion and give

him six dozen," said one of the seamen.

" D'you hear, you cursed Cockney thief ?

One of the

seamen seized

my uncle, and

pulled his coat

and shirt over his

shoulders. He

sat lumped in his

chair, his body

all creased into

white rolls which

shivered with

cold and with

terror.

" Up with him

to those hooks."

There were

rows of them

along the walls

where the

smoked meat

used to be hung.

The seamen tied

my uncle by the

wrists to two of

these. Then

one of them un

did his leather

belt.

" The buckle

end, Jim," said

the captain.

" Give him the

buckle."

" You cowards,"

I cried; " to beat

an old man ! "

" We'll beat a young one next," said he'

with a malevolent glance at my corner

"Now, Jim, cut a wad out of him ! "

"Give him one more chance ! " cried one

of the seamen.

" Aye, aye," growled one or two others.

" Give the swab a chance !"

" If you turn soft, you may give them up

for ever," said the captain. " One thing or

the other ! You must lash it out of him; or,

you may give up what you took such pains to

win and what would make you gentlemen for

lifeâ��every man of you. There's nothing

else for it. Which shall it be ? "
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BY A. CONAN DOYI.K.

Y uncle, Mr. Stephen Maple,

had been at the same time the

most successful and the least

respectable of our family, so

that we hardly knew whether

to take credit for his wealth or

to feel ashamed of his position. He had, as

a matter of fact, established a large grocery

in Stepney which did a curious mixed busi

ness', not always, as we had heard, of a very

savoury character, with the riverside and sea

faring people. He was ship's chandler,

provision merchant, and, if rumour spoke

truly, some other things as well. Such a

trade, however lucrative, had its drawbacks,

as was evident when, after twenty years of

prosperity, he was savagely assaulted by one

of his customers and left for dead, with three

smashed ribs and a broken leg, which mended

so badly that it remained for ever three

inches shorter than the other. This incident

seemed, not un-Â»

naturally, to

disgust him with

his surroundings,

for, after the

trial, in which

his assailant was

condemned to

fifteen years of

penal servitude,

he retired from

his business and

settled in a lonely

part of the North

of England,

whence, until

that morning, we

had never once

heard of himâ��

not even upon

the death of my

father, who was

his only brother.

My mother

read his letter

aloud to me:
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" If your son is with you, Ellen, and if he is

as stout a lad as he promised for when last I

heard from you, then send him up to me by

th^ first train after this comes to hand. He

will find that to serve me will pay him better

than the engineering, and if I pass away

(though, thank God, there is no reason to

complain as to my health) you will see that

I have not forgotten my brother's son. Con-

gleton is the station, and then a drive of four

miles to Greta House, where I am now living.

I will send a trap to meet the seven o'clock

train, for it is the only one which stops here.

Mind that you send him, Ellen, for I have

very strong reasons for wishing him to be

with me. Let bygones be bygones if there

has been anything between us in the past. If

you should fail me now you will live to

regret it."

We were seated at either side of the break

fast table, looking blankly at each other and

wondering what this

might mean, when there

came a ring at the bell,

and the maid walked

in with a telegram.

It was from Uncle

Stephen.

"THE MAID WALKED IN WITH A TELEGRAM

" On no account let

John get out at Con-

gleton," said the mes

sage. ' " He will find

trap waiting

seven o'clock

evening train

Steddiog Bridge,

one station fur

ther down line.

Let him drive

not me, but

Garth Farm

House â�� six

miles. There

will receive in

structions. Do

not fail ; only

you to look to."

Copyright, 1898, by George Newnes, Limited.



484

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" That is true enough," said my mother.

"As far as I know, your uncle has not a

friend in the world, nor has he ever deserved

one. He has always been a hard man in his

dealings, and he held back his money from

your father at a time when a few pounds

would have saved him from ruin. Why

should I send my only son to serve him

now?"

But my own inclinations were all for the

adventure.

" If I have him for a friend, he can help

me in my profession," I argued, taking my

mother upon her weakest side.

" I have never known him to help anyone

yet," said she, bitterly. " And why all this

mystery about getting out at a distant station

and driving to the wrong address ? He has

got himself intc some trouble and he wishes

us to get him out of it. When he has used

us he will throw us aside as he has done

before. Your father might have been living

now if he had only helped him."

But at last my arguments prevailed, for, as

I pointed out, we had much to gain and little

to lose, and why should we, the poorest

members of a family, go out of our way to

offend the rich one ? My bag was packed

and my cab at the door, when there came a

second telegram.

"Good shooting. Let John bring gun.

Remember Sledding Bridge, not Congleton."

And so, with a gun-case added to my luggage

and some surprise at my uncle's insistence, I

started off upon my adventure.

The journey lies over the main Northern

Railway as far as the station of Carnfield,

where one changes for the little branch line

which winds over the fells. In all England

there is no harsher or more impressive

scenery. For two hours I passed through

desolate rolling plains, rising at places into

low, stone-littered hills, with long, straight

outcrops of jagged rock showing upon their

surface. Here and there little grey-roofed,

grey-walled cottages huddled into villages, but

for many miles at'a time no house was visible

nor any sign of life save the scattered sheep

which wandered over the mountain sides.

It was a depressing country, and my heart

grew heavier and heavier as I neared my

journey's end, until at last the train pulled

up at the little village of Sledding Bridge,

where my uncle had told me to alight. A

single ramshackle trap, with a country lout

to drive it, was waiting at the station.

" Is this Mr. Stephen Maple's ? " I asked.

The fellow looked at me with eyes which

were full of suspicion. " What is your

name ? " he asked, speaking a dialect which

I will not attempt to reproduce.

" John Maple."

" Anything to prove it ?"

I half raised my hand, for my temper is

none of the best, and then I reflected that

the fellow was probably only carrying out

the directions of my uncle. For answer I

pointed to my name printed upon my gun-

case.

" Yes, yes, that is right. It's John Maple,

sure enough !" said he, slowly spelling it

out. " Get in, maistcr, for we have a bit of

a drive before us."

The road, white and shining, like all the

roads in that limestone country, ran in long

sweeps over the fells, with low walls of loose

stone upon either side of it. The huge

moors, mottled with sheep and with boulders,

rolled away in gradually ascending curves to

the misty sky-line. In one place a fall of

the land gave a glimpse of a grey angle of

distant sea. Bleak and sad and stem were

all my surroundings, and I felt, under their

influence, that this curious mission of mine

was a more serious thing than it had appeared

when viewed from London. This sudden

call for help from an uncle whom I had never

seen, and of whom I had heard little that

was good, the urgency of it, his reference to

my physical powers, the excuse by which he

had ensured that I should bring a weapon,

all hung together and pointed to some

vague but sinister meaning. Things which

appeared to be impossible in Kensington

became very probable upon these wild and

isolated hillsides. At last, oppressed with

my own dark thoughts, I turned to my com

panion with the intention of asking some

questions about my uncle, but the expression

upon his face drove the idea from my head.

He was not looking at his old, undipped

chestnut horse, nor at the road along which

he was driving, but his face was turned in

my direction, and he was staring past me

with an expression of curiosity and, as I

thought, of apprehension. He raised the

whip to'lash the horse, and then dropped it

again, as if convinced that it was useless.

At the same time, following the direction of

his gaze, I saw what it was which had excited

him.

A man was running across the moor. He

ran clumsily, stumbling and slipping among

the stones; but the road curved, and it was

easy for him to cut us off. As we came up

to the spot for which he had been making,

he scrambled over the stone wall and stood

waiting, with the evening sun shining on his
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brown, clean-shaven face. He

was a burly fellow, and in bad

condition, for he stood with his

hand on his ribs, panting and

blowing after his short run. As

we drove up I saw the glint of

earrings in his ears.

" Say, mate, where are you

bound for ?" he asked, in a

rough but good - humoured

fashion.

" Farmer Purcell's, at the

Garth Farm," said the driver.

" Sorry to stop you," cried

the other, standing aside; " I

thought as I would hail you as

you passed, for if so be as you

had been going my way I should

have made bold to ask you for

a passage."

His excuse was an absurd

one, since it was evident that

our little trap was as full as it

could be, but my driver did not

seem disposed to argue. He

drove on without a word, and,

looking back, I could see the

stranger sitting by the roadside

and cramming tobacco into his

pipe.

" A sailor," said I.

" Yes, maister. We're not more than a few

miles from Morecambe Bay," the driver

remarked.

" You seemed frightened of him," I ob

served.

" Did I ? " said he, drily; and then, after

a long pause, " Maybe I was." As to his

reasons for fear, I could get nothing from

him, and though I asked him many questions

he was so stupid, or else so clever, that I

could learn nothing from his replies. I

observed, however, that from time to time

he swept the moors with a troubled eye,

but their huge brown expanse was unbroken

by any moving figure. At last in a sort

of cleft in the hills in front of us I saw a long,

low-lying farm building, the centre of all

those scattered flocks.

" Garth Farm," said my driver. " There

is Farmer Purcell himself," he added, as a

man strolled out of the porch and stood

waiting for our arrival. He advanced as I

descended from the trap, a hard, weather

worn fellow with light blue eyes, and hair and

beard like sun-bleached grass. In his ex

pression I read the same surly ill-will which

I had already observed in my driver. Their

malevolence could not be directed towards

SAY, MATE, WHERE ARE YOU BOUND FOR?

a complete stranger like myself, and so I

began to suspect that my uncle was no more

popular on the north-country fells than he

had been in Stepney Highway.

" You're to stay here until nightfall.

That's Mr. Stephen Maple's wish," said he,

curtly. " You can have some tea and

bacon if you like. It's the best we can

give you."

I was very hungry, and accepted the

hospitality in spite of the churlish tone in

which it was offered. The farmer's wife and

his two daughters came into the sitting-room

during the meal, and I was aware of a certain

curiosity with which they regarded me. It

may have been that a young man was a rarity

in this wilderness, or it may be that my

attempts at conversation won their goodwill,

but they all three showed a kindliness in their

manner. It was getting dark, so I remarked

that it was time for me to be pushing on to

Greta House.

" You've made up your mind to go,then?"

said the older woman.

" Certainly. I have come all the way from

London."

" There's no one hindering you from going

back there."
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each one of which stories opens with

the formula, "Now 111 tell ye"â��; wait till

every villager, as you pass his door in

the morning, gives you a friendly greeting

and honours you by treating you as a friend

â��and you will no longer think Hawarden an

uninteresting or ugly village. To me it

seemed, after a week, as if I had never come

across a place so unaffectedly and gracefully

primitive since years ago I was at Heligoland,

where mine host and his lady, sitting in their

cottage drawing-room in the pink dusk of

the summer night, made inquiries as to

whether I, hailing from the British Isles,

was not an intimate friend of "the Browns

in England, who lived next door to the

church."

Hawarden hoped that Mr. Gladstone would

be laid to rest amongst its dead in the church

yard, but that was not to be. So it cordially,

nay proudly, accepted the nation's will that

the Abbey should have his dust. But though

the dust has gone, the spirit still haunts that

quaint and old-world village on the Welsh

borders. The church doors are always open.

Here, in the dim red chancel, is the Gladstone

pew. This, we are told, is the very prayer-

book he used. It is an ancient tome, much

worn, with large letters which to fading eyes

would be very grateful. Close to Mr. Glad

stone's seat is the shining eagle of bras*; upon

whose extended wings, supported on the

usual pedestal, rests the Bible whose lessons

he was accustomed to read. They show you

a cross let into one of the pew desks. There

Archbishop Benson fell down in a fatal faint.

A brass tablet affixed to an adjacent column

informs the visitor of the fact

How old this fabric is none can say with

exactness, but yonder plate on the wall con

tains a list of rectors dating back for

hundreds of years. What changes have

taken place in this world since their voices

rang within these ancient walls ! But it is so

still in the hot noontide that one is scarcely

conscious of the life without. The cawing of

the rooks which wheel their flight above the

lofty elms and oaks in the rectory grounds;

the chatter of the starlings overhead in the

grey belfry tower; the rustling of the leafy

boughs which overhang the open doors ; the

murmur of the soft summer wind ; the hum

of bees; the distant laugh of children in the

meadowsâ��these are the only sounds which

speak of mortality.

In a little time this silence, so laden with

solemn thoughts, becomes insupportable,

and one goes quietly out and wanders for

awhile amongst the crumbling tombstones,

stained with centuries of storm and sun;

time has eaten out every letter : or moss

and lichen have filled up the records of the

past dwellers in Mr. Gladstone's village, who

went to their graves mute and inglorious.

There are sombre yews, churchyard shrubs in

abundance; rank grass grows everywhere. A

narrow, winding path brings you to the bury-

ing-ground of latter days, situated on an

eminence which commands a lovely prospect

of the Dee Valley, and the low hills over which

hangs the smoke of Liverpool. It is a great

sweep of sunlit verdure, with the famous

sands of Dee to relieve it

When Mr. Gladstone some years ago

opened the bridge which crosses the river the

story in the village goes that, pointing upwards

at this spot on which I am now standing, he

exclaimed with a lofty sweep of the arm :

" There I hope to lie at rest.'' Here come

creeping along two withered dames in white

mob-caps, warming their old blood in the

hot sun. They stop and croon about the day

when Mr. and Mrs. Gladstone were married

â��how many years ago ? Over 6fty.

Hereisthegrave-diggerâ��himself half-buried

in a grave just by the spot where Mr. Glad

stone would have lainâ��shovelling and holding

a Yorick-like discussion with a pitman in his

Sunday clothes. Something after this style

the conversation runs :â��

Pitman : " So they're taking him to West

minster Abbey !" bending over the grave.

Digger: " Aye," wiping his brow with the

back of his hand, then bending down again

to his work.

Pitman : " They didn't bury the Archbishop

(Benson) in th' Abbey !"

Digger: " He were a greater mon than an

archbishop," heaving a shovelful of gravel

on to the heap, and picking out a cockle-shell

or two.

Pitman : " A greater mon than an arch

bishop! How's that? An archbishop is

the head of the Church, and the Church is

o'er all !"

Digger : " Why, he made the Archbishop

an archbishop!"

Pitman : '' But when he'd made the Arch

bishop he raised him o'er his own self, didn't

he?"

Digger: " If he could make him he must

have been a greater mon, I tell you."

Pitman : " Noâ��no."

Digger: " Well, they're both i' Heaven

now, and I know which will show hisself

t'better mon o' two."

Exit Pitman.

Digger disappears in his pit
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" You met that sailor on the road ? "

"Yes, and I think he was one of them."

" One of whom ? "

" One of the folk that have come on the

fells. They are watchin' Greta House, and

Maister Maple is afeard of them. That's

why he wanted us to keep clear of them, and

that's why I've been a-trying to dodge 'em."

Here was something definite at last. Some

body of men were threatening my uncle.

The sailor was one of them. The man with

the peaked capâ��probably a sailor alsoâ��was

another. I bethought me of Stepney High

way and of the murderous assault made upon

my uncle there. Things were fitting them

selves into a connected shape in my mind

when a light twinkled over the fell, and my

guide informed me that it was Greta. The

place lay in a dip among the moors, so that

one was very near it before one saw it. A

short walk brought us up to the door.

I could see little of the building save

that the lamp which shone through a small

latticed window showed me dimly that it was

both long and lofty. The low door under an

overhanging lintel was loosely fitted, and

light was bursting out on each side of it.

The inmates of this lonely house appeared

to be keenly on their guard, for they had

heard our footsteps, and we were challenged

before we reached the door.

"Who is there?" cried a deep-booming

voice, and urgently, " Who is it, I say?"

"It's me, Maister Maple. I have brought

the gentleman."

There was a sharp click, and a small

wooden shutter flew open in the door.

The gleam of a lantern shone upon us for

a few seconds. Then the shutter closed

again; with a great rasping of locks and

clattering of bars, the door was opened, and

I saw my uncle standing framed in that vivid

yellow square cut out of the darkness.

He was a small, thick man, with a great

rounded, bald head and one thin border of

gingery curls. It was a fine head, the head

of a thinker, but his large white face was

heavy and commonplace, with a broad, loose-

lipped mouth and two hanging dewlaps on

either side of it. His eyes were small and

restless, and his light-coloured lashes were

continually moving. My mother had said

once that they reminded her of the legs of a

woodlouse, and I saw at the first glance what

she meant. I heard also that in Stepney he

had learned the language of his customers,

and I blushed for our kinship as I listened to

his villainous accent. " So, nephew," said

he, holding out his hand. " Come in,

come in, man, quick, and don't leave the

door open. Your mother said you were

grown a big lad, and, my word, she 'as a

right to say so. 'Ere's a 'alf-crown for you,

William, and you can go back again. Put

the things down. 'Ere, Enoch, take Mr.

John's things, and see that 'is supper is on

the table."

As my uncle, after fastening the door,

turned to show me into the sitting-room, I

became aware of his most striking peculiarity.

The injuries which he had received some

years ago had, as I have already remarked,

left one leg several inches shorter than the

other. To atone for this he wore one of

those enormous wooden soles to his boots

which are prescribed by surgeons in such

cases. He walked without a limp, but his

tread on the stone flooring made a curious

clack-click, clack-click, as the wood and the

leather alternated. Whenever he moved it

was to the rhythm of this singular Castanet.

The great kitchen, with its huge fireplace

and carved settle corners, showed that this

dwelling was an oldtime farmhouse. On one

side of the room a line of boxes stood all

corded and packed. The furniture was scant

and plain, but on a trestle-table in the centre

some supper, cold meat, bread, and a jug of

beer, was laid for me. An elderly manservant,

as manifest a Cockney as his master, waited

upon me, while my uncle, sitting in a corner,

asked me many questions as to my mother

and myself. When my meal was finished he

ordered his man Enoch to unpack my gun.

I observed that two other guns, old, rusted

weapons, were leaning against the wall beside

the window.

" It's the window I'm afraid of," said my

uncle, in the deep, reverberant voice which

contrasted oddly with his plump little figure.

" The door's safe against anythin' short of

dynamite, but the window's a terror. Hi!

hi ! " he yelled, " don't walk across the

light! You can duck when you pass the

lattice."

" For fear of being seen ? " I asked.

" For fear of bein' shot, my lad. That's

the trouble. Now, come an' sit beside me

on the trestle 'ere, and I'll tell you all about

it, for I see that you are the right sort and

can be trusted."

His flattery was clumsy and halting, and

it was evident that he was very eager to con

ciliate me. I sat down beside him, and he

drew a folded paper from his pocket. It was

a Western Morning News, and the date was

ten days before. The passage over which he

pressed a long, blr.ck nail was concerned with
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the release from Dartmoor of a convict

named Elias, whose term of sentence had

been remitted on account of his defence of

a warder who had been attacked in the

quarries. The whole account was only a few

lines long.

" Who is he, then ? " I asked.

My uncle cocked his distorted foot into

the air. " That's 'is mark !" said he. " 'E

THAT s is MARK! SAID HF.

was doin' time for that,

after me again."

" Police are no use," said he. " It's you

that can help me."

" What can I do ? "

" I'll tell you. I'm going to move. That's

what all these boxes are for. Everything

will soon be packed and ready. I 'ave

friends at Leeds, and I shall be safer

there. Not safe, mind you, but safer. I

start to-morrow evening, and if you will

stand by me until then

I will make it worth

your while. There's only

Enoch and me to do

everything, but we shall

'ave it all ready, I promise

you, by to-morrow evening.

The cart will be round

then, and you and me

and Enoch and the boy

William can guard the

things as far as Congleton

station. Did you see any

thing of them on the

fells ? "

"Yes," said I; "a sailor

stopped us on the way."

" Ah, I knew they were

watching us. That was

why I asked you to get

out at the wrong station

and to drive to Purcell's

instead of comin' 'ere.

We are blockadedâ��that's

the word."

"And there

another," said I, "

with a pipe."

was

a man

" What was 'e like ? "

Now 'e's out an' " Thin face, freckles, a peaked-

" But why should he be after you ? "

" Because 'e wants to kill me. Because

e'll never rest, the worrying devil, until 'e 'as

'ad 'is revenge on me. It's this way, nephew !

I've no secrets from you. 'E thinks I've

wronged 'im. For argument's sake we'll

suppose I 'ave wronged 'im. And now 'im

and 'is friends are after me."

" Who are his friends ? "

My uncle's boom sank suddenly to a

frightened whisper. " Sailors ! " said he.

" I knew they would come when I saw that

'ere paper, and two days ago I looked through

that window and three of them was standin'

lookin' at the 'ouse. It was after that that I

wrote to your mother. They've marked me

down, and they're waitin' for 'im."

" But why not send for the police ? "

My uncle's eyes avoided mine.

My uncle gave a hoarse scream.

"That's 'im ! that's 'im ! 'e's come ! God

be merciful to me, a sinner!" He went

click-clacking about the room with his great

foot like one distracted. There was some

thing piteous and baby-like in that big, bald

head, and for the first time I felt a gush of

pity for him.

" Come, uncle," said I, " you are living

in a civilized land. There is a law that

will bring these gentry to order. Let me

drive over to the county police-station to

morrow morning and I'll soon set things

right."

But he shook his head at me.

"'E's cunning and 'e's cruel," said he. "I

can't draw a breath without thinking of him,

cos 'e buckled up three of my ribs. 'E'll kill

me this time, sure. There's only one chance.

We must leave what we 'ave not packed, and
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we must be off first thing to-morrow mornin'.

Great God, what's that! "

A tremendous knock upon the door had

reverberated through the house, and then

another and another. An iron fist seemed

to be beating upon it. My uncle collapsed

into his chair. I seized a gun and ran to the

door.

" Who's there ? " I shouted.

There was no answer.

I opened the shutter and looked out.

No one was there.

And then suddenly I saw that a long slip

of paper was protruding through the slit of

the door. I held it to the light. In rude

but vigorous handwriting the message ran :â��

" Put them out on the doorstep and save

your skin."

" What do they want? " I asked, as I read

him the message.

" What they'll never 'ave ! No, by the

Lord, never ! " he cried, with a fine burst of

spirit. " 'Ere, Enoch ! Enoch ! "

The old fellow came running to the call.

" Enoch, I've been a good master to you

all my life, and it's your turn now. Will you

take a risk for me ? "

I thought better of my uncle when I saw

how readily the man consented. Whomever

else he had wronged, this one at least seemed

to love him.

" Put your cloak on and your 'at, Enoch,

and out with you by the back door. You

know the way across the moor to the Purcells'.

Tell them that I must 'ave the cart first thing

in the mornin', and that Purcell must come

with the shepherd as well. We must get

clear of this or we are done. First thing in

the mornin', Enoch, and ten pound for the

job. Keep the black cloak on and move

slow, and they will never see you. We'll

keep the 'ouse till you come back."

It was a job for a brave man to venture

out into the vague and invisible dangers of

the fell, but the old servant took it as the

most ordinary of messages. Picking his long,

black cloak and his soft hat from the hook

behind the door, he was ready on the instant.

We extinguished the small lamp in the back

passage, softly unbarred the back door, slipped

him out, and barred it up again. Looking

through the small hall window, I saw his

black garments merge instantly into the

night.

" It is but a few hours before the light

comes, nephew," said my uncle, after he had

tried all the bolts and bars. " You shall

never regret this night's work. If we come

through safely it will be the making of you.

Vol. xvi.-62.

Stand by me till mornin'. and I stand by you

while there's breath in my body. The cart

will be 'ere by five. What isn't ready we

can afford to leave be'ind. We've only to

load up and make for the early train at

Congleton."

" Will they let us pass ? "

" In broad daylight they dare not stop us.

There will be six of us, if they all come, and

three guns. We can fight our way through.

Where can they get guns, common, wander

ing seamen ? A pistol or two at the most.

If we can keep them out for a few hours we

are safe. Enoch must be 'alfway to Purcell's

by now."

" But what do these sailors want ?" I

repeated. " You say yourself that you

wronged them."

A look of mulish obstinacy came over his

large, white face.

" Don't ask questions, nephew, and just

do what I ask you," said he. " Enoch won't

come back. 'Ell just bide there and

come with the cart. 'Ark, what is that ? "

A distant cry rang from out of the darkness,

and then another one, short and sharp like

the wail of the curlew.

" It's Enoch !" said my uncle, gripping

my arm. " They're killin' poor old Enoch."

The cry came again, much nearer, and I

heard the sound of hurrying steps and a

shrill call for help.

" They are after 'im !" cried my uncle,

rushing to the front door. He picked up

the lantern and flashed it through the little

shutter. Up the yellow funnel of light

a man was running frantically, his head

bowed and a black cloak fluttering behind

him. The moor seemed to be alive with

dim pursuers.

" The bolt! The bolt!" gasped my uncle.

He pushed it back whilst I turned the key,

and we swung the door open to admit the

fugitive. He dashed in and turned at once

with a long yell of triumph. " Come on,

lads ! Tumble up, all hands, tumble up !

Smartly there, all of you ! "

It was so quickly and neatly done that we

were taken by storm before we knew that we

were attacked. The passage was full of

rushing sailors. I slipped out of the clutch

of one and ran for my gun, but it was only

to crash down on to the stone floor an

instant later with two of them holding on to

me. They were so deft and quick that my

hands were lashed together even while I

struggled, and I was dragged into the settle

corner, unhurt but very sore in spirit at the

cunning with which our defences had been
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forced and the ease with which we had been

overcome. They had not even troubled to

bind my uncle, but he had been pushed into

his chair, and the guns had been taken away.

He sat with a very white face, his homely

figure and absurd row of curls looking

curiously out of place amongst the wild

figures who sur

rounded him.

There were six

of them, all

evidently sailors.

One I recognised

as the man with

the earrings

whom I had

already met upon

the road that

evening. They

were all fine,

weather-bronzed,

be whiskered

fellows. In the

midst of them,

leaning against

the table, was

the freckled man

who had passed

me on the moor.

The great black

cloak which poor

Enoch had taken

out with him was

still hanging from

his shoulders.

He was of a very

different type

from the others

â�� crafty, cruel,

dangerous, with

sly, thoughtful

eyes which

gloated over my

uncle. They

suddenly turned

.

We'll beat the life out of you if you don't

give back what you've stolen. Where are

they ? I know you never parted with them."

My uncle pursed up his lips and shook

his head, with a face in which his fear and

his obstinacy contended.

" Won't tell, won't you ? We'll see about

that! Get him

ready, Jim ! "

THK PASSAGE WAS KUI.L OF HUSHING SAILOKS.

themselves upon me, and I never knew how

one's skin can creep at a man's glance before.

" Who are you ? " he asked, " Speak out,

or we'll find a way to make you."

" I am Mr. Stephen Maple's nephew, come

to visit him."

" You are, are you ? Well, I wish you joy

of your uncle and of your visit too. Quick's

the word, lads, for we must be aboard before

morning. What shall we do with the old

'un?"

"Trice him up Yankee fashion and give

him six dozen," said one of the seamen.

" D'you hear, you cursed Cockney thief ?

One of the

seamen seized

my uncle, and

pulled his coat

and shirt over his

shoulders. He

sat lumped in his

chair, his body

all creased into

white rolls which

shivered with

cold and with

terror.

" Up with him

to those hooks."

There were

rows of them

along the walls

where the

smoked meat

used to be hung.

The seamen tied

my uncle by the

wrists to two of

these. Then

one of them un

did his leather

belt.

" The buckle

end, Jim," said

the captain.

" Give him the

buckle."

"You co wards,"

I cried; " to beat

an old man ! "

" We'll beat a young one next," said he_

with a malevolent glance at my corner

" Now, Jim, cut a wad out of him ! "

" Give him one more chance ! " cried one

of the seamen.

" Aye, aye," growled one or two others.

" Give the swab a chance !"

" If you turn soft, you may give them up

for ever," said the captain. " One thing or

the other ! You must lash it out of him; or,

you may give up what you took such pains to

win and what would make you gentlemen for

lifeâ��every man of you. There's nothing

else for it. Which shall it be ? "
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" Let him have it!" they cried, savagely.

" Then stand clear ! " The buckle of the

man's belt whined savagely as he whirled it

over his shoulder.

But my uncle cried out before the blow

fell.

" I can't stand it!" he cried. " Let me

down!"

" Where are they, then ? "

" I'll show you if you'll let me down."

They cast off the handkerchiefs and he

pulled his coat over his fat, round shoulders.

The seamen stood round him, the most

intense curiosity and excitement upon their

swarthy faces.

" No gammon ! " cried the man with the

freckles. " We'll kill you joint by joint if

you try to fool us. Now then ! Where are

they ? "

" In my bedroom."

" Where is that ? "

" The room above."

" Whereabouts ? "

" In the corner of the oak ark by the bed."

The seamen all rushed to the

stair, but the captain called them

back.

" We don't leave this cunning

old fox behind us. Ha, your face

drops at that, does it ? By the

Lord, I believe you are trying to

slip your anchor. Here, lads,

make him fast and take him

along ! "

With a confused trampling of

feet they rushed up the stairs,

dragging my uncle in the midst of

them. For an instant I was alone.

My hands were tied but not my

feet. If I could find my way

across the moor I might rouse

the police and intercept these

rascals before they could reach

the sea. For a moment 1 hesi

tated as to whether I should

leave my uncle alone in such a plight. But

I should be of more service to himâ��or, at

the worst, to his propertyâ��if I went than if

I stayed. I rushed to the hall door, and as

I reached it I heard a yell above my head,

a shattering, splintering noise, and then amid

a chorus of shouts a huge weight fell with a

horrible thud at my very feet. Never while I

live will that squelching thud pass out of my

ears. And there, just in front of me, in the

lane of light cast by the open door, lay my

unhappy uncle, his bald head twisted on to

one shoulder, like the wrung neck of a

chicken. It needed but a glance to see

that his spine was broken and that he was

dead.

The gang of seamen had rushed down

stairs so quickly that they were clustered at

the door and crowding all round me almost

as soon as I had realized what had occurred.

" It's no doing of ours, mate," said one of

them to me. " He hove himself through the

IT'S NO DOING OF OURS, MATE,' SAID ONB OF THEM."

window, and that's the truth. Don't you put

it down to us."

" He thought he could get to windward of

us if once he was out in the dark, you see,"

said another. " But he came head foremost

and broke his bloomin' neck."

" And a blessed good job too ! " cried the

chief, with a savage oath. " I'd have done it

for him if he hadn't took the lead. Don't

make any mistake, my lads, this is murder,

and we're all in it together. There's only one

way out of it, and that is to hang together,

unless, as the saying goes, you mean to hang

apart. There's only one witness "
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He looked at me with his malicious little

eyes, and I saw that he had something that

gleamedâ��either a knife or a revolverâ��in the

breast of his pea-jacket. Two of the men

slipped between us.

"Stow that, Captain Elias," said one of

them. " If this old man met his end it is

through no fault of ours. The worst we ever

meant him was to take some of the skin off

his back. But as to this young fellow, we

have no quarrel with him "

" You fool, you may have no quarrel with

him, but he has his quarrel with you. He'll

swear your life away if you don't silence his

tongue. It's his life or ours, and don't you

make any mistake."

" Aye, aye, the skipper has the longest head

of any of us. Better do what he tells you,"

cried another.

But my champion, who was the fellow with

the earrings, covered me with his own broad

chest and swore roundly that no one should

lay a finger on me. The others were equally

divided, and my fate might have been the

cause of a quarrel between them when sud

denly the captain gave a cry of delight and

amazement which was taken up by the whole

gang. I followed their eyes and outstretched

fingers, and this was what I saw.

My uncle was lying with his legs out

stretched, and the club foot was that which

was furthest from us. All round this foot

a dozen brilliant objects were twinkling

and flashing in the yellow light which

streamed from the open door. The captain

caught up the lantern and held it to the

pla -e. The huge sole of his boot had been

shattered in the fall, and it was clear now

that it had been a hollow box in which he

stowed his valuables, for the path was all

sprinkled with precious stones. Three which

I saw were of an unusual size, and as many

as forty, I should think, of fair value. The

seamen had cast themselves down and were

greedily gathering them up, when my friend

with the earrings plucked me by the sleeve.

" Here's your chance, mate," he \vhispered.

" Off you go before worse comes of it."

It was a timely hint, and it did not take

me long to act upon it. A few cautious steps

and I had passed unobserved beyond the

circle of light. Then I set off running, falling

and rising and falling again, for no one who

has not tried it can tell how hard it is to run

over uneven ground with hands which are

fastened together. I ran and ran, until for

want of breath I could no longer put one

foot before the other. But I need not have

hurried so, for when I had gone a long way I

stopped at last to breathe, and, looking back,

I could still see the gleam of the lantern far

away, and the outline of the seamen who

squatted round it. Then at last this single

point of light went suddenly out, and the

whole great moor was left in the thickest

darkness.

So deftly was I tied, that it took me a long

half-hour and a broken tooth before I got my

hands free. My idea was to make my way

across to the PurcelPs farm, but north was

the same as south under that pitchy sky, and

for hours I wandered among the rustling,

scuttling sheep without any certainty as to

where I was going. When at last there came

a glimmer in the east, and the undulating

fells, grey with the morning mist, rolled once

more to the horizon, I recognised that I was

close by Purcell's farm, and there a little in

front of me I was startled to see another

man walking in the same direction. At first

I approached him warily, but before I over

took him I knew by the bent back and

tottering step that it was Enoch, the old

servant, and right glad I was to see that he

was living. He had been knocked down,

beaten, and his cloak and hat taken away by

these ruffians, and all night he had wandered

in the darkness, like myself, in search of help.

He burst into tears when I told him of his

master's death, and sat hiccoughing with the

hard, dry sobs of an old man among the

stones upon the moor.

" It's the men of the Black Mogul" he

said. " Yes, yes, I knew that they would be

the end of !im."

" Who are they ? " I asked.

" Well, well, you are one of 'is own folk,"

said he. " 'E 'as passed away; yes, yes, it

is all over and done. I can tell you about

it, no man better, but mum's the word with

old Enoch unless master wants 'im to speak.

But his own nephew who came to 'elp 'im in

the hour of needâ��yes, yes, Mister John, you

ought to know.

"It was like this, sir. Your uncle'ad'is

grocer's business at Stepney, but 'e 'ad

another business also. 'E would buy as well

as sell, and when 'e bought 'e never asked no

questions where the stuff came from. Why

should 'e ? It wasn't no business of 'is, was

it? If folk brought 'im a stone or a silver

plate, what was it to 'im where they got it ?

That's good sense, and it ought to be good

law, as I 'old. Any'ow, it was good enough

for us at Stepney.

" Well, there was a steamer came from

South Africa what foundered at sea. At least,

they say so, and Lloyd's paid the money. She
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you quote, almost instinctively, the opening

line of one of the hymns Mr. Gladstone loved

so well ?â��" Peace, perfect peace, in this dark

world of sin."

Over at the castle the master lay dead;

the Union Jack was floating half-mast high

from the ruined tower; the village, the

country-side, the nationâ��nay, the civilized

worldâ��was in mourning for him, and here,

in the very presence of death, there was

nothing of the "sadness of farewell," only

" peace, perfect peace." Mr. Gladstone's own

friends felt it

so ; we, the

strangers with

in the gate,

could not help

but feel it, and

never more

strongly than

that May after

noon when we

stood among

the tiny graves

on the hill

side.

There are

quite a number

of these small

mounds, and

over each of

them is placed

a simple granite

stone with an

i n scri ption.

One of these

stones, the

largest, dates

back twenty

years. It was

placed there,

in 1878, "in

memory of

three favourite dogs, who died within a few

weeks of each other and are here buried."

Mosses have crept round the stone, tall

grasses wave over it, and the leverets play

their baby games about it. It is getting some

what difficult to make out the second part of

the inscription on this stone, but we had the

valuable assistance of an old village dame

whose husband had been a woodman on the

estate, and who knew every nook and corner

in the park. She showed us, by example and

precept (which, of course, we humbly fol

lowed), how by dint of a little rubbing and

scouring the text might be laid bare. It was

this : " When Thou hidest Thy face they are

troubled, when Thou takest away their breath

they die, and are turned again to their

dust."

Next, there is a small stone, with no other

inscription than this: "Toby, 1881," but

our friendly guide remembers Toby well.

" She was a dear little dog, and a great pet

with the ladies," she tells us, and then, by

contrast, she points to another stone, on

which the writing is still quite distinct.

"Sheila. Died July yth, 1886," and below,

" Ask now the Reason, and they shall teach

thee." Sheila, it seems, was one of the biggest

MR. GLADSTONE AND PETZ.

dogs that ever

was made a pet

of at Hawarden

Castle, and

"everybody

was afraid of

the creature,"

we learn.

There is one

other little

gravestone.

;â�¢ Peggy, 1884,"

is engraved

upon it. Then

comes the

grave of little

P e t z, Mr.

Gladstone's

constant com

panion during

the last ten

years of his life.

How pretty it

was to see him

trotting at his

master's heels

through Haw

arden Park, on

the long, lonely,

silent rambles

which the two

took together. Petz, loveliest of small

black Pomeranians, just bristled with im

portance and with pride. Where Mr. Glad

stone was there Petz was also; in the Temple

of Peace he lay at his feet, following yon

intruder wiih his keen, watchful eye. In the

dining-room he expected his biscuit from the

master's hand ; in the drawing - room he

reposed before the fire, in sociable mood ; at

St. Deniol's library, when Mr. Gladstone sat

reading in the corner and no one dared

disturb him, Petz, when he considered that

the horses must be kept waiting no longer,

pushed his little cold nose against the master's

hand, and suggested an immediate adjourn

ment of the sitting. Petz's vitality and energy
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S two newspaper correspondents

whose duty it was, with many other

journalists and artists, to chronicle

t h e

s tory

of that mournful

â�¢week at Hawar-

den when all the

world was think

ing of the great

statesman, we had

many a gossip

with the plain

and kindly folk

who dwell in

Mr. Gladstone's

village.

They were full

of homely little

stories and inci

dents relating to

the "old gentle

man," as they

often called him.

Though so great

in the eyes of the

world the village,

long accustomed

to his simple

habits and his

homely ways, re

garded him as

one of them

selves, and never

bothered him with genuflexion or wordly

homage. But though they are very blunt

and outspoken in these parts, their sincere

and genuine affection for him

always showed itself very

strongly.

MR. GLADSTONE AND THE COBBLER.

"I've often seen him bring

his own shoes to be mended,"

quoth the village cobbler, a

hale old man himself. " There

was no pride about him. My !

he used to cut 'em about some

thing awful with his axes."

"Indeed !"

"He was

always so hearty

like, and always

fond of asking

questions, if he

thought you

could tell him

something use

ful."

"Whatâ��about

leather ? "

"Ah! he knew

a lot about

leather. I re

member once

leather had gone

upâ��there was a

war on, or some

thing. If leather

went up so did
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soles and uppers. He couldn't make it

out why shoe-mending should be only four

shillings one month and five shillings another,

and one morning he comes in, just as you

might, and says, ' Bellis, how is this ? '

pointing to my bill. ' Well,' says I, ' leather's

up.' 'Oh!' says he, 'how's that?' And

then I explained how it come about. He

was always very curious -whether it was

about leather, or gardening, or cattle."

This devouring interest in leather and the

common life about him no doubt accounts

for the marvellous range of Mr. Gladstone's

knowledge, and his ability to speak so as to

thoroughly interest his hearers upon almost

any subject. This little incident throws a

strong light upon his investigating instincts

â��upon his passioti for going to the root

of the matter. The fact that though he

was a very great and powerful man, who

lived in a castle and had a retinue of

servants to supply his wants, he was willing

to carry his own shoes to be mended,

and then take them away againâ��tucked

under his arm, mind you, not concealed in a

neat paper parcelâ��illustrates another side of

his character. Though it certainly impressed

us who dwelt in luxurious city much more

than the child of Natureâ��that is the hale old

man whose privilege it had been to cover

Mr. Gladstone's feet with leather for many

years â�� he was much more tickled by that

eminent financier's sharpness in detecting a

rise in prices ; and yet, such a mysterious

mixture is human nature, a tear trembled in

his eye as he talked.

Another story told by a village dame of

how, when striding up the hill one day, he

relieved her little girl of a heavy pail of water,

illustrates still another side of himâ��his kind

ness of heart. Another, related by a good

woman who had travelled many miles to see

his coffin as it lay in Hawarden Church,

shows how apparently small things leave a

profound and life-long impression upon many

natures. She was one of a huge audienceâ��

some twenty thousand peopleâ��whom Mr.

Gladstone had been addressing in the old

Cloth Hall at Leeds. After his tremendous

effort, he sat down evidently exhausted, and

Mrs. Gladstone at once enveloped him in the

very face of the multitude with her shawl, lest

he should take a chill. Cheer after cheer

saluted this homely incident, which took

place many years ago, but is still fresh in this

good woman's memory.

Another incident, illustrating his constitu

tional fearlessness, is told with much glee.

During some fierce crisis (Irish troubles),

he was guarded by a posse of police, and

was always followed by a detective or two.

The story goes that, hating this espionage

more than he feared assassination, he got so

angry one day that he suddenly turned

round, jumped a series of walls and hedges,

and disappeared from view.

Mr. Gladstone's village climbs up a steepish

hill, which begins at the lodge of the castle,

to the summit by the park gates, winds past

Hawarden Church, and quietly straggles to

an end in the branching high roads. At first

sight there is absolutely nothing of the ideal

village about it. No picturesque detached

cottages nestling under fruit-trees in the

quaint irregularity that artists love. The

white winding road is bordered on either side

by a row of strongly-built stone cottages, into

the best and only parlour of most of which

you enter as soon as you open the front

door. It is true, most of the cottages have

windows with small leaded, diamond-shaped

panes, through which the room within and

the world without somehow look cosier and

less stern than seen through the large

modern sheets of glass. At the back of

these little houses there are small old-world

flower-gardens with rosemary and tiger-lilies

and sweet clove pinks, and heartsease and

showers of roses (not over-cultivated) bloom

ing all through the summer. And beyond

the garden walls, on the side adjoining the

park, the tall old elms look down upon the

cottagers, and the doings of the great army

of rooksâ��" Mr. Gladstone's canaries," as

they are called at Hawardenâ��are of constant

interest and importance in this village of

few excitements and events.

Thus it happens that at first the sole

interest of the place is centred in the

castle, and in that glorious park which

belongs almost as much to the village as

to the Gladstone family, by reason of its

great gates being nearly always wide open

to one and all. But wait till you have lived

in Hawarden village for a week, and your

impression of its attractions will rise by

leaps and bounds. Wait till the natives,

having observed your doings for awhile, begin

to account you a friend; till those under

whose hospitable cottage-roof you may have

been received await your home-coming at

night-time, and invite you to sit in the old

arm-chair of the spotless little kitchen, where

the perfume of the tiny flower-garden comes

in through the open, doors and windows; till

you are initiated in the joys and sorrows

of the hour; till you have listened to

the stories of Hawarden fifty years ago,
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each one of which stories opens with

the formula, "Now I'll tell ye"â��; wait till

every villager, as you pass his door in

the morning, gives you a friendly greeting

and honours you by treating you as a friend

â��and you will no longer think Hawarden an

uninteresting or ugly village. To me it

seemed, after a week, as if I had never come

across a place so unaffectedly and gracefully

primitive since years ago I was at Heligoland,

where mine host and his lady, sitting in their

cottage drawing-room in the pink dusk of

the summer night, made inquiries as to

whether I, hailing from the British Isles,

was not an intimate friend of "the Browns

in England, who lived next door to the

church."

Hawarden hoped that Mr. Gladstone would

be laid to rest amongst its dead in the church

yard, but that was not to be. So it cordially,

nay proudly, accepted the nation's will that

the Abbey should have his dust. But though

the dust has gone, the spirit still haunts that

quaint and old-world village on the Welsh

borders. The church doors are always open.

Here, in the dim red chancel, is the Gladstone

pew. This, we are told, is the very prayer-

book he used. It is an ancient tome, much

worn, with large letters which to fading eyes

would be very grateful. Close to Mr. Glad

stone's seat is the shining eagle of bras-; upon

whose extended wings, supported on the

usual pedestal, rests the Bible whose lessons

he was accustomed to read. They show you

a cross let into one of the pew desks. There

Archbishop Benson fell down in a fatal faint.

A brass tablet affixed to an adjacent column

informs the visitor of the fact.

How old this fabric is none can say with

exactness, but yonder plate on the wall con

tains a list of rectors dating back for

hundreds of years. What changes have

taken place in this world since their voices

rang within these ancient walls ! But it is so

still in the hot noontide that one is scarcely

conscious of the life without. The cawing of

the rooks which wheel their flight above the

lofty elms and oaks in the rectory grounds;

the chatter of the starlings overhead in the

grey belfry tower; the rustling of the leafy

boughs which overhang the open doors ; the

murmur of the soft summer wind ; the hum

of bees; th-: distant laugh of children in the

meadowsâ��these are the only sounds which

speak of mortality.

In a little time this silence, so laden with

solemn thoughts, becomes insupportable,

and one goes quietly out and wanders for

awhile amongst the crumbling tombstones,

stained with centuries of storm and sun;

time has eaten out every letter; or moss

and lichen have filled up the records of the

past dwellers in Mr. Gladstone's village, who

went to their graves mute and inglorious.

There are sombre yews, churchyard shrubs in

abundance; rank grass grows everywhere. A

narrow, winding path brings you to the bury-

ing-ground of latter days, situated on an

eminence which commands a lovely prospect

of the Dee Valley, and the low hills over which

hangs the smoke of Liverpool. It is a great

sweep of sunlit verdure, with the famous

sands of Dee to relieve it.

When Mr. Gladstone some years ago

opened the bridge which crosses the river the

story in the village goes that, pointing upwards

at this spot on which I am now standing, he

exclaimed with a lofty sweep of the arm :

"There I hope to lie at rest." Here come

creeping along two withered dames in white

mob-caps, warming their old blood in the

hot sun. They stop and croon about the day

when Mr. and Mrs. Gladstone were married

â��how many years ago? Over fifty.

Here is thegrave-diggerâ��himself half-buried

in a grave just by the spot where Mr. Glad

stone would have lain â��shovelling and holding

a Yorick-like discussion with a pitman in his

Sunday clothes. Something after this style

the conversation runs :â��

Pitman: "So they're taking him to West

minster Abbey !" bending over the grave.

Digger : " Aye," wiping his brow with the

back of his hand, then bending down again

to his work.

Pitman : " They didn't bury the Archbishop

(Benson) in th' Abbey !"

Digger: " He were a greater mon than an

archbishop," heaving a shovelful of gravel

on to the heap, and picking out a cockle-shell

or two.

Pitman : " A greater mon than an arch

bishop ! How's that ? An archbishop is

the head of the Church, and the Church is

o'er all ! "

Digger: " Why, he made the Archbishop

an archbishop! "

Pitman : " But when he'd made the Arch

bishop he raised him o'er his own self, didn't

he?"

Digger: " If he could make him he must

have been a greater mon, I tell you."

Pitman : "No--no."

Digger: " Well, they're both i' Heaven

now, and I know which will show hissclf

t'better mon o' two."

Exit Pitman.

Digger disappears in his pit
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The cronies, having

solemnly stood by and lis

tened to the suggestive

dialogue, toddled away to

admire the crown of lilies

which lay on the sombre

tombstone of Sir Stephen

(Wynne's grave under the old churchyard

tree. But we lingered on, at the foot of

the small grave that was being prepared for

the burial of a village child. The grave-

digger's genial face, as well as the sunlit

peace of the spot, were more attractive just

then than anything going on outside the

gates of Mr. Gladstone's village cemetery.

Presently, from out of the depths, the cheery

voice came up again, explaining the whole

art and science of gravedigging in a soil of

yellow sand. It was easier work "than

digging out clay, to be sure, but you had

to know what you were about, lest the walls

of the little house you were building should

fall in and you should be buried in the

grave you had been digging for another.

He had stories in plenty to tell about the

strange things he and others before him had

found embedded in the sandy soil. Years,

years ago a great crucifix of black oak had

been dug out, and he himself found pieces of

ancient oak even now. Then there were bits

of prehistoric potter)', fashioned, no doubt, by

the children of a thousand years ago. Here,

'indeed, in this spade of sand, there was a

piece of the very oak he was a-telling of, and

in the afternoon, when we returned to gaze

upon the muffled bells while the grave-digger

tolled the minute bell, he presented me with

a fragment of ancient earthenware, another of

the treasures to be dug up in Hawarden

Churchyard.

Unlike the natives of some districts in the
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North, the inhabitants of Hawarden are easily

persuaded into a friendly chat. You have

but to suggest a subject of local interest, and

you need have no fear of a rebuff. At the

time when we were at Hawarden, the all-

absorbing interest was, of course, that of Mr.

Gladstone's life and death. Chiefly, however,

it was of his life they spoke, of the point of

view from which they knew him, which was

very different from the point of view of the

wide world. They mourned not so much

the statesman and the deep thinker, but their

"old gentleman," the chief villager, who

"had no nonsense about him," and whose

doings when he was at home and about

amused and interested every member of the

community.

Our grave-digger, leaning on_ his spade,

deep in the grave, and looking up at us with

the perspiration streaming down his bron/ed,

handsome face, pointed to the old trees in

the rectory grounds, over there, behind the

church. That was the only place where he

had ever known Mr. Gladstone to be beaten

when he was cutting down a tree. Yes,

.before he became a grave-digger he was a

woodman on the estate, and hadn't the old

gentleman and he done many and many a

job together? Mr. Gladstone would select

a tree, and then he would set to work without
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BOTTOM OF THE SHAFT.

receive information and instruction while

reclining on a mushroom bed, in a place

where you can't sit up, much less stand, is

not one's idea of the pleasures of a jour

nalistic career.

The culture of the mushroom, although

now carried on all over France, originated

in Paris, and there it has been brought to

such a state of perfection that it forms

an important industry.

Disused stone quarries are utilized for these

mushroom gar

dens, the interiors

of which may be

compared to vast

rock, temples,

with galleries

radiating in every

direction. These

caves are divided

among different

owners, and are

under Govern

ment supervision

and are periodi

cally inspected.

These inspections

do not really

amount to much,

for only the

owners them

selves are familiar

with the winding

passages, and

without their

direction and

guidance no super

vision would be

possible.

Among the

ancients, who well

understood the use

of hot-beds, there

were three methods

of cultivating this

delicacy. The first

consisted in fre

quently watering

the stump of a fig-

tree well covered

with manure;

second, in water

ing the stump of a

black poplar with

wine and water ;

third, in frequently

watering the soil

with water in

which laurel leaves

had been boiled. These methods could

not, of course, propagate mushrooms of

themselves, but would facilitate their pro

pagation.

Mushroom-growing is very expensive at

first to the cultivators. The most perfect

cleanliness has to be observed near the beds,

which are about 2zin. high and about the

same in diameter; they are covered over with

silver sand and a whitish clay, and run in paral

lel lines, with only a narrow path between

PREPARING BEDSâ��FIRST STACK,
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wanted coffee, and the missus had her hands

full, I can tell you. Didn't they just make

theirselves at home, laughing and joking, and

thinking everything so nice, and looking over

the whole place, while waiting for their

refreshments! And when the coffee was

ready, and they were just going to sit down

to it, there was no Mr. Gladstone to be

found. Where in the world had he gone?

What had become of him ? While they were

al! calling for him, his voice came up from

the kitchen, saying that he had found out the

best place in the whole house, and he

was going to stick to it ! And there

he sat, in the wooden arm-chair in the

kitchen, a-talking to the missus just as if it

.

"THERE HE SAT IN THE WOODEN ARM-CHAIR A-TAI.KING TO THE MISSUS.

was you, and he took his coffee there, and

enjoyed hisself. And wasn't the missus just

pleased with the old gentleman !

During the memorable week in which Mr.

Gladstone died the little village post-office

served as the symbol of the throbbing heart

of the great world without. Hawarden itself

was as peaceful and silent as could be, and

no stranger passing through it would ever

have thought that the eyes of the globe were

gazing sadly upon it. But within the four

walls of this humble cottageâ��for it is no

moreâ��the click of the telegraph instruments

seldom ceased. On ordinary occasions it is

scarcely necessary to say that the calls upon

it were few. Now a large staff of operators

from Liverpool had taken possession of it

and fitted up their mystic apparatus in every

corner, even in the private apartments of

Mr. Jones, the postmaster. At night, when

dozens of journalists flooded it with their

thousands and thousands of words detailing

the news of the day to every part of the

globe, the scene often beggared description.

At the counter the chief of the staff received

each dispatch, put his mark to it, and handed

it over to be forwarded. In a minute you

saw the words converted into holes which

rather resembled a blind man's book printed

on paper tape. Miles and miles of it lay in

coils upon the floor, awaiting its turn to be

put into the mouth

of the transmitter

which forwards it

automatically.

Click, clickâ��thump,

thumpâ��from a

score and more of

instruments : never

before had that little

post - office heard

such a din and

clatter ! Between

nine o'clock and

midnight this was

the sight of the

village, which con

gregated in the

street without and

hung at the win

dows, peering in at

the eerie sight. The

candles, guttering in

necks of bottles, the

lamps, which lighted

the sweating opera

tors, cast upon the

faces of the specta

tors a lurid light

which gave them quite a ghostly look.

Nevertheless, there were odd spells when the

wires rested. This was generally in the small

hours of the morning. It was during one of

these, about i a.m., that the weary post

master told me how Mr. Gladstone once

stopped the Irish Mail. The story sounded

quite melodramatic, I can assure you. It

happened a good many years ago, when

communication was not so easy as it is now,

that Mr. Gladstone received a command to

see the Queen. What the nature of the

business we will leave to conjecture. We

must suppose it to have been urgent. At all

events it was found that unless he travelled
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by the Irish Mail his arrival in London

would be inconveniently delayed. Accord

ingly Mr. Gladstone drove to the nearest

signal-station, climbed into the box, and asked

the man in charge to stop the mail. Said

the signalman : " No, sir ; I'm afraid I can't."

" Oh ! " replied Mr. Gladstone, took thought

for a moment, and then went on : " Which is

the lever ? " " This." " Is that her coming ? "

" Yes." And down went the lever, to a

reluctant standstill came the Irishman, and

in got Mr. Gladstone. I heard the story

again, this time from a real signalman. It is

well proved, at all events.

The landlady of the Glynne Arms tells a

very amusing story of an incident which took

place in the large dining-room of that estab

lishment, so well known to tourists and hero-

worshippers who make the pilgrimage to Mr.

Gladstone's village. It is but a barely-furnished

chamber, with a couch or two, a substantial

sideboard, a large number of rather hard

chairs, a table of great length, a few prints, por

traits and so on, and a clock. From the clock

hangs the tale of the landlady. Once upon

a timeâ��the exact date is of no consequenceâ��

Mr. Gladstone was presiding at a large local

dinner-party, when the diners were mostly

tenants, farmers and villagers. After the

dinner it is needless to say that Mr. Gladstone

rose to address them. You must imagine

that he had wound his hearers well up, when

suddenly, in the midst of a

most sonorous and eloquent

passage, another speaker,

who was also, alas ! well

wound up, interrupted

him. " Cuck-oo," it said.

" Cuck-ooâ��cuck-oo." He

had forgotten what o'clock

it was, but the audacious

bird proceeded amidst an

awful hush which had come

over the honest, stolid faces

gathered round the hospit

able board of the Glynne

Arms. All of them were

turned towards the great

statesman in dismay. Then

somebody tittered. Even

Mr. Gladstone, after a stern

look at the speaker, smiled.

Then, with a twinkle in his

eyes, he waited in silence,

still regarding the cuckoo as

much as to say : " Gentle

men, let us hear what he

has got to say." The

cuckoo might well have-

disconcerted a man less skilled in dealing

with hecklers, ejaculations, rude noises,

interruptions in and out of Parliament.

This is not an allegory, full of symbolism,

but a true story. Nevertheless, it is not

difficult of application. I did not see the

talkative bird. He may have been out of

order again. But the chair in which Mr.

Gladstone always sat at such festivities still

remains in the possession of the landlady,

who shows it with every sign of affectionate

regard. It is a plain mahogany one, up

holstered with black horsehair, hard, unorna-

mental, and provided with arms. If they

ever have a Gladstone museum in Mr. Glad

stone's village it will deserve a conspicuous

position. So, too, will the cuckoo, if it is alive.

The above story, I am sorry to say, loses much

of its value when put into cold print The

genial accents of our landlady are wanting,

the dialect, half Lancashire, half Cheshire,

with a dash of Welsh ; the frequent gestures ;

the hearty laugh.

It was she who, standing candlestick in

hand, told another one about the great man.

The occasion was one of those gatherings

of enthusiastic tourists â�� they call them

" trippers" in those partsâ��who had come

from far and near to hear an address from

Mr. Gladstone on some popular subject or

another. Mr. Gladstone was well accustomed

to homage and admiration, which his great

SHE FI.UNG HER ARMS AROUNp HIS NECK.
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gifts never failed to call forth, but he was

just a little taken aback when a woman of

the peopleâ��clothed chiefly in a blanket, if

I remember aright, at all events in lowly

and not too plentiful garmentsâ��suddenly-

approached the orator and flung her arms

round his neck, imprinting a chaste -kiss

upon his brow, with a hearty " Bless thee,

lad !" The story goes that both Mr.

Gladstone and Mrs. Gladstone laughed

heartily, and took care that the old dame

was regaled.

One of the social centres in Hawarden

village is the Glynne Arms Hotel. Right

opposite the park gates it stands, "four

square to all the winds that blow," with

roses and laburnum and guelder roses wind

ing round its front windows, and with a

signboard wonderful to behold on the top

of the pillared porch. Hams hang down

from the ceiling in the bar, and before the

great blazing kitchen fire a row of cats take

up the best positions once the cooking of

the day is over. The landlord of the Glynne

Arms (long may he reign !) is somewhat of a

"character." First of all he is a strict

teetotaller, and I would not care to be in the

shoes of that member of his household whom

"the boss" catches imbibing alcoholic drink.

No, not even the innocent glass of ale is

permitted. Another of his " peculiarities"

is that, far and near on that country-side, mine

host of the Glynne Arms is known as a

powerful friend and protector of all dumb

things. Inquire into the history of one of

the dogs, and it is almost sure to turn out to

be a tragedy, with an ending as happy as

that of a fairy-tale. That ending invariably

is: "And then father took him in, and here

he has been ever since." (I am quoting the

brown-eyed daughter of the house.)

From barge and farm and foundry these

dependents have come to stay at the Glynne

Arms, and a merrier and more jovial army of

domestic animals it would be hard to find

than those whom you can see any day in the

large square courtyard behind this village

inn. The stables look out upon the yard ;

from each door there looks a sleek, fearless,

spirited horse. Among them, self-satisfied

and frisky, a comely donkey moves about.

He was a present to Dorothy Drew, from one

of her grandfather's friends and the little girl's

admirers. Dorothy is not a child to be

easily beaten by a donkey, but this specimen

proved too much for her. Hence he was

caused to join the domestic menagerie at the

Glynne Arms, where he is in clover, physically

and morally.

We were driving into Chester one sunny

May morning, leaving sad and sorrowing

Hawarden behind. On the box sat the son

of mine host of the Glynne Arms, and

between the shafts was a young, docile, high-

spirited creature, which delighted visibly in

his work. It is always interesting to "talk

animals " with a member of the Glynne Arms'

household : hence we talked horses,, and

were told stories of quick runs into Chester

and elsewhere. Any of the young animals

would do the six and a half miles in thirty-

five minutes, and think nothing of it. And

to look at the dapple â�¢ grey in front of us,

stepping out with such evident pleasure in

his work and pulling the reins to get on

faster, we could well believe it.

" We did it in less than half an hour once,

not long ago," said our young driver, with a

gay twinkle in his eye. Plainly, a good story

lay behind that statement, and " How was

that?" we asked accordingly. "Why, it

was when Mr. John Morley was staying

at the castle. He wanted to catch a

train ; if he missed it, there wasn't another

that day, and it was important that he

should get back to town. So we were

told at the castle to put our quickest

horse in and get there in time. The castle

people knew that it was safe to give such an

order to us, for my father would rather lose

his best customer than over-drive one of his

animals. He'll have none of that sort of

thing done to the creatures that serve him

well. But we have a young horseâ��no, not

this one, a better one for speedâ��that would

do it easily, and him we put in, and off we

went. We got into Chester five minutes

before the train left, and the animal hadn't so

much as turned a hair. But Mr. Morley, he

didn't like it, and said so, and a few days

after the old gentleman had got to know

about it, and grumbled a bit. Only, he never

was unreasonable; we told him how it was,

and that Mr. Morley was a bit nervous. He

said no more, but smiled quietly to himself,

and it was all right.

" Driven Mr. Gladstone ? Why, bless you,

of course I have. I drove him the last time

he and Mr. Armitstead and that party from

the castle went up the mountain. It was too

far for the castle horses to go to the foot of

the mountain, so our horses took the party.

The old gentleman always talkedâ��there wasn't

a bit of pride in him. But he always talked

about you and your affairs; never about

things you didn't know anything about.

How old were you ? Were you a teetotaller,

like father? What was your work? Were
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BY GRANT ALLEN.

IX.â��THE ADVENTURE OF THE MAGNIFICENT MAHARAJAH.

UR arrival at Bombay was a

triumphal entry. We were

received like royalty. Indeed,

to tell you the truth, Elsie and

I were beginning to get just a

leetle bit spoiled. It struck

us now that our casual connection with the

Ashurst family in its various branches had

succeeded in saddling us, like the Lady of

Burleigh, "with the burden of an honour

unto which we were not born." We were

everywhere treated as persons of importance;

and, oh, dear, by dint of such treatment we

began to feel at last almost as if we had been

raised in the purple. I felt that when we got

back to England we should turn up our noses

at plain bread and butter.

Yes, life has been kind to me. Have

your researches into English literature ever

chanced to lead you into reading Horace

Walpole, I wonder? That polite trifler is

fond of a word which he coined himselfâ��

" Serendipity." It derives from the name of

a certain happy Indian Prince Serendip, whom

he unearthed (or invented) in some obscure

Oriental story; a prince for whom the fairies

or the genii always managed to make every

thing pleasant. It implies the faculty, which

a few of us possess, of finding whatever we

want turn up accidentally at the exact right

moment. Well, I believe I must have been

born with serendipity in my mouth, in place

of the proverbial

silver spoon, for

wherever I go, all

things seem to come

out exactly right for

me.

The Jumna, for

example, had hardly

heaved to in Bom

bay Harbour when

we noticed on the

quay a very distin

guished-looking

Oriental potentate,

in a large, white

turban with a par

ticularly big diamond

stuck ostentatiously

in its front. He

stalked on board

with a martial air,

as soon as we

stopped, and made inquiries from our captain

after someone he expected. The captain

received him with that odd mixture of respect

for rank and wealth, combined with true

British contempt for the inferior black man,

which is universal among his class in their

dealings with native Indian nobility. The

Oriental potentate, however, who was accom

panied by a gorgeous suite like that of the

Wise Men in Italian pictures, seemed satisfied

with his information, and moved over with

his stately glide in our direction. Elsie and I

were standing near the gangway among our

rugs and bundles, in the hopeless helplessness

of disembarkation. He approached us

respectfully, and, bowing with extended hands

and a deferential air, asked, in excellent

English, " May I venture to inquire which of

you two ladies is Miss l.ois Cayley ? "

"/am," I replied, my breath taken away

by this unexpected greeting. " May I venture

to inquire in return how you came to know

I was arriving by this steamer ? "

He held out his hand, with a courteous

inclination. " I am the Maharajah of

Moozuffernuggar," he answered in an im

pressive tone, as if everybody knew of the

Maharajah of Moo/.uffernuggar as familiarly

as they knew of the Duke of Cambridge.

" Moozuffernuggar in Rajputanaâ��not the one

in the Doab. You must have heard my

name from Mr. Harold Tillington."

I AM THE MAHARAJAH OF MOOZUFKERNUGGAR."
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I had not; but I dissembled, so as to

salve his pride. " Mr. Tillington's friends are

oitr friends," I answered, sententiously.

"And Mr. Tillington's friends are my

friends," the Maharajah retorted, with a low

how to Elsie. ''This is, no doubt, Miss

Petheridge. I have heard of your expected

arrival, as you will guess, from Tillington.

He and I were at Oxford together ; I am a

Merton man. It was Tillington who first

taught me all I know of cricket. He took

me to stop at his father's place in Dumfries

shire. I owe much to his friendship; and

when he wrote me that friends of his were

arriving by the _/>///;Â«Â«, why, I made haste to

run down to Bombay to greet them."

The episode was one of those topsy-turvy

mixtures of all places and ages which only

this jumbled century of ours has witnessed ;

it impressed me deeply. Here was this

Indian prince, a feudal Rajput chief, living

practically among his vassals in the middle

ages when at home in India ; yet he said " I

am a Merton man," as Harold himself might

have said it; and he talked about cricket as

naturally as Lord Southminster talked about

the noble quadruped. . The oddest part of it

all was, we alone felt the incongruity ; to

the Maharajah, the change from Moozuffer-

nuggar to Oxford and from Oxford back

again to Moozuffernuggar seemed perfectly

natural. They were . but two alternative

phases in a modern Indian gentleman's

education and experience.

Still, what were we to do with him ? If

Harold had presented me with a white

elephant I could hardly have been more

embarrassed than I was at the apparition of

this urbane and magnificent Hindoo prince.

He was young ; he was handsome; he was

slim, for a rajah ; he wore European costume,

save for the huge white turbaji with its

obtrusive diamond ; and he spoke English

much better than a great many Englishmen.

Yet what place could he fill in my life and

Elsie's ? For once, I felt almost angry with

Harold. Why couldn't he have allowed us

to go quietly through India, two simple,

unofficial, journalistic pilgrims, in our native

obscurity ?

His Highness of MoozufFernuggar, how

ever, had his own views on this question.

With a courteous wave of one dusky hand,

he motioned us gracefully into somebody

else's deck chairs, and then sat down on

another beside us, while the gorgeous suite

stood by in respectful silence â�� unctuous

gentlemen in pink-and-gold brocadeâ��forming

a court all round us. Elsie and I, unaccus-
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tomed to be so observed, grew conscious of

our hands, our skirts, our postures. But the

Maharajah posed himself with perfect un

concern, like one well used to the fierce light

of royalty. "I have come," he said, with

simple dignity, "to superintend the prepara

tions for your reception."

" Gracious heavens ! ", I exclaimed. " Our

reception, Maharajah ? I think you mis

understand. We are two ordinary English

ladies of the proletariat, accustomed to the

level plain of professional society. We expect

no reception."

He bowed again, with stately Eastern

deference. " Friends of Tillington's," he

said, shortly, " are persons of distinction.

Besides,' I. have heard of you from Lady

Georgina Fawley."

". Lady Georgina is too good," I answered,

though inwardly I raged against her. Why

couldn't she leave us alone, to feed in peace

on dak-bungalow chicken, instead of sending

this regal-mannered heathen to bother us ?

"So I have come down to Bombay to

make sure that you are met in the style that

befits your importance in society," he went

on, waving his suite away with one careless

hand, for he saw it fussed us. " I mentioned

you to his Honour the Acting-Governor, who

had not heard you were coming. His

Honour's aide-de-camp will follow shortly

with an invitation to Government House

while you remain in Bombayâ��which will not

be many days, I don't doubt, for there is

nothing in this city of plague to stop for.

Later on, during your progress up country, I

do myself the honour to hope that you will

stay as my gujsts for as long as you choose

at Moozuffernuggar."

My first impulse was to answer: " Im

possible, Maharajah ; we couldn't dream of

accepting your kind invitation." But, on

second thoughts, I remembered my duty to

my proprietor. Journalism first: inclination

afterwards ! My letter from Egypt on the

rescue of the Englishwoman who escaped

from Khartoum had brought me great eclat

as a special correspondent, and the Daily

Telephone now billed my name in big letters

on its placards, so Mr. Elworthy wrote me.

Here was another noble chance ; must I not

strive to rise to it ? Two English ladies at a

native court in Rajputana! that ought to

afford scope for some rattling journalism !

"It is extremely kind of you," I said,

hesitating, "and it would give us great

pleasure, were it feasible, to accept your

friendly offer. Butâ��English ideas, you

know, prince! Two unprotected women !
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seemed inexhaustible, and now he lies at rest

under that tiny hillock. When his dear

master went away last autumn Petz began

to pine and fret, and a few days before the

dying man came back to his home the little

dog lay down and died, and those who knew

and loved him best say that it was of a

broken heart the faithful creature died.

Therefore, when Petz's headstone comes to

be erected (it probably is erected by this

time) it is to bear the inscription "Faithful

unto Death."

This evening in May only a small wreath

of moss lies on the hillock under the old

oak, and someone has scattered a handful of

blue hyacinths and rosy rhododrendrons on

the brown soil. A robin is singing in the

white hawthorn, the sunset flames in the sky,

and we leave the graveyard in its silent,

sunny peace.

There is one other interesting tablet in

Hawarden Park. Our friendly old lady,

who was just as interested as ourselves in

this expedition, took us down to it. It is

in a spot of exquisite beauty. In the years

which are no more a flour mill used to

stand near by. Now there is only a rapid,

rushing waterfall

above the fish

ponds; a roman

tic dark walk

under old yew

trees ; and a

wealth of ferns

and wild flowers

all around. The

stone stands up

right against a

grassy bank, in

a living frame

of ferns and

cuckoo flowers, and

with a clear, small

streamlet singing its

song as it runs along

in front of this

"sermon in stone."

For such, indeed, it

is, bearing thefollow-

ing inscription :â��

,

" Trust in God for

Bread, to the King

for Justice, Protec

tion, and Peace. This Mill was built A.D.

1767. By St. John Glynne, Bart., Lord of

this Manor. Charles Howard, Millwright.

Wheat was this year at 9 shillings, and barley

at 6 shillings, a bushel, at great height, and

Charity extensive. But the poor were starving."

Sir St. John Glynne, the millwright, and

the mill itself are dust; the old stone

remains generation after generation.

AN INTERESTING TABLET IN HAWARDRX PARK

On one of those mournful days imme

diately after Mr. Gladstone's death I paid a

visit to Mr. Bailey, builder and carpenter,

who made the coffin. He was, naturally

enough, very proud of his work, and took

infinite pains to piece it together for me, dis

coursing upon his sombre art with infinite

eloquence. Would that he could say that

the oak had grown in Hawarden Park !â��but,

alas ! it was foreign, though what country had

the honour of producing it he knew not. To

his simple workshop Mr. Gladstone had paid

many a visit, stepping in just as a humble

man might do, in the course of a walk. He

was always curious, always interested. His

call was, of course, always connected with

some work which he wished to be carried

out: there were bookshelves to be made, a

writing-table to be altered, and so forth;

and if he didn't come himself he often

wrote. Mr. Bailey has some very minute

autograph instructions amongst his Glad

stone collections. Like all the residents

in Mr. Gladstone's village, he is a hero-

worshipper. In

the old days

chips from the

trees which the

great man had

cut down were

greatly in de

mand. But Mr.

Bailey has more

curious relics

than those. He

very kindly

showed me (for

instance) a thin

overcoat which

Mr. Gladstone

had once worn. Thereby

hung a tale. Holding

the garment up in his

hands, he pointed out a

rusty patch which he said

was blood. The story

was that hurrying from

Downing Street to keep

a dinner engagement

one evening Mr. Glad

stone was knocked down by a hansom,

with this result. He also had a flowered

dressing - gown which had once covered

that stalwart frame. And of photographs

he had many. After we had looked at

those he took me over to his relative's â��
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one Tom Bailey, as he is familiarly called.

Tom, if I may also take the liberty, was

the man who shot the cow which very

nearly dispatched Mr. Gladstone. It was

in the August of 1892 that an honest farmer,

one Paul Jones, bought a cow at Chester

Fair. Paul took the beast back to his farm

at Pentrobin, whence, being of a wild and

wandering nature, it escaped, and at length

made its way into the Park at Hawarden.

One afternoon it encountered Mr. Gladstone

in an unfrequented glade through which he

was walking. The cow regarded him with

such threatening looks that he shook his

stick at it: there was a mad rush ; and in a

moment he found himself on the ground with

"IN A MOMENT HE hOUMJ HIMSKLK ON THE GROUND.

the snorting brute over him. It was well for

him that the cow had crumpled horns and

could not gore him. After a terrible minute

or two the cow retreated a yard or two ; up

rose Mr. Gladstone and fled behind a tree

awaiting a second attack. But it never

came. The mad beast it was that ran.

The matter was kept quiet, but word

was sent to Tom Bailey's from the

castle that a mad beast was roaming about.

So he took his gun, and after hunting for

some time discovered the animal lying in a

patch of tall ferns, with only the top of its

head visible. A bullet high in the forehead

stunned it; another behind the shoulder

settled it. That night when Tom was seen

Vol. xvi.-g4,

with his gun he said he had been shooting

winkles. The cow was hauled away, and a

butcher who had purchased it from Paul

Jones sent it up to Chester. Meanwhile

Tom Bailey heard for the fiist time that the

cow he had been asked to shoot had nearly

killed Mr. Gladstone. Then did he post to

Chester to secure as trophies the horns which

had nearly become so famous throughout the

whole wide world. He was so lucky as to

get the hide and hoofs as well, and, with

his booty in a bag, he dropped into an

inn for refreshment. Two cattle dealers

happened to be in the parlour at the time.

When- he told them what he had, one of

them asked him what he would take for the

hide and hoofs. As

he had only just given

two guineas for it he

said he would take

a five-pound note.

This offer was no

sooner accepted

than it occurred to

him for the first time

that the animal was

worth much more as

a speculation. Whilst

turning over the

matter in his mind a

third person who had

heard the conversa

tion slipped out,

and running to the

butcher's shop

bought the jaw-bone

and the lower teeth

of the poor mad

cow. A general

stampede followed,

and in a very short

time every pound of

meat and bone had

been sold. Cow never sold so well before.

Then did one Thompson, a cattle dealer at

Denby, buy up the hide and hoofs from the

other two who had purchased them from

Tom Bailey, intending to stuff the beast and

send it to the World's Fair in London. But,

alas! Tom Bailey would part with neither

horns nor skin of head, so his scheme ganged

agley. They are now handsomely mounted

in Tom Bailey's bar, and inclosed in a case

of Hawarden oak for all the world to see.

A propos, I myself knew two veterans

who indeed positively worshipped the

Grand Old Man. One of these is Mr.

Edward Hall, of the Covent Garden Opera

House. Many a score of the very choicest
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THE HEAD OP THE COW THAT ATTACKED MR. GLADSTONE

AND TOM UAILKV, WHO SHOT THE ANIMAL.

buttonholes has that gentleman conveyed

long distances to his hero. The other was

Simeon Shorter, a Birmingham blacksmith,

who once made a pilgrimage to Mr. Glad

stone's village with an axe of his own forging.

He told me the story with his own lips some

years ago.

Simeon was an ardent teetotaller, in spite

of his hot work, and had corresponded with

Mr. Gladstone upon total abstinence particu

larly for some years. One day it occurred to

him to offer to his hero an axe of his own

forging as a bona fide specimen of his own

daily occupation, and also as symbolical of

the action desirable to be taken with regard

to the upas tree of societyâ��that is, intoxi

cating drink. Mr. Gladstone thanked him

for his kind thoughts, and expressed his

willingness to accept the symbolical offering.

Accordingly, Simeon forged the axe of solid

steel, had engraved upon it the Gladstone

arms, the Staffordshire knot, and, on the

reverse side, a couplet from one of his poems,

for Simeon was -perhaps is stillâ��one of the

thousands of minor poets whose songs are

for the air and the closet.

'Twas Vulcan wrought an axe of solid steel,

For wise Minerva's cautious arm to wield.

In due time Simeon took the train

to Chester, and thence trudged, glitter

ing axe on shoulder, to Hawarden.

When he reached the lodge gates he

was so struck by the beauty of the park

â��which recently received such abun

dant recognition from the picturesque

gentlemen of the Pressâ��that he burst

into poetry, also inspired by the thought

that he was himself treading in the very

footsteps of the Grand Old Man. His

muse awoke as :â��

I stood and mused bewilder'd as I viewed

The classic gash inflicted deep beneath the bark

By magic arm, and Herculean nerve and brain,

As wise Minerva struck the timely fatal blow,

And Jove in thunder spake applause through

all the Heavensâ��

His loudest echoes as they rolled from pole to

poleâ��

Which then awoke me as I stroll'd and stood

before

The open'd classic gate ; near towers majestic

Reared their ancient head. I onward moved

A step or two, then found myself within

The grand and noble castle yard.

Simeon told me the whole story one

night in his cottage just outside Birming

ham. Such enthusiasm as his does one

good in these degenerate days. The

following dialogue took place between the two.

Mr. Gladstone (shaking hands heartily):

" You are a working man from Birmingham.

You have, I understand, brought me an axe

of your own make of solid steel. I heartily

thank you for it. 1 greatly respect the men

of Birmingham. I am far advanced in years.

I shall not do much more work."

Simeon Shorter: " The axe I bring,

honoured sir, is the symbolical axe of solid

steel I had promised. It has an oak handle,

is of solid steel, with an engraved inscription

upon it symbolical! of retrospect, present, and

prospective. Thus: The oak handle is

symbolic of the wooden walls of Old England ;

the solid steel the iron and steel present; the

Gladstone arms and Staffordshire knot the

unity of nobility and labour expressed by

the couplet." .

And thus ended the hero - worshipper's

memorable interview and visit to Mr. Glad

stone's Village. But one cannot go a yard

or converse with any without hearing a tribute,

simple enough no doubt, to the famous figure

which will ever haunt this quiet and lovely

spot.
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"A TKiEK-Hl'NT IS NOT A THING TO BE GOT Uf LIT.HTLY."

bring them bad luck. That's one of our

superstitions.''

" You do not share it yourself, then ? " I

asked.

He d:ew himself up and opened his palms,

with a twinkling of pendant emeralds. " I

am royal," he answered, with naive dignity,

"and the tiger is a royal beast. Kings know

the ways of kings. If a king kills what is

kingly, it owes him no grudge for it. But if

a common man or a low caste man were to

kill a tigerâ��who can say what might happen ? "

I saw he was not himself quite free from

the superstition.

"Our peasants," he went on, fixing me

with his great black eyes,'' won't even mention

the tiger by name, for fear of offending him :

they believe him to be the dwelling-place of

a powerful spirit. If they wish to speak of

him, they say, ' the great beast,' or ' my lord

the striped one.' Some think the spirit is

immortal except at the hands of a king.

But they have no objection to see him

destroyed by others. They will even point

out his whereabouts, and rejoice over his

death ; for it relieves the village of a serious

enemy, and they believe the spirit will

only haunt the huts of those who actually

kill him."

" Then you know where each tiger lives ?"

I asked.

'' As well as your gamekeepers in England

know which covert may be drawn for foxes.

Yes; 'tis a royal sport, and we keep it for

-*i.*l

Maharajahs. 1 myself never hunt a tiger

till some European visitor of distinction

comes to Moozuffernuggar, that I may show

him good sport. This tiger we shall hunt

to-morrow, for example, he is a bad old

hand. He has carried off the buffaloes of

my villagers over yonder for years and

years, and of late he has also become a

man-eater. He once ate a whole family at a

mealâ��a man, his wife, and his three children.

The people at Janwargurh have been pester

ing me for weeks to come and shoot him ;

and each week he has eaten somebodyâ��a

child or a woman ; the last was yesterdayâ��

but I waited till you came, because I thought

it would be something to show you that you

would not be likely to see elsewhere.'"'

'' And you let the poor people go on being

eaten, that we might enjoy this sport !" I

cried.

He shrugged his shoulders and opened his

palms. " They were villagers, you knowâ��

ryots : mere tillers of the soilâ��poor naked

peasants. I have thousands of them to spare.

If a tiger eats ten of them, they only say, ' It

was written upon their foreheads.' One

woman more or lessâ��who would notice her

at Moozuffernuggar?''

Then I perceived that the Maharajah was

a gentleman, but still a barbarian.

The eventful morning arrived at last, and

we started, all agog, for the jungle where the

tiger was known to live. Elsie excused her

self. She remarked to me the night before.
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as I brushed her hack hair for her, that she

hail " half a mind " not to go. " My dear,"

I answered, giving the brush a good dash,

'â�¢ for a higher mathematician, lhat phrase

lacks accuracy. If you were to say 'seven-

eighths of a mind' it would he nearer the

mark. In point of fact, if you ask my

opinion, your inclination to go is a vanishing

quantity."

She admitted the impeachment with an

accusing blush. " You're quite right.

Brownie; to tell you the truth, I'm afraid

of it."

" So am I, dear; horribly afraid. Between

ourselves, I'm in a deadly funk of it. But

' the brave man is not he that feels no fear ? ;

and I believe the same principle applies

almost equally to the brave woman. I mean

' that fear to subdue' as far as I am able.

The Maharajah says I shall be the first girl

who has ever gone tiger-hunting. I'm

frightened out of my life. I never held a

gun in my born days before. But, Elsie,

recollect, this is splendid journalism ! I

intend to go through with it."

" You offer yourself on the altar, Brownie.''

" I do, dear; I propose to die in the

cause. 1 expect my proprietor to carve on

my tomb, 'Sacred to the memory of the

martyr of journalism. She was killed, in the

act of taking shorthand notes, by a Bengal

tiger.'"

We started at early dawn, a motley mixture.

My short bicycling skirt did beautifully for

tiger-hunting. There was a vast company of

native swells, nawabs and ranas, in gorgeous

costumes, whose precise names and titles I

do not pretend to remember; there were

also Major Balmossie, Lord Southminster,

the Maharajah, and myselfâ��all mounted on

gaily-caparisoned elephants. We had like

wise, on foot, a miserable crowd of wretched

beaters, with dirty white loin-cloths. \\'e

were all very brave, of courseâ��demonstra

tively braveâ��and we talked a great deal at

the start about the exhilaration given by "the

spice of danger." But it somehow struck me

that the poor beaters on foot had the majority

of the danger and extremely little of the

exhilaration. Each of us great folk was

mounted on his own elephant, which carried

a light basket-work howdah in two compart

ments : the front one intended for the noble

sportsman, the back one for a servant with

extra guns and ammunition. I pretended to

like it, but I fear I trembled visibly. Our

mahouts sat on the elephants' necks, each

armed with a pointed goad, to whose

admonition the huge beasts answered like

clock-work. A born journalist always pretends

to know everything beforehand, so I speak

carelessly of the " mahout," as if he were a

familiar acquaintance. But I don't mind

telling you aside, in confidence, that I-had

only just learnt the word that morning.

The Maharajah protested at first against

my taking part in the actual hunt, but I think

his protest was merely formal. In his heart

of hearts I believe he was proud that the first

lady tiger-hunter should have joined his

party.

Dusty, and shadeless, the road from

Moo/.uffernuggar fares straight across the

plain towards the crumbling mountains.

Behind, in the heat mist, the castle and palace -

on their steeply-scarped crag, with the squalid

town that clustered at their feet, reminded

me once more most strangely of Edinburgh,

where I used to spend my vacations from

Ciirton. But the pitiless sun differed greatly

from the grey haar of the northern metropolis.

It warmed into intense white the little

temples of the wayside, and beat on our heads

with tropical garishness.

I am bound to admit also that tiger-hunt

ing is not quite all it is cracked up to be. In

my fancy I had pictured the gallant and

blood-thirsty beast rushing out upon us full

pelt from some grass-grown nullah at the first

sniff of our presence, and fiercely attacking

both men and elephants. Instead of that, I

will confess the whole truth : frightened as at

least one of us was of the tiger, the tiger was

still more desperately frightened of his human

assailants. I could see clearly that, so far

from rushing out of his own accord to attack

us, his one desire was to be let alone. He was

horribly afraid; he skulked in the jungle like

a wary old fox in a trusty spinney. There

was no nullah (whatever a nullah may be),

there was only a waste of dusty cane-brake.

We encircled the tall grass patch where he

lurked, forming a big round with a ring-fence

of elephants. The beaters on foot, advancing,

half naked, with a caution with which I could

fully sympathize, endeavoured by loud shouts

and wild gesticulations to rouse the royal

beast to a sense of his position. Not a bit

of it: the royal beast declined to be drawn ;

he preferred retirement. The Maharajah,

whose elephant was stationed next to mine,

even apologized for the resolute cowardice

with which he clung to his ignoble lurking-

place.

The beaters drew in : the elephants, raising

their trunks in air and sniffing suspicion,

moved slowly inward. We had girt him round

now with a perfect ring, through which he
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Mushroom farmers contract and pay so

much per month for the manure of the horses

of Paris. This has to be carted to the

station and loaded, and perhaps carted a

couple of miles afterwards to the quarries.

There it is made into flat heaps near the

entrance to the shaft, and turned over and

well mixed and watered for about five or six

weeks, or, in some cases, only three weeks,

before the necessary fermentation takes place.

When the manure (in which virgin spawn

exists naturally) is sufficiently prepared it is

happened about twenty times, and a good

deal of valuable time was lost in relighting

them.

A poor, innocent photographer had been

enticed to accompany us, and his miseries,

loaded as he was with his impedimenta,

reconciled us to our troubles.

An important item in mushroom culture

is fresh air, and the farmer must know

exactly how much oxygen is needed for the

respiration of the fungi. Air holes are bored

here and there, beneath which, in many

I'KKI'AKING BKDSâ��SECOND STAGE.

shot down through one of the shafts into the

caves.

Here we will return to our landing on the

first gallery of the mushroom garden. Our

friendly farmer and guide had, before our

subterranean travels commenced, divested us

of our outer garments and enveloped us in

the familiar blue blouse of the French

onvrier: had he added sabots to the outfit

he would indeed have been a benefactor, for

alas! the mud in which we landed was

largely composed of lime. Our well-fitting

shoesâ��too well-fitting for comfortâ��which,

when we started, were things of beauty and

of torture, were wrecks for ever.

Our guide broke in upon our audible

reveries by handing us each a small candle

fixed on a thick stick. We had not advanced

ten steps before the candles were blown out

by the wind, and we congratulated ourselves

upon not being bank cashiers. This accident

places, coke fires are lit, which consume

5cwt. of coke every twenty-four hours ; this

ensures the necessary renewal of fresh air.

Temperature and moisture have also to be

studied, necessitating partitions of straw laid

between laths of wood, and many doors to

regulate the current of air in these labyrin

thine passages.

" Be careful ! Bend your head !" calls

our guideâ��of course too late. We answered

him briefly, and in English, from a sitting

position, our eyes seeing ten candles where

only one was before. The photographerâ��

but I will spare his feelingsâ��he indulged in

a curious monologue for about ten minutes,

and. like the photographer made famous in

Lewis Carroll's poem, " stated that he

wouldn't stand it, stated, in emphatic

language, what he'd be before he'd stand

it."

The narrow galleries now become so low
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Then, opening my eyes for a second, I saw the'

tiger, in all his terrible beauty, clinging to the

elephant's head by the claws of his fore paws,

and struggling for a foothold on its trunk

with his mighty hind legs, in a wounded

it somewhere. It went off unexpectedly,

without my aiming or firing. I shut my

eyes. When I opened them again, I saw a

swimming picture of the great sullen beast,

loosing his hold on the elephant. I saw his

IT WENT OFK UNEXPECTEDLY.

agony of despair and vengeance. He would

sell his life dear; he would have one or

other of us.

Lord Southminster raised his rifle again :

but the Maharajah shouted aloud in an angry

voice: "Don't fire! Don't fire! You will

kill the lady ! You can't aim at him like

that. The beast is rocking so that no one

can say where a shot will take effect. 1 )own

with your gun, sir, instantly ! "

My mahout, unable to keep his seat with

the rocking, now dropped off his cushion

among the scrub below. He could speak a

few words of English. " Shoot, Mem Sahib,

shoot !" he cried, flinging his hands up.

But I was tossed to and fro, from side

to side, with my rifle under my arm. It

was impossible to aim. Yet in sheer terror

I tried to draw the trigger. I failed ;

but somehow I caught my rifle against the

side of my cage. Something snapped in

brindled face ; I saw his white tusks. But

his gleaming pupils burned bright no longer.

His jaw was full towards me : I had shot him

between the eyes. He fell, slowly, with

blood streaming from his nostrils, and his

tongue lolling out. His muscles relaxed ;

his huge limbs grew limp. In a minute, he

lay stretched at full length on the ground,

with his head on one side, a grand, terrible

picture.

My mahout flung up his hands in wonder

and ama/ement. " My father ! " he cried

aloud. "Truly, the Mem Sahib is a great

shikari ' "

The Maharajah stretched across to me.

" That was a wonderful shot!" he exclaimed.

" I could never have believed a woman could

show such nerve and coolness."

Nerve and coolness, indeed ! I was

trembling all over like an Italian greyhound,

every limb a jelly; and I had not even fired :
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the rifle went off of itself without me. I am

innocent of having ever endangered the life

of a haycock. But once more I dissembled.

" Yes, it was a difficult shot," I said jauntily,

as if I rather liked tiger-hunting. " I didn't

think I'd hit him." Still, the effect of my

speech was somewhat marred, I fear, by the

tears that in spite of me rolled down my

cheek silently.

" Ton honah, I nevah saw a finah piece of

shooting in my life," Lord Southminster

drawled out.

Then he added

aside, in an un

dertone, " Makes

a fellah moah

determined to

annex her than

evah !"

I sat in my

howdah, half

dazed. I hardly-

heard what they

were saying. My

heart danced like

the elephant.

Then it stood

still within me.

I was only aware

of a feeling of

faintness. Luckily

for my reputa

tion as a mighty

sportswoman,

however, I just

managed to keep

up, and did not

actually faint, as

I was more than

half inclined

to do.

Next followed

the native psean.

The beaters

crowded round

the fallen beast

in a chorus of

congratulation.

Many of the

villagers also ran

out, with prayers

and ejaculations, to swell our triumph. It was

all like a dream. They hustled round me and

salaamed to me. A woman had shot him !

Wonderful! A babel of voices resounded in

my ears. I was aware that pure accident

had elevated me into a heroine.

The beaters tied ropes round his body and

raised him with difficulty.

The Maharajah's face grew stern. " Where

are the whiskers ? " he asked, fiercely, in his

own tongue, which Major lialmossie inter

preted for me.

The beaters and the villagers, bowing low

and expanding their hands, made profuse

expressions of ignorance and innocence. But

the fact was patentâ��the grand face had been

mangled. While they had crowded in a

I SAW HIM NOW THE ORIENTAL DESl'OT.

" Put the beast on a pad elephant," the

Maharajah called out.
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dense group

round the fallen

carcass, some

body had cut off

the lips and

whiskers and

secreted them.

" They have

ruined the skin !"

the Maharajah

cried out in angry

tones. " I in

tended it for the

lady. I shall

have them all

searched, and

the man who

has done this

thing "

He broke off,

and looked

around him. His

silence was more

terrible by far

than the fiercest

threat. I saw

him now the

Oriental despot.

All the natives

drew back, awe

struck.

" The voice of

a king is the

voice of a great

god," my mahout

murmured, in a

solemn whisper.

Then nobody

else said any

thing.

" Why do they want the whiskers ?" I

asked, just to set things straight again.

" They seem to have been in a precious hurry

to take them ! "

The Maharajah's brow cleared. He turned

to me once more with his European manner.

" A tiger's body has wonderful power after

his death," he answered. "His fangs and
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BY GRANT ALLEN.

IX.â��THE ADVENTURE OF THE MAGNIFICENT MAHARAJAH.

UR arrival at Bombay was a

triumphal entry. We were

received like royalty. Indeed,

to tell you the truth, Elsie and

I were beginning to get just a

leetle bit spoiled. It struck

us now that our casual connection with the

Ashurst family in its various branches had

succeeded in saddling us, like the Lady of

Burleigh, "with the burden of an honour

unto which we were not born." We were

everywhere treated as persons of importance ;

and, oh, dear, by dint of such treatment we

began to feel at last almost as if we had been

raised in the purple. I felt that when we got

back to England we should turn up our noses

at plain bread and butter.

Yes, life has been kind to me. Have

your researches into English literature ever

chanced to lead you into reading Horace

Walpole, I wonder? That polite trifler is

fond of a word which he coined himselfâ��

" Serendipity." It derives from the name of

a certain happy Indian Prince Serendip, whom

he unearthed (or invented) in some obscure

Oriental story ; a prince for whom the fairies

or the genii always managed to make every

thing pleasant. It implies the faculty, which

a few of us possess, of finding whatever we

want turn up accidentally at the exact right

moment. Well, I believe I must have been

born with serendipity in my mouth, in place

of the proverbial

silver spoon, for

wherever I go, all

things seem to come

out exactly right for

me.

The Jumna, for

example, had hardly

heaved to in Bom

bay Harbour when

we noticed on the

quay a very distin-

gui shed-looking

Oriental potentate,

in a large, white

turban with a par

ticularly big diamond

stuck ostentatiously

in its front. He

stalked on board

with a martial air,

as soon as we

stopped, and made inquiries from our captain

after someone he expected. The captain

received him with that odd mixture of respect

for rank and wealth, combined with true

British contempt for the inferior black man,

which is universal among his class in their

dealings with native Indian nobility. The

Oriental potentate, however, who was accom

panied by a gorgeous suite like that of the

Wise Men in Italian pictures, seemed satisfied

with his information, and moved over with

his stately glide in our direction. Elsie and I

were standing near the gangway among our

rugs and bundles, in the hopeless helplessness

of disembarkation. He approached us

respectfully, and, bowing with extended hands

and a deferential air, asked, in excellent

English, " May I venture to inquire which of

you two ladies is Miss l.ois Cayley ? "

"/am," I replied, my breath taken away

by this unexpected greeting. " May I venture

to inquire in return how you came to know

I was arriving by this steamer ? "

He held out his hand, with a courteous

inclination. " I am the Maharajah of

Moozuffernuggar," he answered in an im

pressive tone, as if everybody knew of the

Maharajah of Moo/.uffernuggar as familiarly

as they knew of the Duke of Cambridge.

" Moozuffernuggarin Rajputanaâ��not the one

in the Doab. You must have heard my

name from Mr. Harold Tillington."

I AM THE MAHARAJAH OF MOOZUFFERNUGGAR."
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I had not ; but I dissembled, so as to

salve his pride. " Mr. Tillington's friends are

our friends," I answered, sententiously.

"And Mr. Tillington's friends are my

friends/' the Maharajah retorted, with a low

how to Elsie. "This is, no doubt, Miss

Petheridge. I have heard of your expected

arrival, as you will guess, from Tillington.

He and I were at Oxford together; I am a

Merton man. It was Tillington who first

taught me all I know of cricket. He took

me to stop at his father's place in Dumfries

shire. I owe much to his friendship; and

when he wrote me that friends of his were

arriving by the Jumna, why, I made haste to

run down to Bombay to greet them."

The episode was one of those topsy-turvy

mixtures of all places and ages which only

this jumbled century of ours has witnessed ;

it impressed me deeply. Here was this

Indian prince, a feudal Rajput chief, living

practically among his vassals in the middle

ages when at home in India ; yet he said " I

am a Merton man," as Harold himself might

have said it; and he talked about cricket as

naturally as Lord Southminster talked about

the noble quadruped. . The oddest part of it

all was, we alone felt the incongruity ; to

the Maharajah, the change from Moozuffer

nuggar to Oxford and from Oxford back

again to Moozuffernuggar seemed perfectly

natural. They were but two alternative

phases in a modern Indian gentleman's

education and experience.

Still, what were we to do with him ? If

Harold had presented me with a white

elephant I could hardly have been more

embarrassed than I was at the apparition of

this urbane and magnificent Hindoo prince.

He was young ; he was handsome ; he was

slim, for a rajah ; he wore European costume,

save for the huge white turban with its

obtrusive diamond ; and he spoke English

much better than a great many Englishmen.

Yet what place could he fill in my life and

Elsie's ? For once, I felt almost angry with

Harold. Why couldn't he have allowed us

to go quietly through India, two simple,

unofficial, journalistic pilgrims, in our native

obscurity ?

His Highness of Moozuffernuggar, how

ever, had his own views on this question.

With a courteous wave of one dusky hand,

he motioned us gracefully into somebody

else's deck chairs, and then sat down on

another beside us, while the gorgeous suite

stood by in respectful silence â�� unctuous

gentlemen in pink-and-gold brocadeâ��forming

a court all round us. Elsie and I, unaccus-
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tomed to be so observed, grew conscious of

our hands, our skirts, our postures. But the

Maharajah posed himself with perfect un

concern, like one well used to the fierce light

of royalty. " I have come," he said, with

simple dignity, ''to superintend the prepara

tions for your reception."

" Gracious heavens ! ", I exclaimed. " Our

reception, Maharajah ? I think you mis

understand. We .are two ordinary English

ladies of the proletariat, accustomed to the

level plain of professional society. We expect

no reception."

He bowed again, with stately Eastern

deference. " Friends of Tillington's," he

said, shortly, " are persons of distinction.

Besides, â�¢ I. have heard of you from I^ady

Georgina Fawley."

" Lady Georgina is too good," I answered,

though inwardly I raged against her. Why

couldn't she leave us alone, to feed in peace

on dak-bungalow chicken, instead of sending

this regal-mannered heathen to bother us ?

" So I have come down to Bombay to

make sure that you are met in the style that

befits your importance in society," he went

on, waving his suite away with one careless

hand, for he saw it fussed us. " I mentioned

you to his Honour the Acting-Governor, who

had not heard you were coming. His

Honour's aide-de-camp will follow shortly

with an invitation to Government House

while you remain in Bombayâ��which will not

be many days, I don't doubt, for there is

nothing in this city of plague to stop for.

Later on, during your progress up country, I

do myself the honour to hope that you will

stay as my guests for as long as you choose

at Moozuffernuggar."

My first impulse was to answer: " Im

possible, Maharajah ; we couldn't dream of

accepting your kind invitation." But, on

second thoughts, I remembered my duty to

my proprietor. Journalism first: inclination

afterwards ! My letter from Egypt on the

rescue of the Englishwoman who escaped

from Khartoum had brought me great eclat

as a special correspondent, and the Daily

Telephone now billed my name in big letters

on its placards, so Mr. Klworthy wrote me.

Here was another noble chance ; must I not

strive to rise to it? Two English ladies at a

native court in Rajputana I that ought to

afford scope for some rattling journalism !

"It is extremely kind of you," I said,

hesitating. " and it would give us great

pleasure, were it feasible, to accept your

friendly offer. But â��English ideas, you

know, prince ! Two unprotected women !
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I hardly see how we could come alone to

Moozuffernuggar, unchaperoned."

The Maharajah's face lighted up ; he was

evidently flattered that we should even thus

dubiously entertain his proposal. " Oh, I've

thought about that, too," he answered,growing

more colloquial in tone. " I've been some

days in Bombay, making inquiries and pre

parations. You see, you had not informed

the authorities of your intended visit, so

that you were travelling incognitoâ��or should

it be incognita 1â��and if Tilltngton hadn't

written to let me know your movements, you

might have arrived at this port without

anybody's knowing it, and have been com

pelled to take refuge in an hotel on landing."

He spoke as if we had been accustomed

all our lives long to be received with red

cloth by the Mayor and Corporation, and

presented with illuminated addresses

and the freedom of the city in a gold

snuff-box. " But I have seen to all

that. The Acting-Governor's aide-de

camp will be down before long, and

I have arranged that if you consent a

little later to honour my humble

roof In Rajputana with your august

presence, Major Balmossie and his

wife will accompany you and chaperon

you. I have lived in England : of

course I understand that two English

ladies of your rank and position

cannot travel aloneâ��as if you were

Americans. But Mrs. Balmossie is a

nice little soul, of unblemished charac

ter "â��that sweet touch charmed me

â��" received at Government House "

â�� he had learned the respect due to

Mrs. Grundyâ��" so that, if you will

accept my invitation, you may rest

assured that everything will be done

with the utmost regard to theâ��the

unaccountable prejudices of Euro

peans."

His thoughtfulness took me aback.

I thanked him warmly. He unbent

at my thanks. " And I am obliged

to you in return," he said. " It gives

me real pleasure to be able, through

you, to repay Harold Tillington part

of the debt I owe him. He was

so good to me at Oxford. Miss Cayley,

you are new to India, and thereforeâ��as yet,

no doubtâ��unprejudiced. You treat a native

gentleman, I see, like a human being. I

hope you will not stop long enough in our

country to get over that stageâ��as happens to

most of your countrymen and countrywomen.

In England, a man like myself is an Indian

prince ; in India, to ninety-nine out of a

hundred Europeans, he is just 'a damned

nigger.'"

I smiled sympathetically. " I think," I

said, venturing under these circumstances on

a harmless little swear-wordâ��of course, in

quotation marksâ��" you may trust me never

to reach 'damn-nigger' point."

"So I believe," he answered, "if you are

a friend of Harold Tillington's. Ebony or

ivory, he never forgot we were two men

together."

Five minutes later, when the Maharajah had

gone to inquire about our luggage, Lord

Southminster strolled up. " Oh, I say, Miss

Cayley," he burst out, " I'm off now : ta-ta,

but remembah, that offah's always open. By

the way, who's your black friend ? I couldn't

help laughing at the airs the fellah gave him-

" WHO'S YOUR BLACK FRIEND?"

self. To see a niggah sitting theah, with his

suite all round him, waving his hands and

sunning his rings, and behaving for all the

world as if he were a gentleman : it's reahly

too ridiculous. Harold Tillington picked up

with a fellah like that at Oxfordâ��doosid

good cricketer too; wondah if this is the

same one ? "
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"Ciood-bye, Lord Southminster," I said,

quietly, with a stiff little bow. " Remember,

on your side, that your ' offer ' was rejected

once for all last night. Yes, the Indian

prince is Harold Tillington's friend, the

Maharajah of Moozuffernuggar â�� whose

ancestors were princes while ours were

dressed in woad and oak-leaves. But you

were right about one thing : he behavesâ��

like a gentleman."

" Oh, I say," the pea-green young man

ejaculated, drawing back ; " that's anothah in

the eye for me. You're a good 'un at facers.

You gave me one for a welcome, and you

give me one now for a parting shot. Xevah

mind, though, I can wait; you're backing the

wrong fellahâ��but you're not the Ethels, and

you're well worth waiting for." He waved his

hand. "So-long! See yah again in London."

And he retired, with that fatuous smile

still absorbing his features.

Our three days in Bombay were uneventful;

we merely waited to get rid of the roll of the

ship, which continued to haunt us for hours

after we landedâ��the floor of our bedrooms

having acquired an ugly trick of rising in long

undulations, as if Bombay were suffering from

chronic earthquake. We made the acquaint

ance of his Honour the Acting Governor, and

his Honour's consort. We werealso introduced

to Mrs. Balmossie, the lady who was to

chaperon us to Moozuffernuggar. Her

husband was a soldierly Scotchman from

Forfarshire, but she herself was Englishâ��a

flighty little body with a perpetual giggle.

She giggled so much over the idea of the

Maharajah's inviting us to his palace that I

wondered why on earth she accepted his in

vitation. At this she seemed surprised.

" Why, it's one of the jolliest places in

Rajputana," she answered, with a bland Simla

smile; "so picturesqueâ��he, he, heâ��and so

delightful. Simpkin flows like waterâ��Simp-

kin's baboo English for champagne, you

knowâ��he, he, he; and though of course the

Maharajah's only a native like the rest of

themâ��he, he, heâ��still, he's been educated

at Oxford, and has mixed with Europeans,

and he knows how to make oneâ��-he, he, he

â��well, thoroughly comfortable."

" But what shall we eat ? " I asked. " Rice,

ghee, and chupatties ? "

" Oh dear noâ��he, he, heâ��Europe food,

every bit of it. Foie gras, and York

ham, and wine ad lib. His hospitality's

massive. If it weren't for that, of course, one

wouldn't dream of going there. But Archie

hopes some day to be made Resident, don't

you know ; and it will do him no harmâ��he,

he, heâ��with the Foreign Office, to have

cultivated friendly relations beforehand

with His Highness of Moozuffernuggar.

These nativesâ��he, he, heâ��so absurdly

sensitive ! "

For myself, the Maharajah interested me,

and I rather liked him. Besides, he was

Harold's friend, and that was in itself suffi

cient recommendation. So I determined to

push straight into the heart of native India

first, and only afterwards to do the regula

tion tourist round of Agra and Delhi, the

Taj and the mosques, Benares and Alla

habad, leaving the English and Calcutta

for the tail-end of my journey. It was better

journalism; as I thought that thought, I

began to fear that Mr. Elworthy was right

after all, and that 1 was a born journalist.

On the day fixed for our leaving Bombay,

whom should I meet but Lord Southminster

â��with the Maharajahâ��at the railway station !

He lounged up to me with that eternal

smile still vaguely pervading his empty

features. " Well, we shall have a jolly party,

I gathah," he said. " They tell me this

niggah is famous for his tigahs."

I gazed at him, positively taken aback.

" You don't mean to tell me," I cried, " you

actually propose to accept the Maharajah's

hospitality?"

His smile absorbed him. " Yaas," he

answered, twirling his yellow moustache, and

gazing across at the unconscious prince, who

was engaged in overlooking the arrangements

for our saloon carriage. "The black fellah

discovahed I was a cousin of Harold's, so he

came to call upon me at the club, of which

some Johnnies heah made me an honorary

membah. He's offahed me the run of his

place while I'm in Indiah, and, of course,

I've accepted. Eccentric sort of chap ; can't

make him out myself: says anyone connected

with Harold Tillington is always deah to him.

Rum start, isn't it?"

" He is a mere Oriental," I answered,

"unused to the ways of civilized life. He

cherishes the superannuated virtue of

gratitude."

"Yaas; no doubt--so I'm coming along

with you."

I drew back, horrified. "Now? While

I am there? After what I told you last week

on the steamer ? "

" Oh, that's all right. I bear yah no

malice. If I want any fun, of course I must

go while_>â�¢Â»Â«'Â« at Moozuffernuggar."

" Why so ? "

"Yah see, this black boundah means to get
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up some big things at his place in your honah ;

and one naturally goes to stop with anyone

who has big things to offah. Hang it all,

what does it mattah who a fellah is if he can

give yah good shooting? It's shooting, don't

yah know, that keeps society in England to-

gethah !"

" And therefore you propose to stop in

the same house with me!" I exclaimed, "in

spite of what I have told you ! Well, Lord

Southminster, I should have thought there

were limits which even your taste "

He cut me short with an inane grin.

" There you make your blooming little erraw,"

he answered, airily. " I told yah, I keep my

ofTah still open : and, hang it all, I don't

mean to lose sight of yah in a hurry. Some

other fellah might come along and pick you

up when I wasn't looking: and I don't want

to miss yah. In point of fact, I don't mind

telling yah, I back myself still for a couple of

thou' soonah or latah to marry yah. It's

dogged as does it; faint heart, they say,

nevah won fair lady ! "

If it had not been that I could not bear to

disappoint my Indian prince, I think, when I

heard this, I should have turned back then

and there at the station.

The journey up country was uneventful,

but dusty. The Mofussil appears to consist

mainly of dust; indeed, I can now recall

nothing of it but one pervading white cloud,

which has blotted from my memory all its

other components. The dust clung to my

hair after many washings, and was never

really beaten out of my travelling clothes ; I

believe part of it thus went round the world

with me to England. When at last we

reached Moozuffernuggar, after two days and

a night's hard travelling, we were met by a

crowd of local grandees, who looked as if

they had spent the greater part of their lives

in brushing back their whiskers, and we

drove up at once, in European carriages, to

the Maharajah's palace. The look of it

astonished me. It was a strange and rambling

old Hindoo hill-fort, high perched on a

scarped crag, like Edinburgh Castle, and

accessible only on one side, up a gigantic

staircase, guarded on either hand by huge

sculptured elephants cut in the living sand

stone. Below clustered the town, an intricate

mass of tangled alleys. I had never seen

anything so picturesque or so dirty in my

life ; as for Elsie,. she was divided between

admiration for its beauty and terror at

the big - whiskered and white - turbaned

attendants.

" What sort of rooms shall we have ? " I

whispered to our moral guarantee, Mrs.

Balmossie.

" Oh, beautiful, dear," the little lady

smirked back. "Furnished throughoutâ��he,

he, heâ��by Liberty. The Maharajah wants

to do honour to his European guestsâ��he,

he, heâ��he fancies, poor man, he's quite

European. That's what comes of sending

these creatures to Oxford! So he's had

suites of rooms furnished for any white

visitors who may chance to come his way.

Ridiculous, isn't it ? And champagneâ��oh,

gallons of it! He's quite proud of his rooms,

he, he, he â�� he's always asking people to

come and occupy them ; he thinks he's done

them up in the best style of decoration."

He had reason, for they were as tasteful as

they were dainty and comfortable. And I

could not for the life of me make out why

his hospitable inclination should be voted

" ridiculous." But Mrs. Balmossie appeared

to find all natives alike a huge joke together.

She never even spoke of them without a

condescending smile of distant compassion.

Indeed, most Anglo-Indians seem first to do

their best to Anglici/e the Hindoo, and then

to laugh at him for aping the Englishman.

After we had been three days at the

palace and had spent hours in the wonderful

temples and ruins, the Maharajah announced

with considerable pride at breakfast one

morning that he had got up a tiger-hunt in

our special honour.

Lord Southminster rubbed his hands.

" Ha, that's right, Maharaj," he said, briskly.

" I do love big game. To tell yah the

truth, old man, that's just what I came heah

for."

" You do me too much honour," the

Hindoo answered, with quiet sarcasm. " My

town and palace may have little to offer that

is worth your attention ; but 1 am glad that

my big game, at least, has been lucky enough

to attract you."

The remark was thrown away on the pea-

green young man. He had described his

host to me as "a black boundah." Out of

his own mouth I condemned himâ��he sup

plied the very wordâ��he was himself nothing

more than a born bounder.

During the next few days, the preparations

for the tiger-hunt occupied all the Maharajah's

energies. " You know, Miss Cayley," he said

to me, as we stood upon the big stairs, look

ing down on the Hindoo city, " a tiger-hunt

is not a thing to be got up lightly. Our

people themselves don't like killing a tiger.

They reverence it too much. They're afraid

its spirit might haunt them afterwards and
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"A TIGEK-Hl'NT IS NOT A THING TU BE GOT UT LIGHTLY."

bring them bad luck. That's one of our

superstitions.''

" You do not share it yourself, then ? '' I

asked.

He drew himself up and opened his palms,

with a twinkling of pendant emeralds. " I

am royal," he answered, with naive dignity,

"and the tiger is a royal beast. Kings know

the ways of kings. If a king kills what is

kingly, it owes him no grudge for it. But if

a common man or a low caste man were to

kill a tiger-â��who can say what might happen ? "

I saw he was not himself quite free from

the superstition.

''Our peasants," he went on, fixing me

with his great black eyes, " won't even mention

the tiger by name, for fear of offending him :

they believe him to be the dwelling-place of

a powerful spirit. If they wish to speak of

him, they say, ' the great beast,' or ' my lord

the striped one.' Some think the spirit is

immortal except at the hands of a king.

But they have no objection to see him

destroyed by others. They will even point

out his whereabouts, and rejoice over his

death ; for it relieves the village of a serious

enemy, and they believe the spirit will

only haunt the huts of those who actually

kill him."

" Then you know where each tiger lives ?"

I asked.

'' As well as your gamekeepers in England

know which covert may be drawn for foxes.

Yes; 'tis a royal sport, and we keep it for

Maharajah*. I myself never hunt a tiger

till some European visitor of distinction

comes to Moozuffernuggar, that I may show

him good sport. This tiger we shall hunt

to-morrow, for example, he is a bad old

hand. He has carried off the buffaloes of

my villagers over yonder for years and

years, and of late he has also become a

man-eater. He once ate a whole family at a

mealâ��a man, his wife, and his three children.

The people at Janwargurh have been pester

ing me for weeks to come and shoot him ;

and each week he has eaten somebodyâ��a

child or a woman ; the last was yesterdayâ��

but I waited till you came, because 1 thought

it would be something to show you that you

would not be likely to see elsewhere."

" And you let the poor people go on being

eaten, that we might enjoy this sport !" I

cried.

He shrugged his shoulders and opened his

palms. " They were villagers, you knowâ��

ryots : mere tillers of the soilâ��poor naked

peasants. I have thousands of them to spare.

If a tiger eats ten of them, they only say, ' It

was written upon their foreheads.' One

woman more or lessâ��who would notice her

at Moozuffernuggar?"

Then I perceived that the Maharajah was

a gentleman, but still a barbarian.

The eventful morning arrived at last, and

we started, all agog, for the jungle where the

tiger was known to live. Elsie excused her

self. She remarked to me the night before.
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as I brushed her hack hair for her, that she

had " half a mind " not to go. " My dear,"

I answered, giving the brush a good dash,

'â�¢ for a higher mathematician, that phrase

lacks accuracy. If you were to say ' seven-

eighths of a mind' it would be nearer the

mark. In point of fact, if you ask my

opinion, your inclination to go is a vanishing

quantity.â�¢

She admitted the impeachment with an

accusing blush. " You're: quite right,

Brownie; to tell you the truth, I'm afraid

of it."

"So am I, dear; horribly afraid. Between

ourselves, I'm in a deadly lunk of it. But

' the brave man is not he that feels no fear' ;

and I believe the same principle applies

almost equally to the brave woman. I mean

' that fear to subdue' as far as I am able.

The Maharajah says I shall be the first girl

who has ever gone tiger-hunting. I'm

frightened out of my life. I never held a

gun in my born days before. ]!ut, Elsie,

recollect, this is splendid journalism ! I

intend to go through with it."

" You offer yourself on the altar, Brownie.''

"I do, dear; I propose to die in the

cause. I expect my proprietor to carve on

my tomb, ' Sacred to the memory of the

martyr of journalism. She was killed, in the

act of taking shorthand notes, by a Bengal

tiger.'"

We started at early dawn, a motley mixture.

My short bicycling skirt did beautifully for

tiger-hunting. There was a vast company of

native swells, nawabs and ranas, in gorgeous

costumes, whose precise names and titles I

do not pretend to remember; there were

also Major Balmossie, Lord Southminster,

the Maharajah, and myselfâ��all mounted on

gaily-caparisoned elephants. We had like

wise, on foot, a miserable crowd of wretched

beaters, with dirty white loin-cloths. \\'e

were all very brave, of courseâ��demonstra

tively braveâ��and we talked a great deal at

the start about the exhilaration given by " the

spice of danger." But it somehow struck me

that the poor beaters on foot had the majority

of the danger and extremely little of the

exhilaration. Each of us great folk was

mounted on his own elephant, which carried

a light basket-work howdah in two compart

ments : the front one intended for the noble

sportsman, the back one for a servant with

extra guns and ammunition. I pretended to

like it, but I fear I trembled visibly. Our

mahouts sat on the elephants' necks, each

armed with a pointed goad, to whose

admonition the huge beasts answered like

clock-work. A born journalist always pretends

to know everything beforehand, so I speak

carelessly of the " mahout," as if he were a

familiar acquaintance. But I don't mind

telling you aside, in confidence, that I had

only just learnt the word that morning.

The Maharajah protested at first against

my taking part in the actual hunt, but I think

his protest was merely formal. In his heart

of hearts I believe he was proud that the first

lady tiger-hunter should have joined his

party.

Dusty, and shadeless, the road from

Moo/.uffernuggar fares straight across the

plain towards the crumbling mountains.

Behind, in the heat mist, the castle and palace

on their steeply-scarped crag, with the squalid

town that clustered at their feet, reminded

me once more most strangely of Edinburgh,

where I used to spend my vacations from

Ciirton. But the pitiless sun differed greatly

from the grey haar of the northern metropolis.

It warmed into intense white the little

temples of the wayside, and beat on our heads

with tropical garishness.

I am bound to admit also that tiger-hunt

ing is not quite all it is cracked up to be. In

my fancy I had pictured the gallant and

blood-thirsty beast rushing out upon us full

pelt from some grass-grown nullah at the first

sniff of our presence, and fiercely attacking

both men and elephants. Instead of that, I

will confess the whole truth : frightened as at

least one of us was of the tiger, the tiger was

still more desperately frightened of his human

assailants. I could see clearly that, so far

from rushing out of his own accord to attack

us, his one desire was to be let alone. He was

horribly afraid ; he skulked in the jungle like

a wary old fox in a trusty spinney. There

was no nullah (whatever a nullah may be),

there was only a waste of dusty cane-brake.

We encircled the tall grass patch where he

lurked, forming a big round with a ring-fence

of elephants. The beaters on foot, advancing,

half naked, with a caution with which I could

fully sympathize, endeavoured by loud shouts

and wild gesticulations to rouse the royal

beast to a sense of his position. Not a bit

of it: the royal beast declined to be drawn ;

he preferred retirement. The Maharajah,

whose elephant was stationed next to mine,

even apologised for the resolute cowardice

with which he clung to his ignoble lurking-

place.

The beaters drew in : the elephants, raising

their trunks in air and sniffing suspicion,

moved slowly inward. We had girt him round

now with a perfect ring, through which he



A/SSS CAYLEY'S ADVENTURES.

5'9

could not possibly break without attacking

somebody. The Maharajah kept a fixed eye

on my personal safety. But still the royal

animal crouched and skulked, and still the

black beaters shrieked, howled, and gesticu

lated. At last, among the tall perpendicular

lights and shadows of the big grasses and

bamboos, I seemed to see something moveâ��

something striped like the stems, yet passing

slowly, slowly, slowly between them. It

moved in a stealthy, undulating line. No

one could believe till he saw it how the

bright flame-coloured bands of vivid orange-

yellow on the monster's flanks, and the

interspersed black stripes, could fade away

and harmonise, in their native surroundings,

with the lights and shades of the upright

jungle. It was a marvel of mimicry. " Look

there!" I cried to the Maharajah, pointing

one eager hand. " What is that thing there,

moving ?"

He stared where I pointed. " By Jove,"

he cried, raising his rifle with a sportsman's

quickness, "you have spotted him first!

The tiger!"

THK T1GEK !

The terrified beast stole slowly and

"cautiously through the tall grasses, his lithe,

silken side gliding in and out snakewise, and

only his fierce eyes burning bright with

gleaming flashes between the gloom of the

jungle. Once I had seen him, 1 could follow

with ease his sinuous path among the tangled

bamboos, a waving line of beauty in perpetual

motion. The Maharajah followed him, too,

with his keen eyes, and pointed his rifle

hastily. But, quick as he was, Lord South-

minster was before him. I had half expected

to find the pea-green young man turn coward

at the last moment; but in that I was mis

taken : I will do him the justice to say,

whatever else he was, he was a born sports

man. The gleam of joy in his leaden eye

when he caught sight of the tiger, the flush of

excitement on his pasty face, the eagerness of

his alert attitude, were things to see and

remember. That moment almost ennobled

him. In sight of danger, the best instincts

of the savage seemed to revive within him.

In civilized life he was a poor creature ; face

to face with a wild beast he became a mighty

shikari. Perhaps that was why he was so

fond 'Of big-game shooting. He may have

felt it raised him in the scale of being.

He lifted his rifle and fired. He was a

cool shot, and he wounded the beast upon

its left shoulder. I could see the great

crimson stream gush out all at once across

the shapely sides, staining the flame-coloured

stripes and reddening the black shadows.

The tiger drew back, gave a low, fierce growl,

and then crouched among the jungle. I saw

he was going to

leap ; he bent his

huge backbone

into a strong

downward curve,

took in a deep

breath, and stood

at bay, glaring at

us. Which ele

phant would he

attack ? That was

what he was now

debating. Next

moment, with a

frightful R'-r'-r'-r',

he had straight

ened out his

muscles, and, like

a bolt from a bow,

had launched his

huge bulk forward.

I never saw his

charge. I never

knew he had leapt upon me. I only felt my

elephant rock from side to side like a ship in

a storm. He was trumpeting, shaking, roaring

with rage and pain, for the tiger was on his

flanks, its claws buried deep in the skin of his

forehead. I could not keep my seat ; I felt

myself tossed about in the frail howdah like a

pill in a pill-box. The elephant, in a death

grapple, was trying to shake off his ghastly

enemy. For a minute or two, I was conscious

of nothing save this swinging movement.
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Then, opening my eyes for a second, I saw the

tiger, in all his terrible beauty, clinging to the

elephant's head by the claws of his fore paws,

and struggling for a foothold on its trunk

with his mighty hind legs, in a wounded

it somewhere. It went off unexpectedly

without my aiming or firing. I shut my

eyes. When I opened them again, I saw a

swimming picture of the great sullen beast,

loosing his hold on the elephant. I saw his

"IT WENT OFF UNEXPECTEDLY.'

agony of despair and vengeance. He would

sell his life dear; he would have one or

other of us.

Lord Southminster raised his rifle again ;

but the Maharajah shouted aloud in an angry

voice : " Don't fire ! Don't fire ! You will

kill the lady ! You can't aim at him like

that. The beast is rocking so that no one

can say where a shot will take effect. Down

with your gun, sir, instantly ! "

My mahout, unable to keep his seat with

the rocking, now dropped off his cushion

among the scrub below. He could speak a

few words of English. " Shoot, Mem Sahib,

shoot !" he cried, flinging his hands up.

But I was tossed to and fro, from side

to side, with my rifle under my arm. It

was impossible to aim. Yet in sheer terror

I tried to draw the trigger. I failed ;

but somehow I caught my rifle against the

side of my cage. Something snapped in

brindled face ; I saw his white tusks. But

his gleaming pupils burned bright no longer.

His jaw was full towards me : I had shot him

between the eyes. He fell, slowly, with

blood streaming from his nostrils, and his

tongue lolling out. His muscles relaxed ;

his huge limbs grew limp. In a minute, he

lay stretched at full length on the ground,

with his head on one side, a grand, terrible

picture.

My mahout flung up his hands in wonder

and amazement. " My father ! " he cried

aloud. "Truly, the Mem Sahib is a great

shikari ! "

The Maharajah stretched across to me.

" That was a wonderful shot!" he exclaimed.

" I could never have believed a woman could

show such nerve and coolness."

Nerve and coolness, indeed ! I was

trembling all over like an Italian greyhound,

every limb a jelly; and 1 had not even fired :
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the rifle went off of itself without me. I am

innocent of having ever endangered the life

of a haycock. But once more I dissembled.

" Yes, it was a difficult shot," I said jauntily,

as if I rather liked tiger-hunting. " I didn't

think I'd hit him." Still, the effect of my

speech was somewhat marred, I fear, by the

tears that in spite of me rolled down my

cheek silently.

" Ton honah, I nevah saw a finah piece of

shooting in my life," Lord Southminster

drawled out.

Then he added

aside, in an un

dertone, " Makes

a fellah moah

determined to

annex her than

evah !"

I sat in my

h o w d a h, half

dazed. I hardly

heard what they

were saying. My

heart danced like

the elephant.

Then it stood

still within me.

I was only aware

of a feeling of

faintness. Luckily

for my reputa

tion as a mighty

s portswoman,

however, I just

managed to keep

up, and did not

actually faint, as

I was more than

half inclined

to do.

Next followed

the native pasan.

The beaters

crowded round

the fallen beast

in a chorus of

congratulation.

Many of the

villagers also ran

out, with prayers

and ejaculations, to swell our triumph. It was

all like a dream. They hustled round me and

salaamed to me. A woman had shot him !

Wonderful! A babel of voices resounded in

my ears. I was aware that pure accident

had elevated me into a heroine.

The beaters tied ropes round his body and

raised him with difficulty.

The Maharajah's face grew stern. " Where

are the whiskers ? " he asked, fiercely, in his

own tongue, which Major Balmossie inter

preted for me.

The beaters and the villagers, bowing low

and expanding their hands, made profuse

expressions of ignorance and innocence. But

the fact was patentâ��the grand face had been

mangled. While they had crowded in a

I SAW HIM NOW THE ORIENTAL [iFSI'UT.

" Put the beast on a pad elephant," the

Maharajah called out.

Vol. xvi.â��66.

dense group

round the fallen

carcass, some

body had cut off

the lips and

whiskers and

secreted them.

" They have

ruined the skin !"

the Maharajah

cried out in angry-

tones. " I in

tended it for the

lady. I shall

have them all

searched, and

the man who

has done this

thing "

He broke off,

and looked

around him. His

silence was more

terrible by far

than the fiercest

threat. I saw

him now the

Oriental despot

All the natives

drew back, awe

struck.

" The voice of

a king is the

voice of a great

god," my mahout

murmured, in a

solemn whisper.

Then nobody

else said any

thing.

"Why do

asked, just

they want the whiskers ?" I

to set things straight again.

" They seem to have been in a precious hurry

to take them ! "

The Maharajah's brow cleared. He turned

to me once more with his European manner.

"A tiger's body has wonderful power after

his death," he answered. "His fangs and
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his claws are very potent charms. His heart

gives courage. Whoever eats of it will never

know fear. His liver preserves against death

and pestilence. But the highest virtue of all

exists in his whiskers. They are mighty

talismans. Chopped up in food, they act as

a slow poison, which no doctor can detect,

no antidote guard against. They are also a

sovereign remedy against magic or the evil

eye. And administered to women, they make

an irresistible philtre, a puissant love-potion.

They secure you the heart of whoever drinks

them."

" I'd give a couple of monkeys for those

whiskahs," Lord Southminster murmured,

half unnoticed. .

We began to move again. " We'll go on

to where we know there is another tiger," the

Maharajah said, lightly, as if tigers were par

tridges. " Miss Cayley, you will come with

us?"

I rested on my laurels. (I was quivering still

from head to foot.) " No, thank you, Maha

rajah," as unconcernedly as I could ; " I've

had quite enough sport for my first day's tiger-

hunting. I think I'll go back now, and write

a newspaper account of this little adventure."

" You have had luck," he put in. " Not

everyone kills a tiger his first day out. This

will make good reading."

" I wouldn't have missed it for a hundred

pounds," I answered.

"Then try another."

" I wouldn't try another for a thousand,'' I

cried, fervently.

That evening, at the palace, I was the

heroine of the day. They toasted me in a

bumper of Heidsieck's dry monopole. The

men made speeches. Everybody talked

gushingly of my splendid courage and my

steadiness of hand. It was a brilliant shot,

under such difficult circumstances. For

myself, I said nothing. I pretended to'look

modest. I dared not confess the truthâ��that

I never fired at all. And from that day

to this I have never confessed it, till

I write it down now in these confiding

memoirs.

One episode cast a gloom over my ill-

deserved triumph. In the course of the

evening, a telegram arrived for the pea-green

young man by a white turbaned messenger.

He read it, and crumpled it up carelessly in

his hand. I looked inquiry. "Yaas," he

answered, nodding. " You're quite right. It's

that! Pooah old Manny has gone, aftah all !

Ezekiel and Habakkuk have carried off his

sixteen stone at last ! And I don't mind

telling yah nowâ��though it was a neah thing

â��it's /who am the winnah !"

1 IT S 1 WHO A.M THE \VI.V\AH!
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HIS rabbit lived at a house in

Lonsciale Road, Barnes, and for

four years was a celebrated

character in the neighbourhood.

He was an orphan, and the only

survivor of a numerous family, so that, being

V.

hutch, the door of which was left constantly

open for his convenience, or he could scarcely

have turned round in it. With his size, he

developed un-rabbitlike tastes and accom

plishments ; chiefly he struck up an intimate

friendship with the catâ��also a big animal

GREAT CHL'MS.

brought up by hand, he grew very tame as

well as enormously big. As to his size,

indeed, he altogether "grew out of" his

ot its Kind. They played together, "sat out "

many long hours side by side, and ate from

the same plate with all possible amiability.

AMIABILITY.
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Also, the rabbit acquired a great taste for

wandering beyond the limits of its owner's

premises, together with a wonderful ability

in jumping. Perhaps the cat taught him

both. At any rate, he thought nothing of

from behind, and he instantly jumped clean

through the railings to the ground beneath â��

alighting quite safely, without the smallest

injury.

Whenever the garden gate was left open

THE 1'ARTING.

scaling the garden wallâ��sft. or so high â��

and exploring the adjoining gardens ; and

on one occasion his owner, Mr. Vincent

Hughes, witnessed a jump that surprised

hi.n, accustomed as he was to his pet's feats.

lJunny (who thought nothing of coming into

he would go off for a stroll down the road

and about the adjacent streets. These ex

cursions frequently entailed complications

with vagrant do^s, and it was a very common

sight to see him tearing along homeward

with t\vo or three dogs hard in chase. The

" WHAT'S THIS?"

the house and wandering up and down

the stairs, if so disposed) was sitting in the

balcony, seventeen feet or more from the

ground. Something suddenly startled him

dogs were always â�¢' done," however, for he

would swing round into the garden gate at

top speed, and. as often as not, bolt into the

house, leaving the astonished dogs, unable so
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quickly to check their career, to dash past,

and when they turned back, to find no

rabbit visible anywhere.

Once, however, he turned the tables on a

dog completely. The dog lived next door,

and it was a mongrel fox-terrier rejoicing in

the sufficiently appropriate name of "Cats."

Now, much of the daily exercise of this dog

was obtained in chase of the unfortunate cat

who was Bunny's most intimate crony, till

at last Bunny rose in defence of his chum,

with most brilliant success.

The usual morning chat over, Bunny

turned to a slight lunch of cabbage-leaf, and

the cat, feeling little personal interest in

cabbage-leaf, strolled off in search of adven

tures of her own. Very soon she found one,

though one with an annoying lack of novelty ;

for "Cats," the next-door terrier, spied her,

and in an instant was scampering at her

tail. Pussy headed for the rabbit-hutch, and

the rabbit saw her coming. Anger and indig

nation rose in his breast, and though he

might bolt from a dog on his own account,

in the sacred cause of friendship he would

brave anything. The cat flew past, and

instantly the rabbit sprang to his feet and

confronted the savage pursuer. The dog

pulled up. Nothing like this had ever occurred

before in the whole course of his cat-chasing
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experience. Bunny rose to his hind legs, with

fierce anger in his eye, and began a display

of that curious stamping and drumming of the

hind legs practised by a rabbit which is very

infuriate indeed. It was the only proceeding

he could think of in the circumstances. The

dog was altogether non-plussedâ��even dis

mayed. What terrible attack that extra

ordinary stamping might presage he couldn't

for the life of him imagine. He got back a

step or so, and thought. Then it occurred to

him (as it did to the suddenly beloved toad

in our last anecdote) that perhaps, on the

whole, the best thing would be to clear out.

So he dropped his tail between his legs and

left the rabbit victorious. As soon as he

perceived this, Bunny bounced out in chase,

and at once there was witnessed the novel

spectacle of the truculent terrier bolting for

his life and the suddenly-emboldened rabbit

galloping furiously after him. What he would

have done to the dog if he had caught him

is a difficult thing to iruess, but as a matter

of fact the dog got clear away and avoided

the rabbit's vicinity in future, while the trium

phant rabbit returned to receive the con

gratulations of his chum, the cat.

For four years Bunny remained with Mr.

Hughes, providing amusement to all be

holders. So famous, indeed, did he become

that during that time more than one un

successful attempt was made to kidnap him

â��possibly by some enterprising showman.

And at last he was kidnapped in good

earnest, and Lonsdale Road knew him no

more.



BY TE ROMA TORINO.

ANG !

The sound rang out loud

and clear above the roar of

the wind and the beat of the

rain. The girl within started,

and for a moment her face

grew white.

" It's only a milk-pan blown against the

side of the wliarc" she said, reassuringly, to

herself, and fell to watching the grease-drops

chasing one another in slow succession down

a- stalactite of tallow till they made a little

white mound on the three-cornered piece of

wood, with four upright nails in it, that

formed a makeshift candlestick. The fire

spluttered softly as the moisture and sap

bubbled out of the damp wood.

Suddenly the wind ceased its roar. There

fell a lull in the storm like the ceasing of an

angry voice, held back for a moment threat

eningly, while gathering fresh force and fury.

The large American clock above the mantel

piece seemed to take advantage of the pause

to tick its loudest. To the woman's over

wrought nerves there seemed something

relentless in the metallic " tick-tack " of the

pendulum. Then the wind burst again on

the wliare, and the rough slab walls creaked

in the blast.

In the girl's mind there was a picture. She

saw a river, swollen till its tawny waters

roared far above their usual height. Here

and there a dark island held up against the

Vol. xvi.-68.

white boil of the torrent where some great

tree had stuck and caught in its outstretched

limbs the passing debris. Amid the waves

of the flood a passing branch swept by,

throwing mad, imploring arms to the sky till

it disappeared in the seething foam.

The picture was clear before her now just

as she had seen it once many months before,

that mad rush of wild water hurrying between

rough wooded banks, carrying all before it

down to the distant sea. The dancing black

wreckage on its surface seemed to have

caught the eddying spirit of the storm. But

she thought only of the solitary rider she

pictured on the further bank. Would he

try to ford the river? He was so rash ! But

surely he must know it would be certain

death. And at that the picture changed.

A dark human form whirled down that yellow

turmoil, buffeted hither and thither by the

waves, struck by passing branches, struggling

â��risingâ��sinkingâ��sinking at last to rise no

more.

With a shudder she rose. The moaning

of the wind between the gusts sounded like

a dirge. The strain was more than she could

bear. An impulse seized her to wake the

baby; even if he cried it would relieve the

intolerable loneliness. She went into the

inner room, with its unlined walls papered

with pictures from the illustrated papers, and

stooped over the cradle. It was only an old

packing-case set on four rough wooden legs,
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SHE SLII'PED ONK FINGER INTO THE SMALL, UPTURNED

PINK 1-ALM."

and lined with chintz, yet it

was cosy enough. The baby

lay half smiling in his sleep.

His pretty rosy lips were

parted, and one dimpled arm,

thrown lightly above his head,

rested on the golden-brown

curls.

"You bonny boy,"

whispered the mother, and

her voice was very tender.

" No ! Mother cannot wake

you, darling."

She slipped one finger into

the small, upturned pink palm

on the pillow, the tiny

fingers closing firmly on it,

and the touch of the little

hand somehow gave her a

sense ol companionship and

comfort.

Bang! This time the

sound was not caused by the

wind. It seemed as if some

thing were stumbling about

outside : a horse or a cow

seeking shelter, she told her-

self. Nevertheless, her

heart beat faster.

Gently she drew her

finger from the tiny

velvety hand, and, with

light, eager steps, flew

to the door. She pulled

out the wooden peg, and

with difficulty unfastened

the piece of dog-chain

from the staple. A

moment later the wind

had burst open the door,

blown out the candle,

and thrown her down.

She was not hurt, and

in a second was up and

looking for the peg, which

she had dropped; but

she could not find it.

She felt on the mantel

shelf for a box of matches.

As she stood there, she

seemed to feel that some

one was near, and, turn

ing, saw by the faint fire

light the wet, draggled

form of a man in the

doorway. He was dressed

" SHE SAW THE WET, DRAGGLED FORM OF A MAN IN THE DOORWAY."
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in a pair of moleskin trousers and a cotton

shirt, which clung to him in wet rags.

" Harry ! oh, darling ! " she cried, and

running to him, flung her arms about his

neck. Then with a half-smothered scream

she sprang back. It was not Harry !

" I beg your pardon," said the man, and

his voice was grave and deep. " I see you are

expecting someone. I must apologize for

coming in on you so unceremoniously, but

I did not expect to find a lady in this wild

place. I thought this

was probably some

shepherd's hut, and the

door was open."

Turning as he spoke,

he shut the door and

leaned against it to keep

it closed, while she put

the link over the staple

and discovered the peg.

When the door was

fastened and she had

lighted a candle, she

found the room in con

fusion and the floor

littered with papers

blown from a shelf.

Baby was crying, too,

and with a hasty excuse

she ran in to comfort

him. When she

returned, the stranger

was hard at work tidying

the room. He seemed

to make himself per

fectly at home.

She thanked him

rather shyly.

" Only too happy," he

said. " It was my fault in

keeping the door open."

- There was a light

pause of embarrassment.

\

" You are very wet,'

" won't you let me get you some dry things ? "

she said, at last

" I am wet," he replied ; " I tried to ford

the river, lost my horse, and had a pretty

narrow shave of it myself. I got off the track

and was two days in the bush without food."

" You must have something to eat im

mediately," she interrupted, with womanly

concern. " You must be half-dead with cold

and hunger."

She ran to the inner room and laid some

dry clothes of her husband's on the bed.

"Now you must go in and change," she

said, returning ; and while he was away she

busied herself in preparing a meal for him.

" By Jove, that looks good," he said, when

he came back, at sight of the white-clothed

table, on which stood a dish with a cold leg

of mutton beside a loaf of heavy home-made

bread, a big jug of milk, and a piece of

soapy-looking Colonial cheese.

The girl, who was kneeling on the floor,

blowing the wood fire with the heavy, un-

painted bellows, looked up.

" The tea is not made," she said, " but

don't wait. The kettle is almost boiling."

" THE GIRL LOOKED UP."

He took her at her word, at once sat

down, and ate hungrily and in silence. While

he ate she talked, accompanied by the cheery

singing of the kettle. She told him that her

husband had taken a mob of sheep to sell in

Masterton two days before. He would have

been home by now had not the storm

delayed him. There was a pause while she

made the tea. The teapot stood ready, the

lid by its side on the brick hob. When she

had placed a cup before him, he asked,

abruptly, " Are you not afraid ? It must be

very lonely here sometimes."

" Yes; I hate it when my husband is

away, but that is not often. It is not as bad
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the thought struck him to beautify his cottage

by cutting these bushes into different shapes.

No thought of the labour involved, or its

probable consequences, entered his mind, and

he went stolidly

to work. Cut

ting here and

planting there,

his first attempts

were confined to

reproductions of

the commoner

animals such as

dogs, rats, hens,

and cows, but as

time went on the

rarest specimens

of the zoological

and ornithologi-

c a 1 worlds

secured his at

tention. As re

gards the crea

tion of new

figures, it may s

be said that it

takes two to four years for the figures to

grow to their full size, and that, during that

time, they have to be constantly watched

and trained. That is what we mean when we

speak of " probable consequences."

When Meier was pensioned, the railway

company gave the bushes into his charge,

and allowed him to cut them three times a

PEASANT WOMAN MAKING UUTTEK.

yearâ��in June, August, and October. Virtu

ally, this was equivalent to a permission for

continual cutting, as by the time the sixty-

three figures were finished the cutter was

ready to begin

on the sixty-three

again. Our pho

tographer was

compelled to

wait nearly a

month until the

figures could be

properly trim

med. Variety is

further evi

denced in the

figures on this

page, represent

ing a swan (a

very elongated

and rotund

swan), a woman

making butter,

and a circus dog.

N. The woman

carries herself

very naturally, and the dog might make his

fortune at any show if he were not so deeply

attached to Steinheim.

The latter figure will give us some idea of

the preliminary care which must be exerted

with the framework in order that a true effect

may be secured two years hence. The frame

is very similar to, though not so elaborate as,

CIRCUS DOG.
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grew frightened. She began to wonder

what the man's strange conduct might mean.

Suddenly some instinct prompted her to

feel, she had no idea why, for the button

that fastened the door. At first she felt too

low. Her hand went up and caught the

button. And not a moment too soon, for

something was pressing it down from the

other side. AVith her thumb underneath it

she held on. The peg that served for

handle on the other side was too short to

allow of putting on much pressure; still,

holding the button was not easy, and her

finger ached.

" I must do it! I must do it!" said a

voice from the other side of the door. The

words came hurriedly, and there was some

thing uncanny in their tones.

The girl held her breath, and gripped the

button tightly. Suddenly the downward

pressure relaxed and she nearly turned it

with her own finger.

The noise of heavy breathing came from

beyond the door.

" No ! No ! No ! I can'tâ��1 can't do it,"

said the voice again. " No, not yet. Not

to-night."

There was a sound of move

ment, and the voice receded

and grew indistinct. She looked

through the crack again. The

stranger was marching up and

down the room muttering to him

self, still with the knife in his

hand. She could catch a word

or two when he came near the

door, but that was all.

" Not to-night," he kept on

repeating : " to-morrow, to-morrow,

to-morrow."

She knew now that he was mad,

and, shivering between cold and

terror, she stood there with chilled

and aching fingers gripping the

button which was the only safety

for herself and for the child.

At length the stranger ceased

his muttcrings, and she heard the

creak of the rough bunk as he

lay down. The wind dropped

and, with faint whimperings, died.

The rain had ceased. There fell

a great silence. She could hear the

steady breathing of the stranger

as he slept; still she dared not

leave the door, but stood there,

fearing that at any moment the

child might wake and, with its

cry, rouse the sleeping madman.

So she stood while the clock ticked out

the interminable seconds of cold and fear,

listening now to the light breathing of the

baby, now to that of the sleeping man, and

asking herself again and again, " What will

he do to-morrow ?" She was miles away

from any help, shut up in that solitary place

with a maniacâ��alone. Could she hold the

door till Harry came ?

The night dragged on. The dropping of

an ember from the dying fire startled her.

Still she stood there, wakeful and listening.

And when at length the first grey light of

dawn came stealing up across the tea-tree

flats and in at the little four-paned window,

it found her there, heavy-eyed and weary, but

still watching by the door.

At last, when the bush-rails were calling to

each other in the fern and the flush of sun

rise was on the hills, she turned stiff and

aching towards the bed. As she did so she

nearly upset a little table by the door, but

caught it just in time to save the slender

stock of medicines and prevent a ciash that

might have awakened the sleepers. As she

replaced the table her eye fell on a blue-fluted

bottle labelled, in scarlet, " Poison." It con-
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tained, perhaps, a tea-spoonful of a dark

liquid. An idea flashed across her mind,

and she picked up the bottle and dropped it

into the pocket of her skirt which hung

behind the door. Then hastily she dressed

herself and the child, always with an anxious

ear for any movement in the next room.

At length she heard him rise, and, looking

through the crevice once more, saw to her

surprise that he was lighting the fire. The

flames rose with a cheery crackle. The

stranger rose, took up a bucket and the

kettle, and, unfastening the door, walked out.

She could hardly believe her eyes. The

maniac of the night seemed with morning a

rational being. She was half inclined to

think she had dreamed. Then her eye fell

on the knife he had carried lying on the

table, and she shuddered.

Slowly and timidly she unfastened the

door, and, carrying the baby, ventured into

the outer room. There was the sound of

returning feet. She suppressed a strong

impulse to retreat into the bedroom again.

" Good morning," said the grave, quiet

voice of the stranger. He stood in the door

way, bucket in hand. " I have been down

to the gully for water," he said; " I had no

difficulty in rinding the place. I hope you

slept well."

Resisting an hysterical desire to laugh at

the remark, she answered incoherently, and

tried to thank him for lighting the fire.

" May I cut some firewood for you ? " he

asked.

" I think there is enough," she answered,

" but if you don't mind driving the cow

up-

" Not at all; but I fear I can't milk."

She thanked him, and when he had fetched

the cow she did the milking while he insisted

on holding the baby. She dared not refuse,

because she had always heard it was safest

to humour the insane ; but it was a terrible

ordeal, and it was with an inward prayer of

thankfulness that she finished milking and

got the child safely in her own arms again.

While he chopped wood, she prepared

breakfast. The idea of locking him out

occurred to her.

" But he could so easily chop down the

door with the axe," she said to herself;

" besides, he might kill Harry if he came

home. No ; my other plan is best."

She made everything ready, and even

poured out the tea before calling the stranger.

When she had finished the blue-fluted bottle

in her pocket was empty; and she trembled as

she sat down opposite her unwelcome guest.

" Mum-mum-mum," said the baby, holding

in one fat fist a crust dipped in new milk and

brown sugar. His mother had put him on

the side farthest from the stranger for safety.

" What a fine child ! Is it a girl or a

boy ?" asked the guest, trying to say the

proper thing.

She glanced at him apprehensively as she

answered, " A boy."

Then hastily changing the subject to draw

his attention from her child :â��

" This is a new lot of tea," she said, as

she drank a mouthful. " I don't like it. It

tastes like pain-killer. Perhaps some was

upset into it when they were bringing it up

in the drays. I wish I had any other to

offer you ; but we have to put up with these

things in the bush. Don't drink it if you

don't like it, please."

Thus compelled, the guest drank his tea.

"It is not so very bad," he said, trying to be

civil; but he refused a second cup.

" I feel rather fagged after yesterday's

adventure?," he said presently, stifling a

yawn. "I feel shockingly drowsy."

He sat by the fire, turning the pages of an

illustrated paper listlessly.

"I think the fire makes onesleepy," he said,

catching himself nodding over the paper.

" You must be very tired," she replied,

" after your two days in the bush."

" Yes. I say, will you think me awfully

rude if I lie down ? I feelâ��soâ��sleepy."

His eyelids drooped heavily as he spoke,

and his voice was thick. Muttering some

thing about a bad night, he dragged himself

to the bunk and lay down.

For a few minutes the woman watched

him, holding her breath. Then taking up

the child she tiptoed out of the whar'e with

many a backward glance at the recumbent

figure on the bunk.

Once outside she caught up her skirts in

one hand, and balancing the child across her

hip, ran down the hill to the stockyard. She

stopped under the gallows where the beasts

were slaughtered. From a pulley on the

cross-beam dangled a rope, with an iron

hook on the end of it. Quickly as she could

with one hand she unrove the rope, and,

coiling it up hastily and still with the baby

orr her hip, turned and ran breathlessly up

the hill again.

When she reached the hut she found the

stranger still sleeping heavily. laying the

baby down to crawl on the mud floor, she

set about her preparations. First she fastened

the hook end of the rope round a leg of the

bunk ; then gently passed the free end over
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the sleeper's legs, and, with many anxious

glances at his face, reached under the bunk

and drew the rope cautiously taut. Her

hand shook as she passed the rope again and

again over the sleeping man, over his legs

and arms, and up to his chest. And all the

time her heart was in her mouth for fear he

in at the small, uncurtained window, but its

footsteps fell so light that she did not wake

until the sun had risen and looked in upon

her and touched with gold the long hair,

which lay across the bare, sunburnt arm.

Then the baby woke and cried because he

found himself alone. The mother started up

and looked about her. The

stranger lay still, and she

ran to quiet the child with

motherly wiles.

" SHE PASSED THE ROPE AGAIN AND AGAIN OVER THE SLEEPING MAN.

should wake ; hut still, with eyes glued on

the unconscious face, she pulled and knotted

and twisted till the work was done and the

rope secure. It took a long while, for as each

turn of the rope was drawn tight across the re

cumbent man she paused to listen anxiously

to his breathing and to watch for any

slightest movement. But he slept on peace

fully and made no sign. Long after she had

finished she stood there, not daring to move,

starting at the child's low murmurs, at the

crackle of the wood fire, and the sounds of

the bush without. At length, weary and sick

with the strain, she sank into a chair and

wiped the cold damp from her forehead.

So night closed in upon her sitting there,

and midnight found her sleeping with her

head upon the table. The grey dawn peeped

When she had fed and

dressed the baby she looked

in again at the sleeping

madman. He lay very still.

There was no sound ' of

breathing.

" Can he be dead ? " she

thought. "Can I have given

him an overdose ? "

With a beating heart she

bent over him. A lock of

her hair fell on his face. He

raised his hand to brush it

off, and at that she started

back, all the blood throbbing

to her heart, and her face

deadly white. The man

turned restlessly and sighed.

Sheglanced at the tomahawk

which still lay on the table.

"If he breaks loose I

have no chance of saving

baby," she thought ; and

for one moment there was

murder in her eyes.

Then suddenly fear

mastered her. She darted

into the inner room, picked

up the child, and fled with

him from the hut.

As she did so she heard a rustle and a

creak and a stifled exclamation. At that

she gave a gasp of terror, and ran down the

track towards the ford.

There was a muffled shout behind her.

Not daring to look back, she ran on. There

came another shout and another. She ran

the faster, sobbing as she went. The baby

crowed delightedly, thinking it was some new

game for his special benefit.

Her breath was going and baby was heavy,

and every moment she expected to hear the

madman in pursuit. Still she ran on.

"Oh, if Harry would only come," she cried.

As she spoke, up over the ridge in front

came the dark figure of a solitary horseman,

and with a sob of joy she ran on towards

him. The rider saw her, quickened his



544

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

pace to a gallop, and in a minute reined up

at her side, his horse splashing the mud from

a pool upon her as he stopped.

" Good heavens, Kitty, what is the matter?"

he cried. " Were you frightened about me?"

" Oh, Harry "â��she gaspedâ��" Not that.

There's aâ��a madmanâ��tied up in the

whar'e ! "

" A madman ? "

"Yesâ��heâ��tried to kill babyâ��and me.

But Iâ��I gave him some laudanum "

She sobbed hystericallyâ��" Andâ��you must

come up quickâ��and kill him before he gets

loose. Iâ��would haveâ��killed him myself,

only I was afraidâ��andâ��he was so nice."

"Good God !" cried her

husband, " stay where you

are till I come back â��

sit there in the fern with

baby."

And next moment he

was galloping up the road

to the hut.

Minute after minute

passed. She began to be

afraid. "Couldthemadman

have broken loose," she

asked herself, "and found

the tomahawk, andâ��killed

Harry ?" She stood

up listening, with beating

pulses. At length she

could bear it no longer.

And, forgetting her own

safety, even that of the

baby, she set off running

towards the hut.

As she did so a strange

thing happened. She saw

her husband come out

of the wha,re followed by

the stranger, and â�� they

seemed to be laughing.

What had happened? Had

the maniac persuaded

Harry of his sanity? He

could be sane enough when

he liked, she knew. She

stopped, utterly puzzled.

They came straight to

her, talking as they came.

" It was a most awkward mistake," her

husband was saying. " I'm awfully sorry."

"Not a bit, old chap," replied the stranger.

" Of course, your wife couldn't know. That

infernallhabit of mine has landed me in a good

many messes. Still, it was rather unpleasant.''

They both burst out laughing, and

roared till the tears stood in their eyes.

She looked at them, too bewildered to say

a word.

" By Jove, Kitty," cried her husband, as

soon as he could speak for laughing. " You

have been and done it this time. Why,

Hood and I were at school together, and he

always did walk in his sleep."

" I must really apologize for frightening

you," put in the whilom madman ; â�¢' I thought

the trip to the Colonies would cure me, and

so I thought it had ; but my ducking in the

river and two days in the bush must have

upset me."

THEY BOTH BURST OUT LAUGHIMi.

"But Kitty had fainted, and they jus,t had

time to catch her and the baby as she fell.

So Kitty escaped from the " madman " ; but

except to her husband she never talked of

how nearly she became a murderess that

day. And Hood himself never knew.
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AGE 3.

From a Photo. by C. WauliiM, Bath.

MISS ROSINA BRANDRAM.

5i~lNE of the best-known and most

popular Savoyards is Miss Rosina

Brandram. Indeed, there is not

one of Mr. D'Oyly Carte's well-

known Gilbert-Sullivan produc

tions that has not gained in popularity by

the presence of Miss Brandram as the lead-

AGE 16.

From a Pltoto. b'j Mora, New York.

ing contralto. As a child Miss

Brandram astonished everybody

by the extraordinary deep voice

in which she sang her nursery

songs, and it happened that when

in Milan she was introduced to

Signer Nara, Mr. Santley's cele

brated teacher. It was arranged

that Miss Brandram should under

go a course of study under the

care of Signer Nara, with the

result that we all know. Miss

Brandram's favourite part is that of Katisha

in "The Mikado," whilst her other well-known

creations are Dame Carruthers in " Yeomen

of the Guard," Duchess of Plaza Toro in

"The Gondoliers," Lady Sophie in "Utopia

Limited," and others.

From a Photo, bi/]

[Alf. EUit. Up. BattrSt.
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MR. LA THANUUE, A.K.A.

ENRY HERBERT

LA THANGUE, a

prominent English

artist, was educated at

Dulwich College, and

at the Lambeth School of Art,

finally entering the school of the

Royal Academy, and winning,

in 1879, the gold medal â�� the

highest honour bestowed upon

its students by the Academy.

A(iE 21.

From a Phtitoffraph.

With an introduction from Lord

Leighton, he then entered the

atelier of M. Gerome, where he

achieved much success. Although

Mr. La Thangue's home is near

Bosham, in Sussex, his studio is

from a]

the open air. In many cases,

it has been said, this painter

has not seen his works under

a roof until the varnishing day

at the Royal Academy. "In

a Cottage â�� Nightfall," " The

Yeoman," "A Little Holding,"

"The Last Furrow," "The

Woodman," and "Gathering

Watercress," are among Mr. La

Thangue's best-known works,

and in 1897 his "Travelling

Harvesters" was bought at the

Academy for ^1,000. Mr. La

Thangue's paintings are ex

cellent examples of the natural

istic movement, and amply

justify his recent election as

an Associate of the Royal

Academy.



Bv TE ROMA TORINO.

ANG !

The sound rang out loud

and clear above the roar of

the wind and the beat of the

rain. The girl within started,

and for a moment her face

grew white.

"It's only a milk-pan blown against the

side of the whare" she said, reassuringly, to

herself, and fell to watching the grease-drops

chasing one another in slow succession down

a- stalactite of tallow till they made a little

white mound on the three-cornered piece of

wood, with four upright nails in it, that

formed a makeshift candlestick. The fire

spluttered softly as the moisture and sap

bubbled out of the damp wood.

Suddenly the wind ceased its roar. There

fell a lull in the storm like the ceasing of an

angry voice, held back for a moment threat

eningly, while gathering fresh force and fury.

The large American clock above the mantel

piece seemed to take advantage of the pause

to tick its loudest. To the woman's over

wrought nerves there seemed something

relentless in the metallic " tick-tack " of the

pendulum. Then the wind burst again on

the w/iare, and the rough slab walls creaked

in the blast.

In the girl's mind there was a picture. She

saw a river, swollen till its tawny waters

roared far above their usual height. Here

and there a dark island held up against the

Vol. xvi.-ea.

white boil of the torrent where some great

tree had stuck and caught in its outstretched

limbs the passing debris. Amid the waves

of the flood a passing branch swept by,

throwing mad, imploring arms to the sky till

it disappeared in the seething foam.

The picture was clear before her now just

as she had seen it once many months before,

that mad rush of wild water hurrying between

rough wooded banks, carrying all before it

down to the distant sea. The dancing black

wreckage on its surface seemed to have

caught the eddying spirit of the storm. But

she thought only of the solitary rider she

pictured on the further bank. YA'ould he

try to ford the river ? He was so rash ! But

surely he must know it would be certain

death. And at that the picture changed.

A dark human form whirled down that yellow

turmoil, buffeted hither and thither by the

waves, struck by passing branches, struggling

â��risingâ��sinkingâ��sinking at last to rise no

more.

With a shudder she rose. The moaning

of the wind between the gusts sounded like

a dirge. The strain was more than she could

bear. An impulse seized her to wake the

baby; even if he cried it would relieve the

intolerable loneliness. She went into the

inner room, with its unlined walls papered

with pictures from the illustrated papers, and

stooped over the cradle. It was only an old

packing-case set on four rough wooden legs,
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into the country, taking breath at last

(metaphorically, of course,) when he had

reached Portsmouth. There he saw a thing

of beautyâ��and a joy for ever to the hearts

of our naval heroes. It was no less than

that masterpiece of

modern engineer

ing, that palladium

of Britain's mari

time supremacyâ��

H.M.S. Virago, the

world -renowned

torpedo - destroyer.

In frantic zeal he

focussed'the sinuous

craft, and took a

magnificent plateâ��

as he thought ....

When he had

developed, a cold

perspiration broke

over his brow. The

scene was changed.

He saw before him

the southern coast

of Cuba, just out

side Santiago Har

bour. Yes ; by

some demoniacal

agency the pride

of England's navy

had been suddenly

transformed into

one of Cervera's

vanquished boats,

burning on the

beach under a

murderous fire of

dynamite shells

and aerial torpe

does !

He cast up his

eyes from the

plate. Yes, it was

Portsmouth that

he saw in nature,

and not thai horri

ble mirage of San

tiago. He looked

ashore. There

were the houses,

right enough, in

all their wonted

serenity. The

people moved

about, all uncon

scious of the fierce

conflict that was

tearing his bosom.

A pretty little group he saw in front of one

of the housesâ��a nursemaid with a couple of

babies in a perambulator, and a sweet little

girl behind, wheeling a smiling infant in a

cart. Here was an idyllic scene, just the

H.M. TORPEDO-DESTROYER " VIRAGO."
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in a pair of moleskin trousers and a cotton

shirt, which clung to him in wet rags.

" Harry ! oh, darling ! " she cried, and

running to him, flung her arms about his

neck. Then with a half-smothered scream

she sprang back. It was not Harry !

" I beg your pardon," said the man, and

his voice was grave and deep. " I see you are

expecting someone. I must apologize for

coming in on you so unceremoniously, but

I did not expect to find a lady in this wild

place. I thought this

was probably some

shepherd's hut, and the

door was open."

Turning as he spoke,

he shut the door and

leaned against it to keep

it closed, while she put

the link over the staple

and discovered the peg.

When the door was

fastened and she had

lighted a candle, she

.found the room in con

fusion and the floor

littered with papers

blown from a shelf.

Baby was crying, too,

and with a hasty excuse

she ran in to comfort

him. \V hen she

returned, the stranger

was hard at work tidying

the room. He seemed

to make himself per-

lectly at home.

She thanked him

rather shyly.

" Only too happy," he

said. " It was my fault in

keeping the door open."

There was a light

pause of embarrassment.

" You are very wet,'

" won't you let me get you some dry things ? "

she said, at last

" I am wet," he replied ; " I tried to ford

the river, lost my horse, and had a pretty

narrow shave of it myself. I got off the track

and was two days in the bush without food."

" You must have something to eat im

mediately," she interrupted, with womanly

concern. " You must be half-dead with cold

and hunger."

She ran to the inner room and laid some

dry clothes of her husband's on the bed.

"Now you must go in and change," she

said, returning ; and while he was away she

busied herself in preparing a meal for him.

" By Jove, that looks good," he said, when

he came back, at sight of the white-clothed

table, on which stood a dish with a cold leg

of mutton beside a loaf of heavy home-made

bread, a big jug of milk, and a piece of

soapy-looking Colonial cheese.

The girl, who was kneeling on the floor,

blowing the wood fire with the heavy, un-

painted bellows, looked up.

"The tea is not made," she said, "but

don't wait. The kettle is almost boiling."

THE GIRL LOOKED UP."

He took her at her word, at once sat

down, and ate hungrily and in silence. While

he ate she talked, accompanied by the cheery

singing of the kettle. She told him that her

husband had taken a mob of sheep to sell in

Masterton two days before. He would have

been home by now had not the storm

delayed him. There was a pause while she

made the tea. The teapot stood ready, the

lid by its side on the brick hob. When she

had placed a cup before him, he asked,

abruptly, "Are you not afraid? It must be

very lonely here sometimes."

" Yes; I hate it when my husband is

away, but that is not often. It is not as bad
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as you would think. We often have people-

drop in for a meal and a shakedown. You

see, this is the only place for ten miles one

way and twenty the other, and the nearest is

only a sawmiller's hut, so you cannot be sure

of finding anyone there. The road runs

quite close to us, you know. That makes it

less lonely. Besides,, this is not my first

experience of the back blocks."

And, thereupon, she told him of her life.

It was a relief to talk to someone. The

loneliness of the bush eats into the heart of

men till their words grow few and talk is

irksome; but on women the solitude has a

contrary effectâ��the silence oppresses them,

and unaccustomed company often loosens the

tongue.

Hers was a common enough story in that

land of changing fortunes. Her husband

had started with little and soon lost all.

Then followed the journey north and the

search for land. When at last they did settle

down the little money they had saved was

nearly spent, and they had not enough either

to build or to furnish. It had been a long

hand-to-mouth struggle, but this year had

been a little better. She told the story

simply and he listened. It was a relief to

have someone, even a stranger, beside her.

It diverted her thoughts from her anxiety.

As she talked she washed up the cups and

saucers, and put them away. The man

watched her every movement intently.

" Were you ever in England ?" asked he,

when she paused.

" No, I was born hereâ��my people are in

Dunedin," she replied.

"I envy you, you have so much yet to see."

Then to the wind's accompaniment he

told her of Old England : of yellow primroses

benealh leafless, budding trees in the spring

time ; of purple violets peeping among ferns

on mossy banks ; of Devon lands and the

wild Cornish coast, and the heather-covered

hills of the bleak north. And then he went

on to tell of the roaring streets of the Great

Cityâ��of its poverty and its palaces, its

West-end waste and its East-end want.

And so out there on the brown fern hills

where the weka call to one another through

the gloaming, and the cicadas sing their shrill

song all through the hot summer's da)', where

on the skirt of the bush the full, liquid notes

of the lui echo down the gully, the girl, a

slim figure, dressed in a frock of six seasons

gone, listened to his tales of the Old World

beyond the sea. For there was a spell in the

voice and manner of the man that carried

her out of her rough surroundings, till she

almost fancied herself twelve thousand miles

away.

Once or twice while he talked she looked

up to find him gazing at her with a curious

look in his eyes, which she did not under

stand, and which gave her an unaccountable

feeling of uneasiness.

When she had finished washing up, the

stranger helped her to put away the dishes.

" Where shall I put these ? " he asked, the

lidless macaroni box in which the knives

were kept in his hand.

" In here," she said, opening a drawer in

the table.

After that she made up a bed for him, in

the corner near the fire, on the rough bunk

which generally served as a sofa. It was late

by the time she had done. She bade him

" Good night," and, with the comfortable

feeling that there was a man in the house to

protect her, went into the inner room and

turned the wooden button that fastened the

door behind her.

She went to bed, but could not sleep.

That picture of the swollen river would not

leave her, and she turned and tossed and

tossed again. The wail of the wind was

infinitely melancholy, though the storm was

abating a little. As she lay there, wide-eyed

and wakeful, it seemed she heard a sound.

Could Harry have come home, she wondered,

without her hearing the door open ? No,

that was impossible, she reflected, for the

door was fastened on the inside.

With a sudden impulse of fear she sprang

out of bed. Silently she groped her way

across the room, her bare feet making no

sound on the earthen floor. In one place

the sapwood boards of the door had shrunk,

and through the crevice came a fitful gleam

of firelight. There was a sound of move

ment in the outer room. " He must be keep

ing up the fire," she thought. " I do hope

he woti't burn all my dry wood, or 1 shall

have none to-morrow."

A rattle of steel startled her. Peeping

through the crevice in the door, she saw the

stranger standing by the table. The knife-

drawer was open, and with a start of fear

she noticed that he held a knife in his hand.

His profile was silhouetted against the light,

and his lips moved as if he were talking to

himself; but his words did not reach her

above the noise of the wind.

Presently he turned and passed out of

sight, but she could hear him moving about

the room, talking to himself. His voice

rose as if he were becoming excited. Then

a momentary silence followed. The girl
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camera, put a fresh roller in, and sallied forth

on his strange mission. He handled the

thing with greater care than ever, and looked

furtively at the curious carvings on its surface.

The gods and goddesses leered at him

pleasantly, as if in malicious enjoyment of his

inward agony. He

blinked under

their gaze â�� fan

cied they blinked

back at him !

" Ugh! What ugly-

mugs !"â��and

shivered as

struck by

sudden chill,

nervous haste

turned away

eyes, tucked

thing under

he

if

a

In

he

his

the

his

arm, and sallied

forth.

New Oxford

Street reared its

stately buildings

against the sky,

and cast a deep,

long vista of its

entire length to

the eastern hori

zon. Below,

vehicles and pe

destrians dotted

the ground in

gentle motion â��

all unconscious of

the tragedy in the

apprehensions were fulfilled. The Imperial

Institute, that noble embodiment of Britain's

wide domain, that glorious testimony of her

high destiny, was struck down by celestial

fireâ��in the photograph, of course. The

flames sang merrily, ascending skywards in

1MTEK1AI. INSTITUTE ON FIKE.

air, all oblivious of the terrible cataclysm fore

told for that supreme day. The demon of fury

came from the southern side. The ponderous

piles were heaped up in one long mass of com

mon ruin, flanked by a row of falling chim

neys and shivering window-panes. High

above the eastern horizon appeared a

mysterious handwriting on the sky, while

immediately over the crumbling ruins still

tottered ere they fell certain other lettersâ��

perhaps in striking testimony to that com

mercial spirit of the age that crowns nil

human efforts and presides over all human

works and pomps.

Appalled by these sights, at least in anti

cipation, the artist paused in his work. It

was a few days after, when he had recovered

somewhat his wonted calm, that he resumed

this weird research into the unknown realms

of the future. He worked elsewhereâ��to see

if the destruction would, indeed, be so

extensive and so gigantic. Alas! his worst

horrible wreaths,

and the mighty

tower, that envied

cynosure of all

admiring eyes,

frizzled and crum

pled and twisted

under the terrible

heat. No eye

beheld that awful

destruction save

that of a solitary

wayfarer who am

bled along in cal

lous indifference.

But, noble as is

the Imperial Insti

tute (or was, ere

this wonderful

camera cremated

it), there is a far

nobler structure

at hand. We

mean that palla

dium of British

justice, that abode

of British sove

reignty, that ark

of British liberty

â��the Houses of

Parliament.

And this is how they fared. A frightful

subterranean upheaval shook the noble

edifice to its foundations, and sunk the clock-

towerâ�� that beacon-light of its steadfast

vigilanceâ��to the lowermost depths of the

earth, whilst a vast leviathan arose from the

bottom of the Thames on the crest of a

huge tidal-wave, and piled up the devouring

flood high upon the shore. And at that

moment there was seen a monstrous sea-

serpent coiled up against that part of the

edifice that still remained unmoved, and

lashing itself against it in frantic fury. This,

indeed, was the day of desolation.

One final tragedy yet remained. The

bewildered artist hastened to Trafalgar

Square â�� that everlasting monument of

England's naval supremacy. In fear and

trembling he took the photo

It was the culminating scene in that

stupendous cataclysm. Human words are

powerless to depict that awful picture. A
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tained, perhaps, a tea-spoonful of a dark

liquid. An idea flashed across her mind,

and she picked up the bottle and dropped it

into the pocket of her skirt which hung

behind the door. Then hastily she dressed

herself and the child, always with an anxious

ear for any movement in the next room.

At length she heard him rise, and, looking

through the crevice once more, saw to her

surprise that he was lighting the fire. The

flames rose with a cheery crackle. The

stranger rose, took up a bucket and the

kettle, and, unfastening the door, walked out.

She could hardly believe her eyes. The

maniac of the night seemed with morning a

rational being. She was half inclined to

think she had dreamed. Then her eye fell

on the knife he had carried lying on the

table, and she shuddered.

Slowly and timidly she unfastened the

door, and, carrying the baby, ventured into

the outer room. There was the sound of

returning feet. She suppressed a strong

impulse to retreat into the bedroom again.

" Good morning," said the grave, quiet

voice of the stranger. He stood in the door

way, bucket in hand. " I have been down

to the gully for water," he said; " I had no

difficulty in finding the place. I hope you

slept well."

Resisting an hysterical desire to laugh at

the remark, she answered incoherently, and

tried to thank him for lighting the fire.

" May I cut some firewood for you ? " he

asked.

" I think there is enough," she answered,

" but if you don't mind driving the cow

upâ��

" Not at all; but I fear I can't milk."

She thanked him, and when he had fetched

the cow she did the milking while he insisted

on holding the baby. She dared not refuse,

because she had always heard it was safest

to humour the insane ; but it was a terrible

ordeal, and it was with an inward prayer of

thankfulness that she finished milking and

got the child safely in her own arms again.

While he chopped wood, she prepared

breakfast. The idea of locking him out

occurred to her.

" But he could so easily chop down the

door with the axe," she said to herself;

" besides, he might kill Harry if he came

home. No ; my other plan is best."

She made everything ready, and even

poured out the tea before calling the stranger.

When she had finished the blue-fluted bottle

in her pocket was empty; and she trembled as

she sat down opposite her unwelcome guest.

" Mum-mum-mum," said the baby, holding

in one fat fist a crust dipped in new milk and

brown sugar. His mother had put him on

the side farthest from the stranger for safety.

" What a fine child ! Is it a girl or a

boy ?" asked the guest, trying to say the

proper thing.

She glanced at him apprehensively as she

answered, " A boy."

Then nastily changing the subject to draw

his attention from her child : â��

" This is a new lot of tea," she said, as

she drank a mouthful. " I don't like it It

tastes like pain-killer. Perhaps some was

upset into it when they were bringing it up

in the drays. I wish I had any other to

offer you ; but we have to put up with these

things in the bush. Don't drink it if you

don't like it, please."

Thus compelled, the guest drank his tea.

" It is not so very bad," he said, trying to be

civil; but he refused a second cup.

" I feel rather fagged after yesterday's

adventures," he said presently, stifling a

yawn. "I feel shockingly drowsy."

He sat by the fire, turning the pages of an

illustrated paper listlessly.

"I think the fire makes onesleepy," he said,

catching himself nodding over the paper.

"You must be very tired," she replied,

"after your two days in the bush."

" Yes. I say, will you think me awfully

rude if I lie down ? I feelâ��soâ��sleepy."

His eyelids drooped heavily as he spoke,

and his voice was thick. Muttering some

thing about a bad night, he dragged himself

to the bunk and lay down.

For a few minutes the woman watched

him, holding her breath. Then taking up

the child she tiptoed out of the wkare with

many a backward glance at the recumbent

figure on the bunk.

Once outside she caught up her skirts in

one hand, and balancing the child across her

hip, ran down the hill to the stockyard. She

stopped under the gallows where the beasts

were slaughtered. From a pulley on the

cross-beam dangk-d a rope, with an iron

hook on the end of it. Quickly as she could

with one hand she unrove the rope, and,

coiling it up hastily and still with the baby

on her hip, turned and ran breathlessly up

the hill again.

When she reached the hut she found the

stranger still sleeping heavily. Laying the

baby down to crawl on the mud floor, she

set about her preparations. First she fastened

the hook end of the rope round a leg of the

bunk ; then gently passed the free end over
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BY G. M. ROBINS,

- AUTHOR OF " THE IDES OF MARCH," ETC.

"She should never have looked at me like thru if she meant me not to love her.'

T was at the Private View of

the New Gallery that Thorold

first began to notice Jacynth.

At least, he â�¢ thought so.

Afterwards, in the light of

subsequent events, he knew

that it ..was the other way : it was Jacynth

who began to notice him.

He was a big, plain, taciturn man, with a

well-regulated head for business, and a some

what incongruous and unexpected taste for

art.

His firm had only lately taken him into

partnership^ and, for the first time in his

life, he was looking at the pictures with the

eye of a man who might buy one.

Somewhat in the same way, he had quite

recently begun to look at the girls he knew,

as a man looks who could afford to marry if

he chose.

Jacynth's family had been known to him

for some time. Their name was U'ayland,

and they were hospitable folk. He had often

been to their house in the Cromwell Roacl;

but he had never thought much about

Jacynth. She was not the type he admired :

he liked women with artistic possibilities;

whereas she and her sisters belonged to the

distinctly fashionable order. She was the

second in age, and was twenty-six ; Thorold

was thirty-two.

He found her standing with a group of

friends before Boris Burnley's largest canvas.

It represented a sulphur-coloured gown,

all over scarlet dragons, in the act of flying

from a sofa, which was apparently being upset

by an unseen agency on a slanting floor.

Careful search revealed a woman's head at

the upper end of the gownâ��at least, what

would probably have been a head, only that

part of the picture was in the dark.

"It's I-ady Mirehouse," said Jacynth to

Thorold. "Mr. Hayter doesn't think it's

like her."

Vol. xvi.- 70.

" I daresay it is, if we could see it," said

Thorold, hopefully. " The present method

of the portrait painterâ��leaving out the faceâ��

is a little confusing to the old-fashioned,

that's all. Many of us are still so much

under the yoke of Philistinism that we .are

accustomed to recognise our friends by their

faces."

" I don't think that is true of you,

Mr. Thorold," said Jacynth, mischievously.

" Turn your back and tell me what colour

my eyes are, what shape my nose is, and

whether I have good teeth."

.He smiled. "I might know your face,

and yet be ignorant of such details."

"So Boris Burnley thinksâ��the details

don't count," she retorted, slily.

He liked that neat turning of the tables,

and was sensible of a wish to prolong the

subject. "Will you come with me and look

at a portrait of another school ? " he asked ;

" it is by a man I know."

She went willingly, and was warm in her

praise of his judgment. " It is the best

portrait here," she declared.

As they stood discussing it, two people

passed themâ��a well-dressed man and an

over-dressed young woman â�� a girl with

"heiress" written all over her. The man

bowed to Jacynth as he passed.

" Why," that's Brunton," said Thorold,

rather surprised at the cool salutation. Brun

ton was a constant guest at the Waylands';

he had never been there without meeting

him. He had always appeared to be on in

timate terms with the family.

Thorold was about to make some remark

upon the lady who accompanied him, when

his eyes were drawn to Jacynth's face.

All at once, he wondered how he could

ever have thought it a face without possi

bilities. The light in the brilliant hazel eyes

was splendid ; so was the warm glow under

the white skin ; so was the folding of the
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"THE MAN BOWED TO JACYNTH AS HE PASSED."

expressive lips ; and, certainly, the hats that

fashionable girls wore that season did cast

a most becoming shade upon the brow. He

looked at her as if he had never seen her

before.

" I could answer all your questions now,"

he said, slowly. " The colour of your eyes,

the shape of your nose .... and I noticed

the teeth when you last smiled."

She laughed out gaily : he thought her

laugh had a queer little ring of triumph

in it.

"Let us look at some more pictures," she

said. " There is a nice cool landscape,

' The Thames near Mapledurham.' See,

there is Hardvvicke House glimmering red

among the trees. Does it not make one

long to go on the river ? "

" You shall go, if you will. Shall I get

Hayter to help scull, and will you ask your

sister and mother ? "

" It would be just what I would like," she

said, in a voice that left no

room to doubt her genuine plea

sure. " Let us go to Sonning, it

is so lovely there."

They enjoyed the day im

mensely.

Oddly enough, Mr. Brunton

was at Sonnirig,- staying on

board a house-boat, the Dryad,

with the Dowsâ��rich Americans,

who were doing Europe, and,

incidentally, England and the

Thames.

He did not seem very de

lighted at the meeting with the

Waylands and the inevitable

introduction of Miss Dow.

Thorold thought he was, per

haps, a little ashamed of his

company. The young lady

looked, however, less mitre in

her boating dress than she had

donfe' at the Private View, and

she was pretty, after a fashion.

But not to compare with

(acynth.

How well she looked ! That

deepening, that intensified life

which he had first noticed at the

New Gallery still lit up her per

sonality. Her eyes were glorious

in their pride : she seemed to

radiate a kind of defiant efful

gence, as though daring any

man to help admiring such a

radiance of womanhood.

Brunton seemed to feel the power of it:

but she had neither eyes nor ears for him.

It was to Thorold she talked, to Thorold she

listened.

Quiet and unobtrusive as he was, he was

not used to be singled out, and the experi

ence was as enjoyable as it was unique. He-

thrilled, as the golden afternoon wore into

evening, with emotions such as he had never

known. He had not much believed in love,

nor in magnetic personalities ; yet here he

was, swayed by the influence of this girl, as

wind may sway a strong branchâ��a girl, too,

whom he had known for some years ! Why

had she suddenly grown so enthralling ?

He could not find the answer to his ques

tion ; but, as they rowed home under the

stars, he knew that his quiet heart was touched

at last with the storm and stress of passion.

He was in love with Jacynth, and he had

every reason to hope that she liked him.

After that it seemed natural that he should



The Tragedies of a Camera.

E was the steadiest and soberest

man that ever lived. A level

headed, cold - blooded canny

Scotchman, he was, and a

member of the Free Kirk

persuasion. Imagination he

had not an ounce of, and, as for emotions, he

possessed the sang froid of a salamander.

Facts, cold hard facts, unalloyed, unvarnished

facts â�� these are what appealed to his

stolid, phlegmatic nature. The " Highland

dew" he never took, except on the

heather; it was anathema to suggest that

he ever tasted a drop of it elsewhere,

or in any other shape. Consequently, snakes

he had never seenâ��except at the Zoo and in

pictures; and, as for St. Vitus's dance, the

healthy young fellow didn't even know what

it meant. No ; he was the straightest, the

steadiest, the most unsophisticated amateur

photographer within the seven seas that gird

these kingdoms.

And yet the whole thing came upon him

suddenly. A swallow on the wing he had

" taken " with comparative ease, and even a

Dum-Dum bullet, with its encircling cloud of

compressed atmosphere. A shooting meteor

was snapped off by him as if it were a

lumbering pirate

'bus in an after

noon crush at Picca

dilly. And, as for

more delicate work,

he took in double-

stars, solar coronas,

and all species of

celestial nebulas

with the same equa

nimity with which

he snap-shotted the

most melodious and

the most obstre

perous triplet that

ever failed to obtain

the Royal bounty.

No ; he had no

equal in the world,

either in his devo

tion to his art or

the intelligence with

which he pursued it.

Vol. xvi.~69.

Then came the revelation. Four of his

young friends had asked him to immortalize

their visages. Those visages deserved to be

thus immortalized. A handsomer set of

young men could not be gathered together

from the four corners of the world. They

were on the point of starting for Vienna to

compete in the Male Beauty Show then

about to be held in that fashionable capital,

and the only doubt in the hearts of their

admiring female friends as to the result was

whether they would all be classed together in

the first prize, or at least secure the first four

places in the contest. A group was conse

quently taken as an anticipatory souvenir of

their triumphâ��like the medal struck in

honour of Napoleon's descent on Londonâ��

and perhaps as a solace to those aforesaid

clamorous females.

Now, our artist thought that he would

honour the occasion by using a wonderful

camera he had received as a present from his

brother in India. It was a work of art,

that camera. The lenses and mechanism,

no doubt, were of the usual sort, but the

woodwork was a masterpiece of Delhi

carving that was not unworthy of the memo

rable fame of that ancient city. It was

A MALE BEAUTY SHOW.
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studded all over with the gods and goddesses

of Hindu mythology, standing out in delight

ful hideousness. His brother had even

hinted in his letter that the fragrant sandal-

wood of which it was composed had once

formed an arm of an idol of Juggernaut, and

that he had picked up the fallen limb from

the ruined femple itself.

With this unique camera, then, our artist

set to work, and took the momentous group

of his beauteous friends. Butâ��oh, horrors !

This is what came out when the photo, was

developed ! The manly beauty, the god-like

symmetryâ��oh, where were they ? The divine

Apollo, the love-sick Narcissus, the seraphic

Adonisâ��gone, vanished into the thinness of

a collodion film. And in their place these

(BEFORE)

out. The eye of one cut open in a horrible

gash, the hand of another fattened as if

it had been thrust into a hornet's nest,

and the beaming, honest faces of all battered,

bloated, and swollen in some sanguinary

prize-fight.

A sickening fear began to creep over him.

Was something the matter with him, or with

the camera 1 He pinched himself, tugged

his nose, pulled his hair. No, he was all

rightâ��at least as far as consciousness went.

It was then the camera ! Was the devil in

itâ��thought he heard a demoniacal laugh.

A sudden inspiration dawned upon him.

Perhaps the malice of the brute was directed

only towards males!

For one brief moment he paused, then

AN INTERESTING COMPARISON.

hideous, apish monstrosities, with bumptious

foreheads, blackened eyes, and twisted jaw

bones.

The artist started in horror. Had some

malicious imp possessed his camera and thus

distorted Nature's manliest beauty? or was

this all a horrid incubus preying upon his

imagination? In frantic desperation he

seized upon four other friends. God-fearing,

simple-minded men they indeed were, and a

bright, healthy lot altogether. No guile was

found in them, the sober, steady-going young

fellows. They were harmless enough ; they

couldn't hurt the camera. Nay, to allay the

horrible suspicion in his mind, he actually

obtained for the purpose of comparison a

former photo, of theirs in which these amiable

qualities were plainly depicted, and then

took a group himself. And this is how it came

(AFTER)

hastily snatched up the camera and rushed

from that place. He knew where a distinctly

feminine function was being held, a harmless

Sunday-school treat, with all its innocent

simplicity. The bright little girls, dressed in

snowy pinafores, sat smiling in happy ex

pectation of hilarious games and succulent

sweets. Here was our artist's chance, and

he snapped them up with their sweetest

smiles. . But, oh ! horror of horrors !â��the

dear little creatures were magnified, ex

panded, elongated in the photo, into an

asylum of maimed and aged freaks. The

smiles were frozen on their sweet ruby lips

into sliding grimaces, and their pretty little

heads projected into the air under the in

fluence of some hideous cerebral disease.

The camera-fiend was no respecter of sex

or age.
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" Yes," the girl said, with an aspect of

great astonishment : " I do."

" I hear she is to be married,'' he said,

firmly. " to "â��in the silence he could almost

hear the girl's heart beatâ��"to the Honour

able James Lovatt."

She raised her eyes to him with a strange

look.

" Well ? "

" That is the news I had to tell : the thing

I wished you to know. Now for the question."

He paused : then, suddenly looking up, he

held her eyes with his own, and, reaching out

a hand, laid it over hers, which rested on her

knee.

" This being so â��will you marry me ? "

The colour rushed into her pale face ; she

sharply snatched her hand from the heavy

pressure of his, and held it, with the other,

against the silk and lace that covered her

heart.

" What is it you mean ? I do not under

stand !"

" I have more to say, if you will listen.

. . . I love you. I began to love you at

the Private Mew of the New Gallery this

spring. Since that my love has grown every

day. I should have put my question before

this but for lack of opportunity. Now, I am

thankful that I waited till to-day. I have

asked my question : in giving your answer I

want you to consider one thing.7'

He slightly moved his position, so as not

quite to face her. The lovely, changing,

ashamed face appealed to every sensation the

man possessed. If he was to win this fight

upon which he was engaged, he must keep

his headâ��and, if he was to keep his head,

he must not look at her too often.

" I want you to consider this one thingâ��

namely, that this fact of my love for you is

your own doing. You called my love into

being by your own act. We had been mere

acquaintances for four years; mere acquain

tances we might have remained for ever had

you not, as it were, drawn back the veil, and

looked at me as you really are. There are

some men to whom, as Cristina's lover said,

you might have discovered all your soul, and

yet left theirs much as you found them. But

I'm not like that. Did you know it, when

you chose me for the weapon with which to

wound the man who had slighted you? You

do not speak; but you understand. Now at

last I must question you, and you must

answer me, for I have the right to be

answered. You called this love into exist

ence : can you satisfy it ? "

There was silence. Thorold waited,

trembling in every nerve. He waited, as

may the duellist, to see how deeply he had

pierced his opponent.

Jacynth seemed to hesitate. Should she

feign not to understand ? No ; she was an

honest girl, and she could not. But how to

answer him ?

Stooping forwards, she rested her elbows

on her knees and hid her face in her hands.

Though she was wholly innocent of any such

design, the movement brought her hair very

close to Thorold s lips. He grew pale, and

leaned back in his chair, bracing himself

against the weakness that would ruin his

cause.

Then, suddenly, she lifted her pale cheeks

and wet eyes and faced him.

â�¢' I see," she said, " I owe it to you to be

honest with you. I will tell the truth ....

in .... in confidence, of course. But I

know you are honest, too -"

"You do me no more than justice."

" I did care for Mr. Brunton. I did

deliberately try to attract you .... to be

revenged on him, I suppose. But you can

not think I should accept him now, should

he turn to me on being disappointed of the

richer prize. You have told me truthsâ��

hideous truths about myself. You hadâ��

some right to censure me; I have behaved

very ill. All the reparation I can make, I do

makeâ��this confession, and a decided refusal

of your offer ofâ��marriage."

She rose to her feet as if she would end"

the interview, and moved a few steps in the

direction of the door. She was very whiteâ��

he thought he had never seen her look so

noble or so beautiful.

He stepped before her. '' You forget !

This love of mine, which you createdâ��you

cannot kill it. What will you do with it ? ''

" Is it not dead ? " she asked, with a

wintry, scornful smile. " It must be a robust

love thai could survive my confession."

" Do you not know that love is immortal ? "

he asked. " It cannot die. You may begin â��

you cannot endâ��it."

She gave a little, deprecating moan.

" You are relentless."

"I want to argue out this thing. For

what reason do you refuse me ?"

" For what reason ? What else could I do ? "

" Because you love Jack Brunton ? "

She interrupted haughtily. " I do not

love him."

" Because you do not love me, then ? "

She hesitated.

"I like you too, much to wish to injure

you," she faltered, her eyes on the ground.
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' HE STEPPED BEFORE HEK.

"You are not injuring me, if you give me

what I ask forâ��yourself. I only stipulate

that you do give me that : I will not take

less."

She paused ; at length she spoke, slowly.

" I meant to marry youâ��if you asked me.

And â�� to do my duty â�� to forget all this

madness. But I did not know then that you

had so much penetrationâ��nor that your ideas

were soâ��high. Now there has been truth

between us. I am degraded in your eyes.

Could I marry a mnn who despised meâ��who

has laid on me a vile accu

sation which Iâ��cannot even

deny ? "

" You do me injustice,"

he said, still schooling him

self to be temperate and

judicial, though every

vibrating word she let fall

half intoxicated him, show

ing, as it did, the value of

this prize, the truth of his

judgment of her worth.

" You do me injustice ;

I have told you that I love

you â�� can love live with

contempt ? Passion may,

not love. What I feel for

you is the marriage of the

two â�� the strongest union

God has made. Do you

know what love is like ?

Have you felt it ? Shall I

teach you ? "

Not violently, not im

pulsively, but strongly he

put his arm round her. She

started, but did not draw

herself away. He drew her

closer, and, putting out his

other hand, he laid it on

her soft hair, pressing her

head against his shoulder.

" Look at me," he said ;

and, with a mighty effort,

still he spoke calmly.

She lifted her eyes obedi

ently ; and then, as they met

his, she caught the glad, mysterious smile that

was rising from their depths and trembling

on his lips, and smiled in answer to it

" Jacynth !"

" Yesâ��what is it ? "

il If Jack Brunton came in nowâ��by that

door ? "

She started violently, but not away from

himâ��nearer to his side ; and she caught his

wrist with her tense fingers.

" Jacynthâ�� loveâ��have I conquered?"

"Yes! yes! yes!"



Crowds.

BY JEREMY BROOME.

T is not every man who has

had the privilege of seeing one

million people in one place at

one time. Nor is it very

often that one million people

congregate at one time in one

place. Yet once in every twelve years

at the festival of Kumbh Mela, or great

bathing festival, at Allahabad, it is esti

mated that this number of people attend

in order to carry out their religious devotions.

Ordinary years witness these gatherings, but

the numbers are much smaller, the devoted

Hindus postponing, as it were, their attend

ance until the twelfth year has come round

again.

The illustration below shows one of these

immense crowds stretching away for a long

distance towards the Ganges â�� pilgrims,

fakirs, sightseers in vast array, the majority

about to wash away their sins by a plunge

where three rivers meet. The Ganges, be it

known, is sacred at any point, and thousands

were contented with a dip in the great river

before the terbini, or meeting-point, of the

Ganges, Jumna, and Saraswati Rivers was

reached. The two former rivers may be

found on any map. No human eye has

ever seen the Saraswatiâ��its existence rests

only in the imagination of the faithful.

It is one of the most curious psychological

qualities in crowds that fanaticism should

be in many cases a necessary accompani

ment of the religious feeling. To a greater

or less degree this has been proved by the

history of non-Christian peoples, and often

amongst those who believe themselves to

be doing Christian deeds. Witness, for

instance, the actions of the Jacobins during

the Reign of Terror, the violences of the

Reformation, and the unfortunate event of

St. Bartholomew's Eve. These sad examples

of extreme religious enthusiasm in the

West are often outdone in the East by

the abnormal injuries inflicted by religious

enthusiasts upon themselves. During the

Kumbh Mela, a dark background is given to

the brilliant festival by the presence of fakirs,

A MILLION PEOPLE AT AN INDIAN BATHING FESTIVAL.
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A HINDU STREET CROWD.

who march in procession, smeared with ashes,

or by austere devotees who lie upon beds of

spikes, torturing themselves whilst repeating

the sacred name of their god. Such hurry,

commotion, such clatter and cries are not to

be duplicated in any other land. The sacred

river has swept on its way for centuries, a

silent witness of religious effervescence. How-

much, if the river had a mind, could it add

to our psychologic knowledge of crowds !

Such enormous congregations are every

where to be seen in India, especially in

Northern India, on festival days, and the

Hindu calendar is filled with such fes

tivals. The religion is one of ceremonies,

and few of the believers miss an opportunity

to be present. They save up their small

earnings for months ahead, sometimes at a

sacrifice of the necessaries of life. As a

proof of the numbers to be witnessed in an

ordinary Hindu street crowd we reproduce

the illustration above.

Norâ��if we may repeat the thought of our

introductionâ��is it given to every man to see

the enormous crowd of people present at a

grand Kabary in Madagascar. Such a con

course is shown in the photograph on the

[Pkotoffrapll.

next page. The ceremonial, moreover, which

could draw such a throng together is worthy

of detailed description. The Kabary is held

in the sacred inclosure, which is called

andohalo; it is presided over by the Queen

Ranovalona III., who stands under the

canopy which is used on such great

occasions. The Prime Minister is at her

side; besides the Royal canopy there is a

red umbrella, the mark of Royalty ; on the

Queen's right hand the ladies of the

Court are seated, attended by their slaves :

on her left hand stand the officers of the

Palace and the Cabinet Ministers, who used

to be described as the " Carbinet" formed

after the English model; there are also

on this platform a few privileged ladies and

gentlemen who have been engaged in various

ways to assist the Queen and the Prime

Minister with their counsel, and in the

formation and education of the Army. The

dai's is surrounded by the Royal Guard and

by a multitude of spearmen.

Immediately opposite the Royal platform

there is seen a considerable group of men

on an inferior platform ; this consists chiefly

of the great chiefs of Imcrina, \vho have come



THE TRAGEDIES OF A CAMERA.

camera, put a fresh roller in, and sallied forth

on his strange mission. He handled the

thing with greater care than ever, and looked

furtively at the curious carvings on its surface.

The gods and goddesses leered at him

pleasantly, as if in malicious enjoyment of his

inward agony. He

blinked under

their gaze â�� fan

cied they blinked

back at him !

" Ugh! What ugly

mugs ! "â��and

shivered as

struck by

sudden chill,

nervous haste

turned away

eyes, tucked

thing under

arm, and sallied

forth.

New Oxford

Street reared its

stately buildings

against the sky,

and cast a deep,

long vista of its

entire length to

the eastern hori

zon. Below,

vehicles and pe

destrians dotted

the ground in

gentle motion â��

all unconscious of

the tragedy in the

apprehensions were fulfilled. The Imperial

Institute, that noble embodiment of Britain's

wide domain, that glorious testimony of her

high destiny, was struck down by celestial

fireâ��in the photograph, of course. The

flames sang merrily, ascending skywards in

IMPERIAL INSTITUTE ON FIRE.

air, all oblivious of the terrible cataclysm fore

told for that supreme day. The demon of fury

came from the southern side. The ponderous

piles were heaped up in one long mass of com

mon ruin, flanked by a row of falling chim

neys and shivering window-panes. High

above the eastern horizon appeared a

mysterious handwriting on the sky, while

immediately over the crumbling ruins still

tottered ere they fell certain other lettersâ��

perhaps in striking testimony to that com

mercial spirit of the age that crowns nil

human efforts and presides over all human

works and pomps.

Appalled by these sights, at least in anti

cipation, the artist paused in his work. It

was a few days after, when he had recovered

somewhat his wonted calm, that he resumed

this weird research into the unknown realms

of the future. He worked elsewhereâ��to see

if the destruction would, indeed, be so

extensive and so gigantic, Alas! his worst

horrible wreaths,

and the mighty

tower, that envied

cynosure of all

admiring eyes,

frizzled and crum

pled and twisted

under the terrible

heat. No eye

beheld that awful

destruction save

that of a solitary

wayfarer who am

bled along in cal

lous indifference.

But, noble as is

the Imperial Insti

tute (or was, ere

this wonderful

camera cremated

it), there is a far

nobler structure

at hand. We

mean that palla

dium of British

justice, that abode

of British sove

reignty, that ark

of British liberty

â��the Houses of

Parliament.

And this is how they fared. A frightful

subterranean upheaval shook the noble

edifice to its foundations, and sunk the clock-

towerâ�� that beacon-light of its steadfast

vigilanceâ��to the lowermost depths of the

earth, whilst a vast leviathan arose from the

bottom of the Thames on the crest of a

huge tidal-wave, and piled up the devouring

flood high upon the shore. And at that

moment there was seen a monstrous sea-

serpent coiled up against that part of the

edifice that still remained unmoved, and

lashing itself against it in frantic fury. This,

indeed, was the day of desolation.

One final tragedy yet remained. The

bewildered artist hastened to Trafalgar

Square â�� that everlasting monument of

England's naval supremacy. In fear and

trembling he took the photo

It was the culminating scene in that

stupendous cataclysm. Human words are

powerless to depict that awful picture. A
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CROWD IN JOHANNESBURG WAITING FOR NEWS OF THE SENTENCE UPON THE "RAIDERS," APRIL, 1897.

From a Pkoto. by fiarnett.

have been inspired. No one man led, It is also a truth gained from continued

however, in this crowd. Each man was study of crowds and their emotions that

a leader in himself, and the anger at the multitude is always ready to listen to

the punishment of the raiders ended in a strong-willed man who can impose him-

nothing but growing bitterness. self upon it. No political purpose can

prom a Photo. by] ENTHUSIASTIC RECEPTION OP MR. CECIL RHOPES AT CAPE TOWN, JANUARY. 1897.

[Q.



Thorold's Conquest.

BY G. M. ROBINS,

- AUTHOR OF " THE IDES OF MARCH," ETC.

'She should never have looked at me like that if .she meant me not to love her.'

T was at the Private View of

the New Gallery that Thorold

first began to notice Jacynth.

At least, he thought so.

Afterwards, in the light of

subsequent events, he knew

that it xwas the other way :' it was Jacynth

who began to notice him.

He was a big, plain, taciturn man, with a

well-regulated head for business, and a some

what incongruous and unexpected taste for

art.

His firm had only lately taken him into

partnership., and, for the first time in his

life, he was looking at the pictures with the

eye of a man who might buy one.

Somewhat in the same way, he had quite

recently begun to look at the girls he knew,

as a man looks who could afford to marry if

he chose.

Jacynth's family had been known to him

for some time. Their name was Wayland,

and they were hospitable folk. He had often

been to their house in the Cromwell Road ;

but he had never thought much about

Jacynth. She was not the type he admired :

he liked women with artistic possibilities;

whereas she and her sisters belonged to the

distinctly fashionable order. She was the

second in age, and was twenty-six ; Thorold

was thirty-two.

He found her standing with a group of

friends before Boris Burnley's largest canvas.

It represented a sulphur-coloured gown,

all over scarlet dragons, in the act of flying

from a sofa, which was apparently being upset

by an unseen agency on a slanting floor.

Careful search revealed a woman's head at

the upper end of the gownâ��at least, what

would probably have been a head, only that

part of the picture was in the dark.

"It's Lady Mirehouse," said Jacynth to

Thorold. " Mr. Hayter doesn't think it's

like her."

Vol. xvi.-70.

" I daresay it is, if we could see it," said

Thorold, hopefully. " The present method

of the portrait painterâ��leaving out the faceâ��

is a little confusing to the old-fashioned,

that's all. Many of us are still so much

under the yoke of Philistinism that we .are

accustomed to recognise our friends by their

faces."

" I don't think that is true of you,

Mr. Thorold," said Jacynth, mischievously.

" Turn your back and tell me what colour

my eyes are, what shape my nose is, and

whether I have good teeth."

. He smiled. "I might know your face,

and yet be ignorant of such details."

"So Boris Burnley thinksâ��the details

don't count," she retorted, slily.

He liked that neat turning of the tables,

and was sensible of a wish to prolong the

subject. "Will you come with me and look

at a portrait of another school?" he asked ;

" it is by a man I know."

She went willingly, and was warm in her

praise of his judgment. " It is the best

portrait here," she declared.

As they stood discussing it, two people

passed themâ��a well-dressed man and an

over-dressed young woman â�� a girl with

"heiress" written all over her. The man

bowed to Jacynth as he passed.

"Why, that's Brunton," said Thorold,

rather surprised at the cool salutation. Brun

ton was a constant guest at the Waylands';

he had never been there without meeting

him. He had always appeared to be on in

timate terms with the family.

Thorold was about to make some remark

upon the lady who accompanied him, when

his eyes were drawn to Jacynth's face.

All at once, he wondered how he could

ever have thought it a face without possi

bilities. The light in the brilliant hazel eyes

was splendid ; so was the warm glow under

the white skin ; so was the folding of the
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"THE MAN BOWED TO JACVNTH AS HE I'ASSED.'

expressive lips; and, certainly, the hats that

fashionable girls wore that season did cast

a most becoming shade upon the brow. He

looked at her as if he had never seen her

before.

" I could answer all your questions now,"

he said, slowly. " The colour of your eyes,

the shape of your nose .... and I noticed

the teeth when you last smiled."

She laughed out gaily : he thought her

laugh had a queer little ring of triumph

in it.

" Let us look at some more pictures," she

said. " There is a nice cool landscape,

' The Thames near Mapledurham.' See,

there is Hardwicke House glimmering red

among the trees. Does it not make one

long to go on the river ? "

" You shall go, if you will. Shall I get

Hayter to help scull, and will you ask your

sister and mother?"

" It would be just what I would like," she

said, in a voice that left no

room to doubt her genuine plea

sure. " I^et us go to Sonning, it

is so lovely there."

They enjoyed the day im

mensely.

Oddly enough, Mr. Brunton

was at Sonning, staying on

board a house-boat, the Dryad,

with the Dowsâ��rich Americans,

who were doing Europe, and,

incidentally, England and the

Thames.

How well she'looked! That

deepening, that intensified life

which he had first noticed at the

New Gallery still lit up her per

sonality. Her eyes were glorious

in their pride : she seemed to

radiate a kind of defiant efful

gence, as though daring any

man to help admiring such a

radiance of womanhood.

Brunton seemed to feel the power of it;

but she had neither eyes nor ears for him.

It was to Thorold she talked, to Thorold she

listened.

He did not seem very de

lighted at the meeting with the

Waylands and the inevitable

introduction of Miss Dow.

Thorold thought he was, per

haps, a little ashamed of his

company. The young lady

looked, however, less outre in

her boating dress than she had

done' at the Private View, and

she was pretty, after a fashion.

But not to compare with

Jacynth.

Quiet and unobtrusive as he was, he was

not used to be singled out, and the experi

ence was as enjoyable as it was unique. He

thrilled, as the golden afternoon wore into

evening, with emotions such as he had never

known. He had not much believed in love,

nor in magnetic personalities ; yet here he

was, swayed by the influence of this girl, as

wind may sway a strong branchâ��a girl, too,

whom he had known for some years ! Why

had she suddenly grown so enthralling ?

He could not find the answer to his ques

tion ; but, as they rowed home under the

stars, he knew that his quiet heart was touched

at last with the storm and stress of passion.

He was in love with Jacynth, and he had

every reason to hope that she liked him.

After that it seemed natural that he should
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dine a good deal in the Cromwell Road, and

sometimes take the girls to the theatre or

cycling ; and by the time that all the young

green in London had unfolded its refreshing

loveliness in the parks and squares his love

Brunton was always an average sort of snoh,

and in February these Dows turned up. I

thought perhaps Miss Wayland was playing

you off against him ; so I give you my tip

for what it's worth. I hear on good authority

" THEY ROWED HOME UNDEK THE STARS."

had unlolded, too, and was no longer a mere

bud, to be nipped by a late frost, but a

perfect blossom, meet to be offered to the

woman he loved, when the right moment

should arrive.

At one of the early matches at Lord's he

was squiring two of the Wayland girls, and,

on his way to get some ices, he met Hayter.

" How are you ?" said that gentleman.

" Got any ladies here ? "

"Yes, two of the Miss Waylands."

"Ha! It's not Jacynth, I hope?" said

Hayter, quickly.

Thorold stared.

" I mean," said Hayter, apologetically, " I

hear you are constantly there, and they are

nice girls, but I hope it's not Jacynth. I

shouldn't like you to take Brunton's leavings."

" It seems to me you had better explain

more fully," said Thorold, quietly.

" Well, I suppose you knew that he and

she were currently reported to be engaged

all last winter?"

" No ; I had not heard of it."

" Well, if they were not engaged, they

ought to have been," said Hayter; "but

that Miss Dow is to marry the Honourable

James Lovatt, so Mr. Brunton may return to

his first love."

" It seems unlikely, on the face of it, that

a man should leave Miss Wayland for the

sake of Miss Uow," said Thorold, in cold

disdain.

"When it's a question of shekels, my

friend ! "â��replied Hayter. " You take my

tip : if you really think seriously of her, wait

until Miss Dow's engagement is announced.

Don't think me an impertinent fool ; 1

mean well, and I know what I'm talking

about."

Thorold returned to the side of Jacynth

with his heart in a tumult. The moment he

began to think over the course of his court

ship, the evident truth of what Hayter had

said was too plain. He stood beside her

with new eyes; he saw her restlessness and

her defiance. He grasped the reason of little,

trivial things that she had said and done, and

knew that these things had been done, not

for him, but at the man who had slighted

her. In her pain, her aching to retaliate, she

had seized his heart, and was crushing itâ��
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crushing it to deathâ��in those well-shaped,

well-gloved hands that lay in her lap.

Fortunately, the play just then was absorb

ing : she watched the players, and he could

think out the situation as he stood at her

side.

She meant to marryâ��him ; she loved â��

handsome, gay, selfish Jack Brunton. How

could he punish her?

His look dwelt upon her stormy, lovely

face: why had he been blind to the misery

of those tempestuous eyes ?

She was miserableâ��there, close to him ;

and the very sense of

nearness, the light brush

ing of her sleeve against

his coat, was happiness

to him. It seemed both

curious and horrible.

What should he do ?

The dignified thing to

do would be to wait, as

Hayter advised.

And what then ?

Then, by degrees, by

slow degrees, Brunton

might win back the

heart he had slighted,

and Thorold must stand

aside and watch.

In a flash of insight,

he saw that this could

not be.

// was too late !

She had evoked his

love, for her own pur

poses : now it lay there

in her path, a living force

to be reckoned with.

Thorold was quiet

and undemonstrative,

but he was also dogged ;

and he loved fair and

honourable dealings.

When the first hurry

of his feelings had swept

by, and the mists began

to clear, he knew that

he must fight for his

happiness. He could not let things take

their course. During these last few weeks of

illumination, he had seen in Jacynth many

signs of nobility of character: he recalled

small sayings, acts apparently trivial, which

seemed to him the index of a lofty mind.

He would not surrender her to Brunton.

He would fight for herâ��one decisive battle.

lips, but it died away. She was not exactly

frightened ; but she held her breath

" Jacynth," said her sister, " we must go.

Remember, we have to go to the Gilberts'

ball to-night."

"Oh, is the Gilberts' ball to-night ? " asked

Thorold.

" Yes ; and even father and mother are

going, because it's Tom's coming of age, and

we are such old friends."

As they left the field, Thorold found a

moment to speak to Jacynth unheard.

" Will you make some excuse and stay away

from the ball to-night ?

I must see you alone,

and in your house thac

is not easy. I have a

special reason for asking

â��will you do it ? "

' I MLST SEE YOU ALONE.

She looked up, and his eyes startled her.

A jesting remark upon his silence was on her

"Yes,"' replied

Jacynth. Only that

word, but he relied

upon her.

But as he put the two

girls into a hansom out-

?J side the ground he did

not look into her eyes,

as lately he was wont to

do. His glance was fixed

upon the distance, and

his face was stern and set.

It stirred a sudden

tumult in Jacynth's

heart. â�¢

He found her alone,

as she had promised.

She had dressed for the

ball and then pleaded

headache, and she rather

looked as if the plea

were true.

He was very grave as

he shook hands, and he

made her sit on a sofa,

himself taking a low

chair opposite.

" We will not talk of

general subjects," he

said. " You will know I could not take the

extreme course of asking you to see me

privately except on a matter of great import

ance. I come to give you a piece of

information, and to ask you a question. The

two, at first sight, may seem irrelevant, but

I think you will admit their connection.

Do you remember Miss Dow, an American

girl, to whom we were introduced at

Sonning?"
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"Yes," the girl said, with an aspect of

great astonishment : " I do."

" I hear she is to be married," he said,

firmly, " to "â��in the silence he could almost

hear the girl's heart beatâ��" to the Honour

able James Lovatt."

She raised her eyes to him with a strange

look.

" Well ? "

" That is the news I had to tell; the thing

I wished you to know. Now for the question."

He paused; then, suddenly looking up, he

held her eyes with his owns and, reaching out

a hand, laid it over hers, which rested on her

knee.

"This being soâ��will you marry me?"

The colour rushed into her pale face ; she

sharply snatched her hand from the heavy

pressure of his, and held it, with the other,

against the silk and lace that covered her

heart.

" What is it you mean ? I do not under

stand :"

" I have more to say, if you will listen.

. . . 1 love you. I began to love you at

the Private View of the New Gallery this

spring. Since that my love has grown every

day. I should have put my question before

this but for lack of opportunity. Now, I am

thankful that I waited till to-day. I have

asked my question : in giving your answer I

want you to consider one thing.''

He slightly moved his position, so as not

quite to face her. The lovely, changing,

ashamed face appealed to every sensation the

man possessed. If he was to win this fight

upon which he was engaged, he must keep

his headâ��and, if he was to keep his head,

he must not look at her too often.

" I want you to consider this one thingâ��

namely, that this fact of my love for you is

your own doing. You called my love into

being by your own act. We had been mere

acquaintances for four years; mere acquain

tances we might have remained for ever had

you not, as it were, drawn back the veil, and

looked at me as you really are. There are

some men to whom, as Cristina's lover said,

you might have discovered all your soul, and

yet left theirs much as you found them. But

I'm not like that. Did you know it, when

you chose me for the weapon with which to

wound the man who had slighted you? You

do not speak; but you understand. Now at

last I must question you, and you must

answer me, for I have the right to be

answered. You called this love into exist

ence : can you satisfy it ? "

There was silence. Thorold waited,

trembling in every nerve. He waited, as

may the duellist, to see how deeply he had

pierced his opponent.

Jacynth seemed to hesitate. Should she

feign not to understand ? No : she was an

honest girl, and she could not. But how to

answer him ?

Stooping forwards, she rested her elbows

on her knees and hid her face in her hands.

Though she was wholly innocent of any such

design, the movement brought her hair very

close to Thorold's lips. He grew pale, and

leaned back in his chair, bracing himself

against the weakness that would ruin his

cause.

Then, suddenly, she lifted her pale cheeks

and wet eyes and faced him.

'â�¢ I see," she said, " I owe it to you to be

honest with you. I will tell the truth ....

in .... in confidence, of course. But I

know you are honest, too -"

"You do me no more than justice."

She rose to her feet as if she would end"

the interview, and moved a few steps in the

direction of the door. She was very whiteâ��

he thought he had never seen her look so

noble or so beautiful.

â�¢' I did care for Mr. Brunton. I did

deliberately try to attract you .... to be

revenged on him, I suppose. But you can

not think I should accept him now, should

he turn to me on being disappointed of the

richer prize. You have told me truthsâ��

hideous truths about myself. You hadâ��

some right to censure me; I have behaved

very ill. All the reparation I can make, I do

makeâ��this confession, and a decided refusal

of your offer ofâ��marriage."

He stepped before her. " You forget !

This love of mine, which you createdâ��you

cannot kill it. What will you do with it ? "

" Is it not dead ? " she asked, with a

wintry, scornful smile. " It must be a robust

love that could survive my confession."

" Do you not know that love is immortal ? "

he asked. " It cannot die. You may begin â��

you cannot endâ��it."

She gave a little, deprecating moan.

" You are relentless."

'; I want to argue out this thing. For

what reason do you refuse me ? "

" For what reason ? What else could I do ? "

" Because you love Jack Brunton ? "

She interrupted haughtily. " I do not

love him."

" Because you do not love me, then ? "

She hesitated.

" I like you too. much to wish to injure

you," she faltered, her eyes on the ground.



558

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" HE STEPPED BEFORE HER."

" You are not injuring me, if you give me

what I ask forâ��yourself. I only stipulate

that you do give me that : I will not take

less."

She paused ; at length she spoke, slowly.

" I meant to marry youâ��if you asked me.

And â�� to do my duty â�� to forget all this

madness. But I did not know then that you

had so much penetrationâ��nor that your ideas

were soâ��high. Now there has been truth

between us. I am degraded in your eyes.

Could I marry a man who despised meâ��who

has laid on me a vile accu

sation which Iâ��cannot even

deny ? "

" You do me injustice,"

he said, still schooling him

self to be temperate and

judicial, though every

vibrating word she let fall

half intoxicated him, show

ing, as it did, the value of

this prize, the truth of his

judgment of her worth.

" You do me injustice ;

I have told you that I love

you â�� can love live with

contempt ? Passion may,

not love. What I feel for

you is the marriage of the

two â�� the strongest union

God has made. Do you

know what love is like ?

Have you felt it? Shall I

teach you ? "

Not violently, not im

pulsively, but strongly he

put his arm round her. She

started, but did not draw

herself away. He drew her

closer, and, putting out his

other hand, he laid it on

her soft hair, pressing her

head against his shoulder.

" Look at me," he said ;

and, with a mighty effort,

still he spoke calmly.

She lifted her eyes obedi

ently ; and then, as they met

his, she caught the glad, mysterious smile that

was rising from their depths and trembling

on his lips, and smiled in answer to it.

" Jacynth !"

" Yesâ��what is it ? "

" If Jack Brunton came in nowâ��by that

door ? "

She started violently, but not away from

himâ��nearer to his side ; and she caught his

wrist with her tense fingers.

" Jacynth â��loveâ��have I conquered ? "

"Yes! yes! yes!"
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But he never got there. As he was going

clown Long Acre some unaccountable impulse

turned him aside out of that street towards

Covent Garden, which was just waking to its

nocturnal activities. He saw the market in

front of himâ��a queer effect of glowing yellow

lights and busy black figures. He became

aware of a shouting, and perceived a figure

turn the corner by the hotel and run swiftly

towards him. He knew at once that it was

Mr. Bessel. But it was Mr. Bessel trans

figured. He was hat-

less and ^dishevelled,

his collar was torn

open, he grasped a

bone-handle walking-

cane near the ferrule

end, and his mouth

was pulled awry. And

he ran, with agile

strides, very rapidly.

Their encounter was

the affair of an instant.

*' Bessel ! " cried

.Vincent.

1 The running man

gave no sign of recog

nition either of Mr.

iV'incent or of his own

name. Instead, he

cut at his friend sav

agely with the stick,

hitting him in the

face within an inch of

the eye. Mr. Vincent,

stunned and aston

ished, staggered back,

lost his footing, and

fell heavily on the

pavement. It seemed

to him that Mr. Bessel

leapt over him as he

fell. When he looked

again Mr. Bessel had vanished, and a police

man and a number of garden porters and

salesmen were rushing past towards Long

Acre in hot pursuit.

Vol. xvi. -72.

shouting with laughter at each successful

blow. A lad and two women had broken

heads, and he had smashed a man's wrist;

a little child had been knocked insensible,

and for a time he had driven everyone

before him, so furious and resolute had

his behaviour been. Then he made a

raid upon a coffee stall, hurled its paraffin

flare through the window of the post office,

and fled laughing, after stunning the foremost

of the two policemen who had the pluck to

charge1 him.

Mr. Vincent's first

impulse was naturally

to join in the pursuit

of his friend, in order

if possible to save him

from the violence of

the indignant people.

But his action was

slow, the blow had

half stunned him, and

while this was still no

more than a resolu

tion came the news,

shouted through the

crowd, that Mr. Bessel

had eluded his pur

suers. At first Mr.

Vincent could scarcely

credit this, but the

universality of the

report, and presently

the dignified return

of two futile police

men, convinced him.

After some aimless

inquiries he returned

Staple Inn,

a handker-

a now very

painful nose.

MR. IIKSSEL LEAPT OVER HIM AS HE FELL.

With the assistance of several passers-

by â�� for the whole street was speedily

alive with running peopleâ��Mr. Vincent

struggled to his feet. He at once became

the centre of a crowd greedy to see his injury.

A multitude of voices competed to reassure

him of his safety, and then to tell him of the

behaviour of the madman, as they regarded

Mr. Bessel. He had suddenly appeared in

the middle of the market screaming "Life.'

Life!" striking left and right with a blood

stained walking - stick, and dancing and

towards

padding

chief to

He was angry and

astonished and perplexed. It appeared to him

indisputable that Mr. Bessel must have gone

violently mad in the midst of his experiment

in thought transference, but why that should

make him appear with a sad white face in

Mr. Vincent's dreams seemed a problem

beyond solution. He racked his brains

in vain to explain this. It seemed to him

at last that not simply Mr. Bessel, but the

order of things must be insane. But he

could think of nothing to do. He shut him

self carefully into his room, lit his fireâ��it was

a gas fire with asbestos bricksâ�� and, fearing

fresh dreams if he went to bed, remained

bathing his injured face, or holding up books

in a vain attempt to read, until dawn.



570

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Throughout that vigil he had a curious

persuasion that Mr. Bessel was endeavour

ing to speak to him, but he would not let

himself attend to any such belief.

About dawn, his physical fatigue asserted

itself, and he went to bed and slept at

last in spite of dreaming. He rose late,

unrested and anxious and in considerable

facial pain. The morning papers had no

news of Mr. Bessel's aberration â��â�¢ it had

come too late for them. Mr. Vincent's per

plexities, to which the fever of his bruise

added fresh irritation, became at last intoler

able, and, after a fruitless visit to the Albany,

he went down to St. Paul's Churchyard to

Mr. Hart, Mr. Bessel's partner, and, so far as

Mr. Vincent knew, his nearest friend.

He was sur

prised to learn

that Mr. Hart, . ,

although he knew

nothing of the out

break, had also

been disturbed by

a vision, the very

vision that Mr.

Vincent had seen

â��Mr. Bessel,

white and dis

hevelled, pleading

earnestly by his

gestures for help.

That was his im

pression of the

import of his

signs. " I was just

going to look him

up in the Albany

when you arrived,"

said Mr. Hart.

" I was so sure of

something being

wrong with him.''

As the outcome

of their consulta

tion the two gen

tlemen decided

to inquire at Scot

land Yard for news of their missing friend.

" He is bound to be laid by the heels,"

said Mr. Hart. " He can't go on at that

pace for long." But the police authorities

had not laid Mr. Bessel by the heels. They

confirmed Mr. Vincent's overnight experi

ences and added fresh circumstances, some

of an even graver character than those he

knewâ��a list of smashed glass along the upper

half of Tottenham Court Road, an attack

upon a policeman in Hampstead Road, and

an atrocious assault upon a woman. All

these outrages were committed betwee'n half-

past twelve and a quarter to two in the

morning, and between those hoursâ��and,

indeed, from the very moment of Mr. Bessel's

first rush from his rooms at half-past nine in

the eveningâ��they could trace the deepening

violence of his fantastic career. For the last

hour, at least from before one, that is, until a

quarter to two, he had run amuck through

London, eluding with amazing agility every

effort to stop or capture him.

But after a quarter to two he had vanished.

Up to that hour witnesses were multitudinous.

Dozens of people had seen him, fled from

him or pursued him, and then things suddenly

came to an end. At a quarter to two he had

been seen running

down the Euston

, . Road towards

, Baker Street, flour-

" FLOURISHING A CAN OF BURNING COLZA OIL

ishing a can of

burning colza oil

and jerking

splashes of flame

therefrom at the

windows of the

houses he passed.

But none of the

policemen on

Euston Road be

yond the Waxwork

Exhibition, nor

any of those in

the side streets

down which he

must have passed

had he left the

Kuston Road, had

seen anything of

him. Abruptly he

disappeared.

Nothing of his sub

sequent doings

came to light in

spiteof the keenest

inquiry.

Here was a

fresh astonishment for Mr. Vincent. He-

had found considerable comfort in Mr. â�¢

Hart's conviction : " He is bound to be

laid by the heels before long," and in that

assurance he had been able to suspend his

mental perplexities. But any fresh develop

ment seemed destined to add new impos

sibilities to a pile already heaped beyond the

powers of his acceptance. He found himself

doubting whether his memory might not have-

played him some grotesque trick, debating
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whether any of these things could possibly

have happened ; and in the afternoon he

hunted up Mr. Hart again to share the in

tolerable weight on his mind. He found

Mr. Hart engaged with a well-known private

detective, but as that gentleman accomplished

nothing in this case, we need not enlarge

upon his proceedings.

All that day Mr. Bessel's whereabouts

eluded an unceasingly active inquiry, and all

that night. And all that day there was a

persuasion in the back of Mr. Vincent's mind

that Mr. Bessel sought his attention, and all

through the night Mr. Bessel with a tear-

stained face of anguish pursued him through

his dreams. And whenever he saw Mr.

Bessel in his dreams he also saw a number

of other faces, vague but malignant, that

seemed to be pursuing Mr. Bessel.

It was on the following day, Sunday, that

Mr. Vincent thought of the remarkable

stories of Mrs. Bullock, the medium, who

was then attracting attention for the first

time in London. He determined to consult

her. She was stopping at the house of that

well - known

inquirer, Dr.

Wilson Paget,

and Mr. Vincent,

although he had

never met that

gentleman be

fore, repaired to

him forthwith

with the inten

tion of invoking

her help. But

scarcely had he

mentioned the

name of Bessel

when Doctor

Paget interrupted

him. "Last night

â�� just at the

end," he said,

" we had a com

munication."

in a strange way under her eyelids, and

her body becoming rigid. She then begins

to talk very rapidly, usually in voices other

than her own. At the same time one or

both of her hands may become active, and

if slates and pencils are provided they will

then write messages simultaneously with and

quite independently of the flow of words

from her mouth. By many she is considered

an even more remarkable medium than the

celebrated Mrs. Piper. It was one of these

messages, the one written by her left hand,

that Mr. Vincent now had before him. It con

sisted of eight words written disconnectedly

" George Bessel .... trial excav"- ....

Baker Street .... help .... starvation."

Curiously enough, neither Doctor Paget nor

the two other inquirers who were present had

heard of the disappearance of Mr. Besselâ��â�¢

the news of it appeared only in the evening

papers of Saturdayâ��and they had put the

message aside with many others of a vague

and enigmatical sort that Mrs. Bullock has

from time to time delivered.

When Doctor Paget heard Mr. Vincent's

story, he gave

himself at once

with great energy

to the pursuit of

this clue to the

discovery of Mr.

Bessel. It would

serve no useful

purpose here to

describe the in

quiries of Mr.

Vincent and him

self; suffice it

that the clue was

a genuine one,

and that Mr.

Bessel was actu

ally discovered

by its aid.

now DID YOU I;ET THIS? SAID MR. VINCENT.

He left the room, and returned with a slate

on which were certain words written in a

handwriting, shaky indeed, but indisputably

the handwriting of Mr. Bessel !

" How did you get this ?" said Mr.

Vincent. " Do you mean ? "

" We got it last night," said Doctor Paget.

A\ ith numerous interruptions from Mr.

Vincent, he proceeded to explain how the

writing had been obtained. It appears that

in her seatifes, Mrs. Bullock passes into

a condition of trance, her eyes rolling up

He was found

at the bottom

of a detached

shaft which had been sunk and abandoned

at the commencement of the work for the

new electric railway near Baker Street

Station. His arm and leg and two ribs

were broken. The shaft is protected by a

hoarding nearly soft, high, and over this,

incredible as it seems, Mr. Bessel, a stout,

middle-aged gentleman, must have scrambled

in order to lall down the shaft. He was

saturated in colza oil, and the smashed tin

lay beside him, but luckily the flame had

been extinguished by his fall. And his
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CROWD IN JOHANNESBURG WAITING FOR NEWS OF THE SENTENCE UPON THE " RAIDERS," APRIL, 1897.

From a Phvto. by Bartiett.

have been inspired. No one man led,

however, in this crowd. Each man was

a leader in himself, and the anger at

It is also a truth gained from continued

study of crowds and their emotions that

the multitude is always ready to listen to

the punishment of the raiders ended in a strong-willed man who can impose him-

nothing but growing bitterness.

self upon it. No political purpose can

From a Photo, by} ENTHUSIASTIC RECEPTION OF MR. CECIL RHODES AT CAPE TOWN, JANUARY. 1897.
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Â«R. CECIL RHODES ENTERING PORT ELIZABETH ON HIS WAY TO FNG1.ANU, JANUARY, 1897.

From a Photo, by HarrWA Gilla, Port Elualxth.

be expressed in this article, and our introduc

tion of two or three illustrations showing the

crowds which have met the Right. Hon. Cecil

a photv. by]

Rhodes at different

periods of his

career is intended

merely to show

the submission

of the crowd to a

strong-willed man

and the admira

tion of the crowd

for him. The men

of the past who

have exerted the

greatest fascination

upon, and have

stirred the soul

of, crowds have

themselves first

been fascinated

by the religious

or political creeds

which they ex

press. The ideals

of this well-known

_South African

statesman, his Im

perialism, and the

tenacity with which

he has evidently

clung to one pur

pose are probably

the reason for the

enthusiasm with which he was met on his

arrival in Port Elizabeth and in Cape Town,

as shown in our illustrations.

CROWp AT RECEPTION TENUEREp TO MR. CECIL RHODES, [ffarril <t Utjta, Vert KlunbtUl.
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craving for life that was their one link with

existence.

It says much for his resolution that, amidst

the swarming cloud of these noiseless spirits

of evil, he could still think of Mr. Vincent.

He made a violent effort of will and found

himself, he knew not how, stooping towards

Staple Inn, saw Vincent sitting attentive and

alert in his arm-chair by the fire.

And clustering also about him, as they

clustered ever about all that lives and breathes,

was another multitude of these vain, voiceless

shadows, longing, desiring, seeking some

loophole into life.

For a space Mr. Bessel sought ineffectually

to attract his friend's attention. He tried to

get in front of his eyes, to move the objects

in his room, to touch him. But Mr. Vincent

remained unmoved, ignorant of the being

that was so close to his own. The strange

something that Mr. Bessel has compared to a

sheet of glass separated them impermeably.

And at last Mr. Bessel did a desperate

thing. I have told how that in some strange

way he could see not only the outside of a

man as we see him, but within. He

extended his shadowy hand and thrust his

vague black fingers, as it seemed, through the

heedless brain.

Then, suddenly, Mr. Vincent started like

a man who recalls his attention from wander

ing thoughts, and it seemed to Mr. Bessel

that a little dark-red body situated in the

middle of Mr. Vincent's brain swelled and

glowed as he did so. Since that experience

he has been shown anatomical figures of the

brain, and he knows now that this is that

useless structure, as doctors call it, the pineal

eye. For, strange as it will seem to many,

we have, deep in our brainsâ��where it cannot

possibly see any earthly lightâ��an eye ! At

the time this, with the rest of the internal

anatomy of the brain, was quite new to him.

At the sight of its changed appearance, how

ever, he thrust forth his finger and, rather

fearful still of the consequences, touched this

little spot. And instantly Mr. Vincent

started, and Mr. Bessel knew that he was

seen.

And at that instant it came to Mr. Bessel

that evil had happened to his body, and

behold ! a great wind blew through all that

world of shadows and tore him away. So

strong was this persuasion, that he thought

no more of Mr. Vincent, but turned about

forthwith, and all the countless faces drove

back with him like leaves before a gale.

But he returned too late. In an instant he

saw the body that be had left inert and

collapsedâ��lying, indeed, like the body of a

man just deadâ��had arisen, had arisen by

virtue of some strength and will beyond his

own. It stood with staring eyes, stretching

its limbs in dubious fashion.

For a moment he watched it in wild

dismay, and then he stooped towards it.

But the pane of glass had closed against

him again, and he was foiled. He beat

himself passionately against this, and all

about him the spirits of evil grinned and

pointed and mocked. He gave way to

furious anger. He compares himself to a

bird that has fluttered heedlessly into a room

and is beating at the window-pane that holds

it back from freedom.

And behold ! the little body that had once

been his was now dancing with delight. He

saw it shouting, though he could not hear its

shouts ; he saw the violence of its movements

grow. He watched it fling his cherished

furniture about in the mad delight of

existence, rend his books apart, smash

bottles, drink heedlessly from the jagged

fragments, leap and smite in a passionate

acceptance of living. He watched these

actions in paralyzed astonishment. Then

once more he hurled himself against the

impassable barrier, and then, with all that

crew of mocking ghosts about him, hurried

back in dire confusion to Vincent to tell him

of the outrage that had come upon him.

But the brain of Vincent was now closed

against apparitions, and the disembodied

Mr. Bessel pursued him in vain as he hurried

out into Holborn to call a cab. Foiled

and terror-stricken, Mr. Bessel swept back

again, to find his desecrated body whooping

in a glorious frenzy down the Burlington

Arcade

And now the attentive reader begins to

understand Mr. Bessel's interpretation of the

first part of this strange story. The being

whose frantic rush through London had

inflicted so much injury and disaster had

indeed Mr. Bessel's body, but it was not Mr.

Bessel. It was an evil spirit out of that

strange world beyond existence, into which

Mr. Bessel had so rashly ventured. For

twenty hours it held possession of him, and

for all those twenty hours the dispossessed

spirit-body of Mr. Bessel was going to and

fro in that unheard-of middle world of

shadows seeking help in vain.

He spent many hours beating at the minds

of Mr. Vincent and of his friend Mr. Hart.

Each, as we know, he roused by his efforts.

But the language that might convey his situa

tion to these helpers across the gulf he did
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not know ; his feeble fingers groped vainly

and powerlessly in their brains. Once,

indeed, as we have already told, he was able

to turn Mr. Vincent aside from his path so

that he encountered the stolen body in its

career, but he could not make him under

stand the thing that had happened : he was

unable to draw any help from that

encounter. . . .

All through those hours the persuasion

was overwhelming in Mr. Bessel's mind

that presently the body would be killed by its

furious tenant, and he would have to remain

in this shadow-land for evermore. So that

those long hours were a growing agony of

fear. And ever

as he hurried to

and fro in his

ineffectual ex

citement in

numerable

spirits of that

world about

him mobbed

him and con

fused his mind.

And ever an

envious ap

plauding multi

tude poured

after their suc

cessful fellow as

he went upon

his glorious

career.

For chat, it

would seem,

must be the life

of these bodi

less things of

this world that

is the shadow

of our world,

li v e r they

watch, coveting

human bodies, and because of the sadness of

their faces.

But how they had come into that world he

could not tell, nor where the bodies they had

lost might be, whether they still raved about

the earth, or whether they were closed for

ever in death against return. That they were

the spirits of the dead neither he nor I

believe. But Doctor U'ilson Paget thinks

they are the rational souls of men who are

lost in madness on the earth.

At last Mr. Bessel chanced upon a place

where a little crowd of such disembodied silent

creatures was gathered, and thrusting through

them he saw below a brightly-lit room, and

INNUMERABLE SPIRITS A1OUUEU HIM.

a way into a mortal body, in order that they

may descend, as furies and frenzies, as

violent lusts and mad, strange impulses,

rejoicing in the body they have won. For

Mr. Bessel was not the only human soul

in that place. Witness the fact that he

met first one, and afterwards several

shadows of men, men like himself, it

seemed, who had lost their bodies even

it may be as he had lost his, and wan

dered, despairingly, in that lost world that

is neither life nor death. They could not

speak because that world is silent, yet he

knew them for men because of their dim

four or five

quiet gentle

men and a

woman, a stout-

i s h woman

dressed in

black bomba

zine and sitting

awkwardly in a

chair with her

head thrown

back. He knew

her from her

portraits to be

Mrs. Bullock,

t li e medium.

And lie per

ceived that

tracts and

structures in her brain glowed

and stirred as he had seen

the pineal eye in the brain

of Mr. Vincent glow. The

light was very fitful : some

times it was a broad illumin

ation, and sometimes merely

a faint twilight spot, and it

shifted slowly about her

brain. She kept on talking

and writing with one hand.

And Mr. Bessel saw that the crowding shadows

of men about him, and a great multitude

of the shadow spirits of that shadow land,

were all striving and thrusting to touch the

lighted regions of her brain. As one

gained her brain or another was thrust

away, her voice and the writing of her hand

changed. So that what she said was dis

orderly and confused lor the most part ; now

a fragment of one soul's message, and now a

fragment of another's, and now she babbled

the insane fancies of the spirits of vain

desire. Then Mr. Bessel understood that

she spoke for the spirit that had touch of
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her, and he began to struggle very furiously

towards her. But he was on the outside of

the crowd and at that time he could not

reach her, and at last, growing anxious, he

went away to find what had happened mean

while to his body.

For a long time he went to and fro seeking

it in vain and fearing that it must have been

killed, and then he found it at the bottom of

the shaft in Baker Street, writhing furiously

and cursing with pain. Its leg and an arm

and two ribs had been broken by its fall.

Moreover, the evil spirit was angry because

his time had been so short and because of

the painâ��making violent movements and

casting his body about.

And at that Mr. Bessel returned with

redoubled earnestness to the room where the

seance was going on, and so soon as he had

thrust himself within sight of the place he

saw one of the men who stood about

the medium looking at his watch as if he

meant that the seance should presently

end. At that a great number of the

shadows who had been striving turned away

with gestures of despair. But the thought

that the seance was almost over only made

Mr. Bessel the more earnest, and he struggled

so stoutly with his will against the others

that presently he gained the woman's brain.

It chanced that just at that moment it glowed

very brightly, and in that instant she wrote

the message that Doctor Wilson Paget pre

served. And then the other shadows and the

cloud of evil spirits about him had thrust

Mr. Bessel away from her, and for all the rest

of the seance he could regain her no more.

So he went back- and watched through the

long hours at the bottom of the shaft where

the evil spirit lay in the stolen body it had

maimed, writhing and cursing, and weeping

and groaning, and learning the lesson of

pain. And towards dawn the thing he had

waited for happened, and brain glowed

brightly and the evil spirit came out, and

Mr. Bessel entered the body he had feared

he should never enter again. As he did

so, the silence â�� the brooding silence â��

ended; he heard the tumult of traffic and

the voices of people overhead, and that

strange world that is the shadow of our

world â�� the dark and silent shadows of

desire and the shadows of lost menâ��

vanished clean away.

He lay there for the space of about three

hours before he was found. And in spite of

the pain and suffering of his wounds, and of

the dim, damp place in which ^e lay; in

spite of the tearsâ��wrung from him by hir>

physical distressâ��his heart was full of glad

ness to know that he was nevertheless back

once more in the kindl" world of men.



BY H. G. WELLS.

R. BESSEL was the senior

partner in the firm of Bessel,

Hart, and Brown, of St. Paul's

Churchyard, and for many

years he was well known among

those interested in psychical

research as a liberal-minded and conscientious

investigator. He was an unmarried man,

and instead of living in the suburbs, after the

fashion of his class, he occupied rooms in the

Albany, near Piccadilly. He was particularly

interested in the questions of thought trans

ference and of apparitions of the living, and

in November, 1896, he commenced a series

of experiments in conjunction with Mr.

Vincent, of Staple Inn, in order to test the

alleged possibility of projecting an apparition

of oneself by force of will through space.

Their experiments were conducted in the

following manner: At a pre-arranged hour

Mr. Bessel shut himself in one of his rooms

in the Albany and Mr. Vincent in his sitting-

room in Staple Inn, and each then fixed his

mind as resolutely as possible on the other.

Mr. Bessel had acquired the art of self-

hypnotism, and, so far as he could, he at

tempted first to hypnotize himself and then to

project himself as a " phantom of the living "

across the intervening space of nearly two

miles into Mr. Vincent's apartment. On

several evenings this was tried without any

satisfactory result, but on the fifth or sixth

occasion Mr. Vincent did actually see or

imagine he saw an apparition of Mr. Bessel

standing in his room. He states that the

appearance, although brief, was very vivid

and real. He noticed that Mr. Bessel's face

was white and his expression anxious, and,

moreover, that his hair was disordered. For

a moment Mr. Vincent, in spite of his state

of expectation, was too surprised to speak or

move, and in that moment it seemed to him

as though the figure glanced over its shoulder

and incontinently vanished.

It had been arranged that an attempt

should be made to photograph any phantasm

seen, but Mr. Vincent had not the instant

presence of mind to snap the camera that

lay ready on the table beside him, and when

he did so he was too late. Greatly elated,

however, even by this partial success, he

made a note of the exact time, and at once

took a cab to the Albany to inform Mr.

Bessel of this result.

He was surprised to find Mr. Bessel's

outer door standing open to the night, and
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the inner apartments lit and in an extra

ordinary disorder. An empty champagne

magnum lay smashed upon the floor; its

neck had been broken off against the inkpot

on the bureau and lay beside it. An octa

gonal occasional table, which carried a

bronze statuette and a number of choice

books, had been rudely overturned, and

down the primrose paper of the wall inky

fingers had been drawn, as it seemed for the

mere pleasure of defilement. One of the

delicate chintz curtains had been violently

torn from its rings and thrust upon the fire,

so that the smell of its smouldering filled the

room. Indeed, the whole place was dis

arranged in the strangest fashion. For a

few minutes Mr. Vincent, who had entered

sure of finding Mr. Bessel in his easy chair

awaiting him, could scarcely believe his eyes,

and stood staring helplessly at these un

anticipated things.

Then, full of a vague sense of calamity, he

sought the porter at the entrance lodge.

" Where is Mr. Bessel ?" he asked. " Do

you know that -!1 the furniture is broken in

Mr. Bessel's rc:m?" The porter said

nothing, but, obeying his gestures, came at

once to Mr. Bessel's apartment to see the

state of affairs. " This settles it," he said,

surveying the lunatic confusion. " I didn't

know of this. Mr. Bessel's gone off. He's

mad !"

He then proceeded to tell Mr. Vincent

that about half an hour previously, that is

to say, at about the time of Mr. Bessel's

apparition in Mr. Vincent's rooms, the

missing gentleman had rushed out of the

gates of the Albany into Vigo Street, hatless

and with disordered hair, and had vanished

into the direction of Bond Street. " And as

he went past me," said the porter, " he

laughedâ��a sort of gasping laugh, with his

mouth open and his eyes glaringâ��I tell you,

sir, he fair scared me !â��like this."

According to his imitation it was anything

but a pleasant laugh. " He waved his hand,

with all his fingers crooked and clawingâ��-

like that. And he said, in a sort of fierce

whisper, 'Life/' Just that one word,

1 Life I'"

" Dear me," said Mr. Vincent. "Tut, tut,"

and " Dear me !" He could think of nothing

else to say. He was naturally very much

surprised. He turned from the room to the

porter and from the porter to the room in

gravest perplexity. Beyond his suggestion

that probably Mr. Bessel would come back

presently and explain what had happened,

{heir conversation was unable to proceed.

"It might be a sudden tooth-ache," said

the porter, "a very sudden and violent tooth

ache, jumping on him suddenly-like and

driving him wild. I've broken things myself

before now in such a case " He

thought. " If it was, why should he say ' life'

to me as he went past?"

Mr. Vincent did not know. Mr. Bessel

did not return, and at last Mr. Vincent, having

done some more helpless staring, and

having addressed a note of brief inquiry

and left it in a conspicuous position on the

bureau, returned in a very perplexed frame

of mind to his own premises in Staple Inn.

This affair had given him a shock. He

was at a loss to account for Mr. Bessel's con

duct on any sane hypothesis. He tried to

read, but he could not do so; he went for a

short walk, and was so preoccupied that he

narrowly escaped a cab at the top of Chan

cery Lane; and at lastâ��a full hour before

his usual timeâ��he went to bed. For a con

siderable time he could not sleep because of

his memory of the silent confusion of Mr.

Bessel's apartment, and when at length he

did attain an uneasy slumber it was at once

disturbed by a very vivid and distressing

dream of Mr. Bessel.

He saw Mr. Bessel gesticulating wildly,

and with his face white and contorted. And,

inexplicably mingled with his appearance,

suggested perhaps by his gestures, was an

intense fear, an urgency to act. He even

believes that he heard the voice of his fellow

experimenter calling distressfully to him,

though at the time he considered this to be

an illusion. The vivid impression remained

though Mr. Vincent awoke. For a space he

lay awake and trembling in the darkness,

possessed with that vague, unaccountable

terror of unknown possibilities that comes

out of dreams upon even the bravest

men. But at last he roused himself, and

turned over and went to sleep again, only

for the dream to return with enhanced

vividness.

He awoke with such a strong conviction

that Mr. Bessel was in overwhelming dis

tress and need of help that .sleep was

no longer possible. He was persuaded

that his friend had rushed out to some

dire calamity. For a time he lay reasoning

vainly against this belief, but at last he

gave way to it He arose, against all reason,

lit his gas and dressed, and set out through

the deserted streetsâ��deserted, save for a

noiseless policeman or so and the early news

carts towards Vigo Street to inquire if Mr.

Bessel had. returned.?
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But he never got there. As he was going

down Long Acre some unaccountable impulse

turned him aside out of that street towards

Covent Garden, which was just waking to its

nocturnal activities. He saw the market in

front of himâ��a queer effect of glowing yellow

lights and busy black figures. He became

aware of a shouting, and perceived a figure

turn the corner by the hotel and run swiftly

towards him. He knew at once that it was

Mr. Bessel. But it was Mr. Bessel trans

figured. He was hat-

less and ^dishevelled,

his collar was torn

open, he grasped a

bone-handle walking-

cane near the ferrule

end, and his mouth

was pulled awry. And

he ran, with agile

strides, very rapidly.

Their encounter was

the affair of an instant.

''Bessel!" cried

â�¢Vincent.

1 The running man

gave no sign of recog

nition either of Mr.

iVincent or of his own

name. Instead, he

cut at his friend sav

agely with the stick,

hitting him in the

face within an inch of

the eye. Mr. Vincent,

stunned and aston

ished, staggered back,

lost his footing, and

fell heavily on the

pavement. It seemed

to him that Mr. Bessel

leapt over him as he

fell. When he looked

again Mr. Bessel had vanished, and a police

man and a number of garden porters and

salesmen were rushing past towards Long

Acre in hot pursuit.

Vol. xvi. â��72.

shouting with laughter at each successful

blow. A lad and two women had broken

heads, and he had smashed a man's wrist;

a little child had been knocked insensible,

and for a time he had driven everyone

before him, so furious and resolute had

his behaviour been. Then he made a

raid upon a coffee stall, hurled its paraffin

flare through the window of the post office,

and fled laughing, after stunning the foremost

of the two policemen who had the pluck to

charge1 him.

MK. HKSSEL LEA1T OVER HIM AS HE FELL.

With the assistance of several passers-

by â�� for the whole street was speedily

alive with running people-â��Mr. Vincent

struggled to his feet. He at once became

the centre of a crowd greedy to see his injury.

A multitude of voices competed to reassure

him of his safety, and then to tell him of the

behaviour of the madman, as they regarded

Mr. Bessel. He had suddenly appeared in

the middle of the market screaming "Life!

Life!" striking left and right with a blood

stained walking-stick, and dancing and

Mr. Vincent's first

impulse was naturally

to join in the pursuit

of his friend, in order

if possible to save him

from the violence of

the indignant people.

But his action was

slow, the blow had

half stunned him, and

while this was still no

more than a resolu

tion came the news,

shouted through the

crowd, that Mr. Bessel

had eluded his pur

suers. At first Mr.

Vincent could scarcely

credit this, but the

universality of the

report, and presently

the dignified return

of two futile police

men, convinced him.

After some aimless

inquiries he returned

towards Staple Inn,

padding a handker

chief to a now very

painful nose.

He was angry and

astonished and perplexed. It appeared to him

indisputable that Mr. Bessel must have gone

violently mad in the midst of his experiment

in thought transference, but why that should

make him appear with a sad white face in

Mr. Vincent's dreams seemed a problem

beyond solution. He racked his brains

in vain to explain this. It seemed to him

at last that not simply Mr. Bessel, but the

order of things must be insane. But he

could think of nothing to do. He shut him

self carefully into his room, lit his fireâ��it was

a gas fire with asbestos bricksâ��and, fearing

fresh dreams if he went to bed, remained

bathing his injured face, or holding up books

in a vain attempt to read, until dawn.
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Throughout that vigil he had a curious

persuasion that Mr. Bessel was endeavour

ing to speak to him, but he would not let

himself attend to any such belief.

About dawn, his physical fatigue asserted

itself, and he went to bed and slept at

last in spite of dreaming. He rose late,

unrested and anxious and in considerable

facial pain. The morning papers had no

news of Mr. Bessel's aberration â�� it had

come too late for them. Mr. Vincent's per

plexities, to which the fever of his bruise

added fresh irritation, became at last intoler

able, and, after a fruitless visit to the Albany,

he went down to St. Paul's Churchyard to

Mr. Hart, Mr. Bessel's partner, and, so far as

Mr. Vincent knew, his nearest friend.

He was sur

prised to learn

that Mr. Hart,

although he knew

nothing of the out

break, had also

been disturbed by

!\ vision, the very

vision that Mr.

Vincent had seen

â��Mr. Bessel,

white and dis

hevelled, pleading

earnestly by his

gestures for help.

That was his im

pression of the

import of his

signs. " I was just

going to look him

up in the Albany

when you arrived,"

said Mr. Hart.

" I was so sure of

something being

wrong with him."

As the outcome

of their consulta

tion the two gen

tlemen decided

to inquire at Scot

land Yard for news of their missing friend.

" He is bound to be laid by the heels,"

said Mr. Hart. " He can't go on at that

pace for long." But the police authorities

had not laid Mr. Bessel by the heels. They

confirmed Mr. Vincent's overnight experi

ences and added fresh circumstances, some

of an even graver character than those he

knewâ��a list of smashed glass along the upper

half of Tottenham Court Road, an attack

upon a policeman in Hampstead Road, and

an atrocious assault upon a woman. All

these outrages were committed betwee"n half-

past twelve and a quarter to two in the

morning, and between those hoursâ��and,

indeed, from the very moment of Mr. Bessel's

first rush from his rooms at half-past nine in

the eveningâ��they could trace the deepening

violence of his fantastic career. For the last

hour, at least from before one, that is, until a

quarter to two, he had run amuck through

London, eluding with amazing agility every

effort to stop or capture him.

But after a quarter to two he had vanished.

Up to that hour witnesses were multitudinous.

Dozens of people had seen him, fled from

him or pursued him, and then things suddenly

came to an end. At a quarter to two he had

been seen running

down the Euston

- ., . Road towards

, Baker Street, flour-

FLOUKlSHIXc; A CAN OF BURNING COLZA OIL.

ishing a can of

burning colza oil

and jerking

splashes of flame

therefrom at the

windows of the

houses he passed.

But none of the

policemen on

Euston Road be

yond the Waxwork

Exhibition, nor

any of those in

the side streets

down which he

must have passed

hnd he left the

Euston Road, had

seen anything of

him. Abruptly he

disappeared.

Nothing of his sub

sequent doings

came to light in

spiteof the keenest

inquiry.

Here was a

fresh astonishment for Mr. Vincent. He-

had found considerable comfort in Mr. â�¢

Hart's conviction : " He is bound to be

laid by the heels before long," and in that

assurance he had been able to suspend his

mental perplexities. But any fresh develop

ment seemed destined to add new impos

sibilities to a pile already heaped beyond the

powers of his acceptance. He found himself

doubting whether his memory might not have

played him some grotesque trick, debating
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whether any of these things could possibly

have happened; and in the afternoon he

hunted up Mr. Hart again- to share the in

tolerable weight on his mind. He found

Mr. Hart engaged with a well-known private

detective, but as that gentleman accomplished

nothing in this case, we need not enlarge

upon his proceedings.

All that day Mr. Bessel's whereabouts

eluded an unceasingly active inquiry, and all

that night. And all that day there was a

persuasion in the back of Mr. Vincent's mind

that Mr. Bessel sought his attention, and all

through the night Mr. Bessel with a tear-

stained face of anguish pursued him through

his dreams. And whenever he saw Mr.

Bessel in his dreams he also saw a number

of other faces, vague but malignant, that

seemed to be pursuing Mr. Bessel.

It was on the following day, Sunday, that

Mr. Vincent thought of the remarkable

stories of Mrs. Bullock, the medium, who

was then attracting attention for the first

time in London. He determined to consult

her. She was stopping at the house of that

well - known

inquirer, Dr.

Wilson Paget,

and Mr. Vincent,

although he had

never met that

gentleman be

fore, repaired to

him forthwith

with the inten

tion of invoking

her help. But

scarcely had he

mentioned the

name of Bessel

when Doctor

Paget interrupted

him. "Last night

â��just at the

end," he said,

" we had a com- Â«â�¢ ,10w DID vou GET THIS

munication."

He left the room, and returned with a slate

on which were certain words written in a

handwriting, shaky indeed, but indisputably

the handwriting of Mr. Bessel !

" How did you get this ?" said Mr.

Vincent. " Do you mean ? "

" We got it last night," said Doctor Paget.

With numerous interruptions from Mr.

Vincent, he proceeded to explain how the

writing had been obtained. It appears that

in her seances, Mrs. Bullock passes into

a condition of trance, her eyes rolling up

in a strange way under her eyelids, and

her body becoming rigid. She then begins

to talk very rapidly, usually in voices other

than her own. At the same time one or

both of her hands may become active, and

if slates and pencils are provided they will

then write messages simultaneously with and

quite independently of the flow of words

from her mouth. By many she is considered

an even more remarkable medium than the

celebrated Mrs. Piper. It was one of these

messages, the one written by her left hand,

that Mr. Vincent now had before him. It con

sisted of eight words written disconnectedly

" George Bessel .... trial excav"- ....

Baker Street .... help .... starvation."

Curiously enough, neither Doctor Paget nor

the two other inquirers who were present had

heard of the disappearance of Mr. Besselâ��

the news of it appeared only in the evening

paper's of Saturdayâ��and they had put the

message aside with many others of a vague

and enigmatical sort that Mrs. Bullock has

from time to time delivered.

When Doctor Paget heard Mr. Vincent's

story, he gave

himself at once

with great energy

to the pursuit of

this clue to the

discovery of Mr.

Bessel. It would

serve no useful

purpose here to

describe the in

quiries of Mr.

Vincent and him

self; suffice it

that the clue was

a genuine one,

and that Mr.

Bessel was actu

ally discovered

by its aid.

He was found

at the bottom

of a detached

shaft which had been sunk and abandoned

at the commencement of the work for the

new electrir railway near Baker Street

Station. His arm and leg and two ribs

were broken. The shaft is protected by a

hoarding nearly zoft. high, and over this,

incredible as it seems, Mr. Bessel, a stout,

middle-aged gentleman, must have scrambled

in order to fall down the shaft. He was

saturated in colza oil, and the smashed tin

lay beside him, but luckily the flame had

been extinguished by his fall. And his

SAID MR. VINCENT,
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madness had passed from him altogether.

But he was, of course, terribly enfeebled,

and at the sight of his rescuers he gave way

to hysterical weeping.

In view of the deplorable state of his flat,

he was taken to the house of Dr. Hatton in

Upper Baker Street. Here he was subjected

to a sedative treatment, and anything that

might recall the violent crisis through which

he had passed was carefully avoided. But

on the second day he volunteered a state

ment.

Since that occasion Mr. Bessel has at

several times repeated this statementâ��to my

self among other peopleâ��varying the details

as the narrator of real experiences always

does, but never by any chance contradicting

himself in any particular. And the state

ment he makes is in substance as follows.

In order to understand it clearly jt is

necessary to go back to his experiments with

Mr. Vincent before his remarkable attack.

Mr. Bessel's first attempts at self-projection,

in his experiments with

Mr. Vincent, were, as

the reader will remem

ber, unsuccessful. But

through all of them he

was concentrating all his

power and will upon

getting out of the body

â��"willing it with all

my might," he says.

At last, almost against

expectation, came suc

cess. And Mr. Bessel

asserts that he, being

alive, did actually, by

an effort of will, leave

his body and pass into

some place or state out-

side this world.

The release was, he

asserts, instantaneous.

" At one moment I was

seated in my chair, with

my eyes tightly shut,

my hands gripping the

arms of the chair, doing

all I could to concen

trate my mind on Vin

cent, and then I per

ceived myself outside

my bodyâ��saw my body

near me, but certainly not containing me,

with the hands relaxing and the head

drooping forward on the breast."

of-fact way the new sensation he experienced.

He felt he had become impalpableâ��so

much he had expected, but he had not

expected to find himself enormously large.

So, however, it would seem he became. " I

w:as a great cloudâ��if I may express it

that way â�� anchored to my body. It

appeared to me, at first, as if I had dis

covered a greater self of which the conscious

being in my brain was only a little part. I

saw the Albany and Piccadilly and Kegent

Street and all the rooms and places in

the houses, very minute and very bright

and distinct, spread out below me like

a little city seen from a balloon. Every

now and then vague shapes like drifting

wreaths of smoke made the vision a little

indistinct, but at first I paid little heed to

them. The thing that astonished me most,

and which astonishes me still, is that I saw

quite distinctly the insides of the houses as

well as the streets, saw little people dining

and talking in the private houses, men and

women dining, playing

billiards, and drinking

in restaurants and hotels,

and several places of

entertainment crammed

with people. It was like

watching the affairs of a

glass hive."

1 WAS A GKEAT CLOUD ANCHORED TO MY BODY.

Nothing shakes him in his assurance of

that release. He describes in a quiet, matter-

Such were Mr. Bessel's

exact words as I took

them down when he

told me the story. Quite

forgetful of Mr. Vincent,

he remained for a space

observing these things.

Impelled by curiosity,

he says, he stooped

down, and with the

shadowy arm he found

himself possessed of

attempted to touch a

man walking along Vigo

Street. But he could not

do so, though his finger

seemed to pass through

the man. Something pre

vented his doing this,

but what it was he finds

it hard to describe. He

compares the obstacle to

a sheet of glass.

" I felt as a kitten may feel," he said,

" when it goes for the first time to pat its

reflection in a mirror." Again and again, on

the occasion when I heard him tell this story,

Mr. Bessel returned to that comparison of
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the sheet of glass. Yet it was not altogether

a precise comparison, because, as the reader

will speedily see, there were interruptions of

this generally impermeable resistance, means

of getting through the barrier to the material

world again. But, naturally, there is a very

great difficulty in expressing these unpre

cedented impressions in the language of

everyday experience.

A thing that impressed him instantly, and

which weighed upon him throughout all this

experience, was the stillness of this placeâ��

he was in a world without sound.

At first Mr. Bessel's mental state was

unemotional wonder,

concerned itself

with where he

might be. He was

out of the bodyâ��

out of his material

body, at any rateâ��

but that was not

all. He believes,

and I for one be

lieve also, that he

was somewhere out

of space, as we

understand it, alto-

g e t h e r. By a

strenuous effort of

will he had passed

out of his body

into a world beyond

this world, a world

undreamt of, yet

lying so close to it

and so strangely

situated with regard

to it that all things

on this earth are

clearly visible both

from without and

from within in this

an

His thought chiefly

spheres of dark vapour, and then through a

momentary gap he saw his drooping body

collapse limply, saw his lifeless head drop

sideways, and found he was driving along

like a huge cloud in a strange place of

shadowy clouds that had the luminous

intricacy of London spread like a model

below.

NEVER A SOUND FROM THE MOUTHS THAT SEE.MEU

TO GIUKER."

other world about us. For a long time, as

it seemed to him, this realization occupied

his mind to the exclusion of all other matters,

and then he recalled the engagement with

Mr. Vincent, to which this astonishing

experience was, after all, but a prelude.

He turned his mind to locomotion in this

new body in which he found himself. For a

time he was unable to shift himself from his

attachment to his earthly carcass. For a

time this new strange cloud body of his

simply swayed, contracted, expanded, coiled,

and writhed with his efforts to free himself,

and then quite suddenly the link that bound

him snapped. For a moment everything

was hidden by what appeared to be whirling

But now he was aware that the fluctuating

vapour about him was something more than

vapour, and the temerarious excitement of

his first essay was shot with fear. For he

perceived, at first indistinctly, and then

suddenly very clearly, that he was surrounded

by faces ! that each roll and coil of the seem

ing cloud-stuff was

a face. And such

faces! Faces of

thin shadow, faces

of gaseous tenuity.

Faces like those

faces that glare with

intolerable strange

ness upon the

sleeper in the evil

hours of his dreams.

Evil, greedy eyes

that were full of a

covetous curiosity,

faces with knit

brows and snarling,

smiling lips ; their

vague hands clut

ched at Mr. Bessel

as he passed, and

the rest of their

bodies was but an

elusive streak of

trailing darkness.

Never a word they

said, never a sound

from the mouths

that seemed to

gibber. All about him they pressed in

that dreamy silence, passing freely through

the dim mistiness that was his body, gather

ing ever more numerously about him. And

the shadowy Mr. Bessel, now suddenly

fear - stricken, drove through the silent,

active multitude of eyes and clutching

hands.

So inhuman were these faces, so malignant

their staring eyes, and shadowy, clawing

gestures, that it did not occur to Mr. Bessel

to attempt intercourse with these drifting

creatures. Idiot phantoms, they seemed,

children of vain desire, beings unborn and

forbidden the boon of being, whose only ex

pressions and gestures told of the envy and
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craving for life that was their one link with

existence.

It says much for his resolution that,amidst

the swarming cloud of these noiseless spirits

of evil, he could still think of Mr. Vincent.

He made a violent effort of will and found

himself, he knew not how, stooping towards

Staple Inn, saw Vincent sitting attentive and

alert in his arm-chair by the fire.

And clustering also about him, as they

clustered ever about all that lives and breathes,

was another multitude of these vain, voiceless

shadows, longing, desiring, seeking some

loophole into life.

For a space Mr. Bessel sought ineffectually

to attract his friend's attention. He tried to

get in front of his eyes, to move the objects

in his room, to touch him. But Mr. Vincent

remained unmoved, ignorant of the being

that was so close to his own. The strange

something that Mr. Bessel has compared to a

sheet of glass separated them impermeably.

And at last Mr. Bessel did a desperate

thing. I have told how that in some strange

way he could see not only the outside of a

man as we see him, but within. He

extended his shadowy hand and thrust his

vague black fingers, as it seemed, through the

heedless brain.

Then, suddenly, Mr. Vincent started like

a man who recalls his attention from wander

ing thoughts, and it seemed to Mr. Bessel

that a little dark-red body situated in the

middle of Mr. Vincent's brain swelled and

glowed as he did so. Since that expedience

he has been shown anatomical figures of the

brain, and he knows now that this is that

useless structure, as doctors call it, the pineal

eye. For, strange as it will seem to many,

we have, deep in our brainsâ��where it cannot

possibly see any earthly lightâ��an eye ! At

the time this, with the rest of the internal

anatomy of the brain, was quite new to him.

At the sight of its changed appearance, how

ever, he thrust forth his finger and, rather

fearful still of the consequences, touched this

little spot. And instantly Mr. Vincent

started, and Mr. Bessel knew that he was

seen.

And at that instant it came to Mr. Bessel

that evil had happened to his body, and

behold \ a great wind blew through all that

world of shadows and tore him away. So

strong was this persuasion, that he thought

no more of Mr. Vincent, but turned about

forthwith, and all the countless faces drove

back with him like leaves before a gale.

But he returned too late. In an instant he

saw the body that he had left inert and

collapsedâ��lying, indeed, like the body of a

man just deadâ��had arisen, had arisen by

virtue of some strength and will beyond his

own. It stood with staring eyes, stretching

its limbs in dubious fashion.

For a moment he watched it in wild

dismay, and then he stooped towards it.

But the pane of glass had closed against

him again, and he was foiled. He beat

himself passionately against this, and all

about him the spirits of evil grinned and

pointed and mocked. He gave way to

furious anger. He compares himself to a

bird that has fluttered heedlessly into a room

and is beating at the window-pane that holds

it back from treedom.

And behold ! the little body that had once

been his was now dancing with delight. He

saw it shouting, though he could not hear its

shouts ; he saw the violence of its movements

grow. He watched it fling his cherished

furniture about in the mad delight of

existence, rend his books apart, smash

bottles, drink heedlessly from the jagged

fragments, leap and smite in a passionate

acceptance of living. He watched these

actions in paralyzed astonishment. Then

once more he hurled himself against the

impassable barrier, and then, with all that

crew of mocking ghosts about him, hurried

back in dire confusion to Vincent to tell him

of the outrage that had come upon him.

But the brain of Vincent was now closed

against apparitions, and the disembodied

Mr. Bessel pursued him in vain as he hurried

out into Holborn to call a cab. Foiled

and terror-stricken, Mr. Bessel swept back

again, to find his desecrated body whooping

in a glorious fren/y down the Burlington

Arcade

And now the attentive reader begins to

understand Mr. Bessel's interpretation of the

first part of this strange story. The being

whose frantic rush through London had

inflicted so much injury and disaster had

indeed Mr. Bessel's body, but it was not Mr.

Bessel. It was an evil spirit out of that

strange world beyond existence, into which

Mr. Bessel had so rashly ventured. For

twenty hours it held possession of him, and

for all those twenty hours the dispossessed

spirit-body of Mr. Bessel was going to and

fro in that unheard-of middle world of

shadows seeking help in vain.

He spent many hours beating at the minds

of Mr. Vincent and of his friend Mr. Hart.

Each, as we know, he roused by his efforts.

But the language that might convey his situa

tion to these helpers across the gulf he did
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not know ; his feeble fingers groped vainly

and powerlessly in their brains. Once,

indeed, as we have already told, he was able

to turn Mr. Vincent aside from his path so

that he encountered the stolen body in its

career, but he could not make him under

stand the thing that had happened : he was

unable to draw any help from that

encounter. . . .

All through those hours the persuasion

was overwhelming in Mr. Bessel's mind

that presently the body would be killed by its

furious tenant, and he would have to remain

in this shadow-land for evermore. So that

those long hours were a growing agony of

fear. And ever

as he hurried to

and fro in his

ineffectual ex

citement in-

n umerable

spirits of that

world about

him mobbed

him and con

fused his mind.

And ever an

envious ap

plauding multi

tude poured

after their suc

cessful fellow as

he went upon

his glorious

career.

For that, it

would seem,

imist be the life

of these bodi

less things of

this world that

is the shadow

of our world.

Ever they

watch, coveting

human bodies, and because of the sadness of

their faces.

But how they had come into that world he

could not tell, nor where the bodies they had

lost might be, whether they still raved about

the earth, or whether they were closed for

ever in death against return. That they were

the spirits of the dead neither he nor I

believe. But Doctor Wilson Paget thinks

they are the rational souls of men who are

lost in madness on the earth.

At last Mr. Bessel chanced upon a place

where a little crowd of such disembodied silent

creatures was gathered, and thrusting through

them he saw below a brightly-lit room, and

INNUMERABLE SF1K11S MubBtU HIM

a way into a mortal body, in order that they

may descend, as furies and frenzies, as

violent lusts and mad, strange impulses,

rejoicing in the body they have won. For

Mr. Bessel was not the only human soul

in that place. Witness the fact that he

met first one, and afterwards several

shadows of men, men like himself, it

seemed, who had lost their bodies even

it may be as he had lost his, and wan

dered, despairingly, in that lost world that

is neither life nor death. They could not

speak because that world is silent, yet he

knew them for men because of their dim

four or five

quiet gentle-

in en and a

woman, a stout-

i s h woman

dressed in

black bomba

zine and sitting

awkwardly in a

chair with her

head thrown

back. He knew

her from her

portraits to be

Mrs. Bullock,

the medium.

And he per

ceived that

tracts and

.structures in her brain glowed

and stirred as he had seen

the pineal eye in the brain

of Mr. Vincent glow. The

light was very fitful: some

times it was a broad illumin

ation, and sometimes merely

a faint twilight spot, and it

shifted slowly about her

brain. She kept on talking

and writing with one hand.

And Mr. Bessel saw that the crowding shadows

of men about him, and a great multitude

of the shadow spirits of that shadow land,

were all striving and thrusting to touch the

lighted regions of her brain. As one

gained her brain or another was thrust

away, her voice and the writing of her hand

changed. So that what she said was dis

orderly and confused for the most part ; now

a fragment of one soul's message, and now a

fragment of another's, and now she babbled

the insane fancies of the spirits of vain

desire. Then Mr. Bessel understood that

she spoke for the spirit that had touch of
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her, and he began to struggle very furiously

towards her. But he was on the outside of

the crowd and at that time he could not

reach her, and at last, growing anxious, he

went away to find what had happened mean

while to his body.

For a long time he went to and fro seeking

it in vain and fearing that it must have been

killed, and then he found it at the bottom of

the shaft in Baker Street, writhing furiously

and cursing with pain. Its leg and an arm

and two ribs had been broken by its fall.

Moreover, the evil spirit was angry because

his time had been so short and because of

the painâ��making violent movements and

casting his body about.

And at that Mr. Bessel returned with

redoubled earnestness to the room where the

seance was going on, and so soon as he had

thrust himself within sight of the place he

saw one of the men who stood about

the medium looking at his watch as if he

meant that the seance should presently

end. At that a great number of the

shadows who had been striving turned away

with gestures of despair. But the thought

that the seance was almost over only made

Mr. Bessel the more earnest, and he struggled

so stoutly with his will against the others

that presently he gained the woman's brain.

It chanced that just at that moment it glowed

very brightly, and in that instant she wrote

the message that Doctor Wilson Paget pre

served. And then the other shadows and the

cloud of evil spirits about him had thrust

Mr. Bessel away from her, and for all the rest

of the seance he could regain her no more.

So he went back- and watched through the

long hours at the bottom of the shaft where

the evil spirit lay in the stolen body it had

maimed, writhing and cursing, and weeping

and groaning, and learning the lesson of

pain. And towards dawn the thing he had

waited for happened, aud brain glowed

brightly and the evil spirit came out, and

Mr. Bessel entered the body he had feared

he should never enter again. As he did

so, the silence â�� the brooding silence â��

ended ; he heard the tumult of traffic and

the voices of people overhead, and that

strange world that is the shadow of our

world â�� the dark and silent shadows of

desire and the shadows of lost menâ��

vanished clean away.

He lay there for the space of about three

hours before he was found. And in spite of

the pain and suffering of his wounds, and of

the dim, damp place in which Ne lay; in

spite of the tearsâ��wrung from him by hi;

physical distressâ��his heart was full of glad

ness to know that he was nevertheless back

once more in the kindl- world of men.
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improvements, and as an illustration of the

quality of carriage used by well-to-do people

of that time we reproduce a photograph of

the turn-out which once belonged to the

great painter Rubens. This vehicle pos

sessed for the Brussels onlookers an interest

more than historical. It was certainly sombre

in appearance, being covered with a heavy

black cloth, yet it was neat and attractive.

The carriage was open at the sides. Windows,

either movable or immovable, had not yet

been thought of, and there was still some

thing left for the carriage inventor to do.

Contemporary accounts of travel during this

century contain many references to the

extreme cold felt by travellers, and the

absence of windows had not a little to do

I OK 1.01 IS XIII.

with these results upon the health of the

travelling public.

By the time of Louis XIII. travelling had

become popular, and the diligence had come

to stay. It plied for public convenience,

and the illustration above gives an excellent

idea of an old-time diligence with its crowd

of closely packed people and its w'cker body.

The modern carriage of this sort is built for

more convenience, and to carry fewer people,

but it has never been a particularly com

fortable vehicle. With such a crowd, however,

it is no wonder that four, six, and sometimes

eight horses were used to lead it up and

down the rocky roads of Europe. Below,

we may note the patache, by which many of

the- common people travelled during the

PATACHEâ��REKiS OF I.OUIS XIII.
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reign oi Louis XIII. The body of the car

riage rested heavily on the axlesâ��a cause of

aching bodies â�� and travelled at a cheap

rate â�� a cause of full cargoes. To add

to the misery, the travellers were huddled

together back to back on seats with slight

support. The patache dates back to the

time when mails were first carried by means

of horses.

Improvements of inestimable value took

place in the reign of Louis XIV. The

first coach to which glass was applied is

said to have been the King's State carriage

in 1620. The travelling coaches, moreover,

were often panelled very high to guard against

robberies, and this may be one reason why

windows did not come in sooner. Our

picture at the top of this page will give an

excellent idea of one of the travelling

coaches of this period. The coach in which

Louis himself entered Paris in 1654 was a

very plain affair, but in a remarkably short

time the simple waggon-like body of the old-

time coach was developed gradually into

a beautifully-shaped, carved, and panelled

specimen of cabinet work. Hackney coaches

were introduced during the King's minority

by a man named Sauvage, who resided

at the sign of Saint Fiacre in the Rue St.

Martin. Hired carriages thus acquired the

name of "fiacre." In 1682 the first omnibus,

thanks to the efforts of Blaise Pascal, started

on its travels, and a grand increase in the

numbers of public conveyances took place,

i'rom the picture below, which shows a

" fliguette " and the sedan chair, the reader

FLIGUKTTE AM> SKUAN CHAIKâ��KKKiN OF LOUIS XIV.
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collected by the others. A pretty scene it is,

and it seems a pity that the camera should

not give as complete a picture as the actual

scene produces upon the eye.

In our second sponge scene, shown at the

bottom of the preceding page, we get another

view of the sponge fishers. They are at work

on a coral reef, and right busy they look.

" Yes, they have created a tremendous

interest in sponges," added Mr. Cresswell.

"As a matter of fact we cannot produce

enough of these figures to answer the

numerous applications of our agents through

out the kingdom. Here is a mass of corre

spondence that has reached us from all parts

of the kingdom with regard to the impetus

given to the sponge trade by means of these

figures."

It is pleasant to note that after all we can

hold our own in this little island of ours,

and that everything fresh in the way of trade

enterprise need not be made in Germany.

Indeed, Messrs. Creswell have set an example

that would, we imagine, be of more than

passing usefulness to other firms who would

hold their own in our multifarious industries.

In our next specimen we can readily

sympathize with babyâ��" He won't be happy

" UK WON'T UK HAITY WHEN HE T.KTS IT."

Vrmn a. riiolo. lit W. U. Patlter it Co., Â»M, WipA lluUxnit, W.C.

- - *â�¢ v

SIGNIOR CAI'KICIOSO SI'ONGINI.

frmit a 1'Hoto. In/ IF. O. r<irt,r ,t Co., Â«iÂ»Â» ffottorn.ir.C.

when he gets it." It brings us back

to our early days when we thought

that sponges were an absolute mis

take. Baby dreads it, but the dear

old lady makes sure that the sponge

is soft. Do you see her trying it on

her own hand ? It is a pretty picture,

in which everything again is made of

sponges. Look at the bath and the

stool. Sponges everywhereâ��around,

on top and underneath, before and

behind. Yet it is an artistic piece of

work, and when we first saw it in a

shop-window we had to squeeze our

way through a crowd of gazers, whilst

lusty Robert very ineffectually shouted

" Now, move on, please, move on."

And so, whilst we leave baby to its

own sweet music, we come to a tune

of another kind. We have here a

representation of Signior Capricioso

Spongini, smiling for coppers. The

monkey is happy. There are nuts to

crack even in sponges, and we see it
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It must be remembered that the improve

ment has not been due wholly to the coach-

builder. Greater care, for instance, is now

taken of roads, and the light and graceful

vehicle has a better chance for wear and tear.

The advent of the railway, moreo\ er, attracted

those people who went long distances, and

carriage builders had another opportunity to

improve upon carriages for short distances.

The day of the Stephensons was the begin

ning of another epoch in the history of trans

portation, and the arrival of the locomotive of

1835 at the end of the procession was the

signal for great enthusiasm. The other exhibits

had been strange and unnatural, but here the

spectators were on solid ground. True, the

engine was a little out of date, but yet it was

an engine, and the half-crowded state of the

first and second-class carriages and the

densely packed condition of the third lent

verisimilitude. It was a happy thought of

the organizers of the procession to introduce

this locomotive and passenger train as a con

trast to the finely-built leviathan of 1885, which

at that time showed the latest improvement

in Belgian locomotive construction. The

monster was mounted on a float drawn by

many horses, and in the rear of the cab was

an allegorical representation of Progress

made of wood nnd canvas, and set off by

the presence of countless pretty girls.

That was but a few years ago, and the

history of transportation is not yet, and will

not soon be, finished. To-day the motor

car, the electric cab and omnibus, are in

their infancy, and millions of people who in

olden times would have mounted chargers,

or ridden in ox-carts, now ride wheels.

People even talk of welcoming the new

century with the flying-machine. When

the next procession takes place in Brussels

what changes we shall see !

Many people will miss in this article some

allusion to steam navigation as being one of

the most effective means of modern trans

portation. Certainly, in any complete history

of transportation, great attention should be

paid to water travel and the many improve

ments which have been made in it since the

first shrieks of steamboat whistles frightened

dwellers along rivers and coasts into an

appreciation of the march of modern progress.

The managers of the Brussels procession,

however, felt that they ought to stop some

where, else their procession would be

endless. Hence they stopped at steam on

land, leaving steam on water to take care

of itself.

LOCOMOTIVE BUILT IN 1885.
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monkeys that never came;

it is pathetic, but he does

not think so. Just look at

his face. It is a picture of

happiness, towards which

the pewter pot and the pipe

no doubt contribute a great

deal. We first saw this

attractive couple in the

window of the Auxiliary-

Stores at Clapham, and

sponges went like hot cakes.

We saw a little girl and a

boy busy with penknives,

trying to imitate this funny

model, and their remarks

were, to say the least,

original. She would do

Sally, he would do the

partner. They neither of

them succeeded, but the

genuine humour of it was

refreshing to those around.

It is a pity that a camera

was not at hand, for the

childish expression of this

group would have made an

immensely funny picture.

Look at the faces of these

monkeys, and if you do not

laugh we are sorry for you.

FATHER CHRISTMAS.

From a PAolo. bu ',K. O. Porter & Co.,

SSS. High Holboitt. W.C.

It may here be mentioned that the heads

of many of these sponge figures are balanced

in such a way that upon the slightest touch

they will swing backwards

and forwards, thereby im

parting an extremely comical

appearance to the subjects

under treatment. The organ-

grinder nods to his monkey,

and the parrot nods to the

organ-grinder. The masher

nods at the clown, and the

dog nods too. They are a

jovial family these sponge

creatures ; but it is appal

ling to think what would

happen if a shower or a

deluge overtook them in

their peregrinations.

From a

Now it is only a few

weeks till Christmastide,

and if we do anticipate a

little we may be excused.

We cannot let Father

Christmas pass unheeded.

He is all fun, though how

he manages to balance him

self on so slender a footing

is, and probably will remain,

a mystery. There is some

thing winning about his"

features, however, which

goes a long way towards

an apology for his seem

ingly unstable position. We

are inclined to think, how

ever, that it is only the pose

of a moment. Overcome

with delight at the gladness

he will bring to the hearts

of our little bairns, he smiles

to himself and feels happy

all over.

And now let us be

serious. We have come

upon the last and grandest

figure of all. It is the bonne

bouche. Doff your hats, for

it is John Bull!

Master of the sea, and

consequently sovereign of spongdand, John

Bull is foremost again. Do not let him

off easily. Consider his proportions with

due care and seriousness,

and ask yourself whether

he is not worthy of his

name. There are no Rus

sian sponges about him,

nor are there Chinese

sponges in his constitution.

There are a few Turkish and

Greek sponges, but he won't

be squeezed "for a' that,"

and the hat which he doffs

to no one is a piece of

genuine sponge from the

deep blue sea which he has

ruled and, let us hope, will

rule for all time.

JOHN BULL.

luHn. b<i 1C. O. Parker

, High Uo&ini, H'.C.

Co.,
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" Very well," said Martha, " I will send

her at once " ; and, so saying, she hastily re

turned home.

The moment the wicked girl got back to

the hut she hid all the matches, as well as

every particle of candle, and blew out the

holy oil which was burning before the ikon

(or sacred picture) in the corner. As night

closed in she rushed off to find her sister.

" Natalia ! Natalia ! what shall I do ? I have

forgotten to bring in any candles or matches,

and it is growing dark ; and, worse than all,

the lamp in front of the ikon has gone out,

and I cannot

light it again.

Something ter

rible is sure to

happen to us

if we do not

light the lamp

at once. Rush

off, like a good

girl, to the

forest and get

some candles

and matches;

there is a friend

of mine who

has a large

supply of all

sorts of neces

saries, and he

will let you

have whatever

you want with

out payment"

" But won't

some of our

neighbours lend

you a match ? "

"Go and do

as I tell you,

you disagree

able little thing !

You never will

do anythi ng

death's head, which was lighted up inside

and sent forth rays of brilliant light from

its eyes, nose, and mouth, illuminating the

whole forest for some distance round. â�¢

This was so unexpected and horrible that

poor Natalia began to feel alarmed, and in

all probability would have run away had not

the door opened and the horrid little Imp

appeared.

" Oh, here you are, at last ! " said he, with

a ghastly grin. " I began to think you were

not going to turn up."

" What! did you expect me, then ?"

gasped the terri

fied Natalia.

'THE HORRID LITTLE IMP API-KAKEIJ."

you are asked without making a fuss," yelled

Martha, in a fury.

That was enough for Natalia. She stopped

to hear no more, but rushed straight off into

the forest. It was almost dark now, and she

could hardly find her way. She was not a

bit frightened ; she was only anxious to get

the things her sister required as quickly as

possible.

At last, after having walked some distance,

everything about her suddenly became quite

light, and she saw in front of her a curious-

looking house, and over the door was a

"Of course!

This illumina

tion is entirely

in your honour.

I don't usually

waste so much

lightâ��/can see

in the dark."

" You must

have made

some mistake,"

Natalia said,

" as it was quite

by accident

that I came

here. My sister

sent me to get

some candles

and matches

from some

place near here,

kept by a friend

of hers."

"I know all

about that â�� I

am the friend

in question ;

this noble

mansion is the

grand empo

rium of every

thing, and you have made no mistake."

"Then, if you please, will you kindly let

me have the candles and matches, as my

sister is waiting for them, and is all in .the

dark ? "

" Let her wait! " grinned the Imp ; " I

don't part with my lights so easily. You will

have to come and attend to my emporium

and tidy up things for me before I let you

go again, and if you don't do as I tell you

you won't see any other light but mine for

the rest of your blessed little life."

" I am really very sorry, but I must run
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off. Can't you let me have just one candle

and a match for to-night, as my sister is

anxiously waiting for me to bring them?"

Here the Imp indulged in a loud laugn,

which jarred on Natalia's nerves.

" Come, girl," said he, " don't stand there

idle; go in and tidy up the place, and get

me my dinner ready."

There was no help for it. Natalia was

obliged to follow the creature into the long,

low building. On looking round, she found

it full of every imaginable article of food,

clothing, furniture, kitchen utensils, etc., and

all in a hopeless muddle, and everything just

where it had no possible business to be !

" This place is not tidy by any means,"

said the Imp ; " you will have to set to work

and put things straight by to-morrow morn

ing. But first of all I want my meal ; so run

away and find what you think I should like,

and cook it properly. I shall expect it ready

in ten minutes."

With these words the Imp opened a small

door leading into a kitchen, pushed Natalia

in, and locked her up alone. The poor girl

looked round, but saw nothing either in the

shape of food or cooking utensils. She

hunted high and low, but in vain ; at last she

sat down on the floor and cried.

Presently she heard a very slight flapping

of wings, and, on glancing up, she saw a little

white dove, which flew down towards her and

perched upon her shoulder.

" Don't cry, Natalia," said the bird ; " there

is no occasion for you to fear. You have

always been a good girl, unselfish to a degree,

and cheerful under most trying circumstances :

therefore no harm will ever overtake you. I

will be near to protect you; for I never fail to

help and protect all those who deserve it.

Whatever the Imp, who is the greatest enemy

I have, tells you to do, try and do it, no

matter how difficult; I will always be nearâ��

only never despair, but persevere and have

patience.''

The dove then left Natalia's shoulder and

began fluttering round the room. Natalia

watched the little thing eagerly ; all her fear

had left her, and a feeling of perfect calm

came over her.

Suddenly, what was her surprise when right

in front of her appeared a table upon which

a sumptuous repast was daintily displayed I

Everything that anyone could possibly wish

to eat and drink was upon the table.

" Oh, you dear, sweet little dove ! how can

I ever thank you?" exclaimed Natalia, but the

bird had disappeared, and in another moment

the door opened and the Imp walked in.

Vol. xvi.-76

" Well! " he cried, " I trust you have

obeyed my orders and prepared my dinner."

Just as Natalia was about to reply the

cre::ture caught sight of all the good things

and flew into a terrible rage.

" What is the meaning of this ? " he cried.

" Where did you get these things from ?

Answer me this instant."

" I am very sorry," replied Natalia, calmly,

" but you told me to prepare your dinner,

andâ��here it is."

"None of your insolence ! How dare you

speak to me like that ? Be off with you !

and put the emporium in orderâ��that won't

be so easyâ��and if you don't put it straight

by the morning, I will make mincemeat of

you!"

"There is no pleasing some people!"

thought Natalia, as she was roughly turned

out of the kitchen.

The Imp had been correct in saying that

it would be no easy matter to put the

emporium to rights. The instant Natalia

put a thing into its place it rolled out again

and hid itself away in some obscure corner

of the room, and it took Natalia quite half an

hour to find it, and then with no better result.

This sort of thing went on half through the

night, until, tired out and weary, Natalia

decided to rest a little and try again later

on. So she lay down upon the counter

and instantly fell asleep; nor did she

wake up again until she heard the door

handle rattle and found that it was morning ;

and the Imp walked in to see if all was tidy !

She jumped up and looked round in alarm,

but what was her surprise and delight to see

that everything was in perfect order and as

neat as possible.

" That dear little dove ! " thought Natalia ;

" how good of it to help me ! "

The Imp was beside himself with rage.

" What is the meaning of all this?" he cried.

" Tell me this instant who it was that helped

you, for you could not have done the work

alone."

" I don't know who it was," Natalia replied,

" but a dove flew upon my shoulder last

night and promised to protect me and help

me ; more than that I do not know."

" That's a lie !" stormed the Imp; "doves,

or any birds for the matter of that, don't fly

about helping people ! I never heard such

rubbish in all my life! Tell me instantly

who helped you ? "

" What I told you is perfectly true, and if

you won't believe me I cannot help it."

The Imp glared at the girl for a moment,

evidently wondering what he could do next.
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THE CREATURE FLEW INTO A TERRIHI.K RAGE.

" I shall be even with you yet," he said at

last; "you told me your sister wanted candles

and matches. I am out of them ; but this

evening you can have the magic skull over

my door- that will give you light for the rest

of your lives and illuminate the whole village

besides, provided you ever reach it in safety,

for the fiery skull is no easy thing to carry.

Take it and see whether any goose of a bird

will help you to carry it." The Imp clapped

his hands and laughed in delight at what he

considered an excellent joke.

Natalia trembled at the thought of possess

ing so horrid a thing as the magic skull i but

there was no help for itâ��she knew she would

have to make the best of it and trust to the

little dove for help.

At the close of the day, the Imp climbed

up a ladder and, after some difficulty, con

trived to bring down the skull, which he gave

to Natalia.

"Take it,"

said he, "and

give it to your

sister with my

compliments,

though I doubt if

you will ever get

as far as the

village alive. In

less than ten

minutes you

ought to be a

heap of ashes.

Farewell!"

The Imp

laughed loudly

and re-entered

the house, leaving

Natalia to return

to the village with

the skull in her

hand.

It was begin

ning to grow dark

now, and she had

not gone far into

the forest before

the skull began to

send forth rays of

light all round.

For some time

nothing hap

pened, but pre

sently the rays

became so fierce

that they began to

scorch her hand,

and at last she

was obliged to drop the horrid thing alto

gether, as the heat from it was too intense

to bear ; but even after she had let it drop

the rays from the skull scorched the trees

and grass and everything that was within

reach. Natalia tried to run away, but the

dreadful rays followed her and scorched her

whenever she attempted to go ; when she

remained quiet they hardly touched her.

" Whatever shall I do ? " cried Natalia ;

" I can't stay here for ever, and I can't

carry the horrid thing."

" Don't be frightened," said a voice, and

once more Natalia saw her friend the dove :

"take up the skull again and carry it home ;

I shall sit on your shoulder, so that the

rays won't dare to hurt you while I am with

you."

Natalia quickly obeyed. She hardly felt

any heat at all as she walked along carrying

the skull.
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"Why may I not leave this horrid thing

in the forest ? " asked Natalia of the dove ;

" what use is it to me ? "

" It will prove of the greatest use, my

child; keep it, for it cannot hurt you now,

as its power for evil depends much upon

the influence to which it is subjected. It

will rid you of your enemies and help you

in many ways. Do you know that ever since

to rest until she was safely inside the hut.

Her sister embraced her warmly and wept

bitterly over her, begging her to forgive her

cruelty ; while the father was beside himself

with joy.

After that all went well in the village. As

for the peasant and his daughters, a wonderful

change came over their prospects ; for the

magic skull, instead of bending forth rays of

' IT WILL HELP YHU IN MANY WAYS."

you left home the village has been in utter

darkness and the inhabitants have been

almost starving, for every morsel of food has

disappeared ; the wretched Imp spirited it all

away into his emporium ! "

" And are my father and sister starving

too ? "

" Yes ; they have been very miserable,

particularly your sister, who never ceased

lamenting sending you away to the forest."

Natalia hurried on faster and never stopped

fierce light, shot forth gold whenever Natalia

required it! Consequently the peasant and

his daughters were poor no longer ; they

moved out of the little hut into a large house,

and Natalia spent all her time in helping her

poorer neighbours.

For some time all went well, until Martha

again developed a great dislike and jealousy

towards her sister. She was annoyed

because the magic skull paid no attention

to her: whenever she wanted gold it only
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sent forth fire and burnt her ; and she hated

having to ask her sister for whatever money

she required.

"Why," thought she, "should I not try

and secure a skull from the Imp for my

own use ? "

So one day she set out to visit the

emporium in the forest, but whether she

found what she required no one ever

knew, for she was never seen or heard of

after. Natalia and her father had the forest

searched and left no stone unturned to find

Martha, but all in vain.

One morning, as Natalia was sitting by her

window weeping over Martha's strange dis

appearance, she was delighted to see her

friend the dove fly in and perch itself on the

sill.

" Dear little dove," cried Natalia, " cannot

you tell me where my sister is ?"

" She has met with the fate that she had

destined for you. I tried to help her, but

she only laughed at me, and would not obey

me or trust in me. The Imp has had his

revenge ; he will never get over your reaching

home in safety with the skull."

Natalia was miserable, and for days nothing

would comfort her.

" Natalia," said the dove, appearing to her

again one day, "will you marry me?"

To say that Natalia was astonished would

be to put it very mildly.

" Who then are you? I thought you were

a dove?"

" No; I only assumed that form to help

you. I am the son of the Queen of the

Fairies."

So saying the dove instantly changed itself

into a remarkably handsome young Prince :

so charming was he that Natalia directly fell

desperately in love with him, and promised

to marry him on the following day, which

she accordingly did and lived happily ever

after ; Natalia becoming as great a favourite

with the fairies as she was with the

mortals.
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UILH1ENCE--

improvements, and as an illustration of the

quality of carriage used by well-to-do people

of that time we reproduce a photograph of

the turn-out which once belonged to the

great painter Rubens. This vehicle pos

sessed for the Brussels onlookers an interest

more than historical. It was certainly sombre

in appearance, being covered with a heavy

black cloth, yet it was neat and attractive.

The carriage was open at the sides. Windows,

either movable or immovable, had not yet

been thought of, and there was still some

thing left for the carriage inventor to do.

Contemporary accounts of travel during this

century contain many references to the

extreme cold felt by travellers, and the

absence of windows had not a little to do

with these results upon the health of the

travelling public.

By the time of Louis XIII. travelling had

become popular, and the diligence had come

to stay. It plied for public convenience,

and the illustration above gives an excellent

idea of an old-time diligence with its crowd

of closely packed people and its wicker body.

The modern carriage of this sort is built for

more convenience, and to carry fewer people,

but it has never been a particularly com

fortable vehicle. With such a crowd, however,

it is no wonder that four, six, and sometimes

eight horses were used to lead it up and

down the rocky roads of Europe. Below,

we may note the patache, by which many of

the common people travelled during the

RFH;N OF i.ours xni.
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TRAVELLING COACHâ��REIGN OF LOUIS XIV.

reign ot Louis XIII. The body of the car

riage rested heavily on the axlesâ��a cause of

aching bodies â�� and travelled at a cheap

rate â�� a cause of full cargoes. To add

to the misery, the travellers were huddled

together back to back on seats with slight

support. The patache dates back to the

time when mails were first carried by means

of horses.

Improvements of inestimable value took

place in the reign of Louis XIV. The

first coach to which glass was applied is

said to have been the King's State carriage

in 1620. The travelling coaches, moreover,

were often panelled very high to guard against

robberies, and this may be one reason why

windows did not come in sooner. Our

picture at the top of this page will give an

excellent idea of one of the travelling

coaches of this period. The coach in which

Louis himself entered Paris in 1654 was a

very plain affair, but in a remarkably short

time the simple waggon-like body of the old-

time coach was developed gradually into

a beautifully-shaped, carved, and panelled

specimen of cabinet work. Hackney coaches

were introduced during the King's minority

by a man named Sauvage, who resided

at the sign of Saint Fiacre in the Rue St.

Martin. Hired carriages thus acquired the

name of "fiacre." In 1682 the first omnibus,

thanks to the efforts of Blaise Pascal, started

on its travels, and a grand increase in the

numbers of public conveyances took place.

From the picture below, which shows a

" fliguette " and the sedan chair, the reader

FLIGUETTE AM* SKnAN CMAIKâ��KKIGN OK LOUIS XIV.
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THE LOCOMOTIVE OF 1835.

will observe the grace and form given to such

conveyances by the aesthetic workmen of

Louis' time. The sedan takes us back in

spirit to this brilliant era, but the fliguette,

with its high-perched seat and its striking

wheels, seems to bring us up almost to the

present day. It was probably from this

model that the modern vehicle used for break

ing in horses was obtained.

spectators, as if in panorama, the rapid transi

tion in transportation to Napoleonic and

later times. In this period the stage and

mail coach attained their greatest develop

ment. The cabriolet, or cab, came into

being about 1750, until 1,150 of them were

plying in Paris in 1813. The hansom was

patented in 1834; the noted Collinge axle,

by means of which wheels need oiling onh

PASSENGER TWAIN OK 1835.

"After me the deluge" once said Louis once in several months, was invented in

XIII., and after the exhibits of Louis XIII.

and Louis XIV. vehicles in the Brussels

procession came a perfect deluge of carriages,

carts, and coaches, joining the nineteenth

1792 ; and the well-known elliptic springs

now used on nearly all carriages were

patented by Elliott in 1804. The latter

invention was a marked improvement on

century to the seventeenth, and showing the the springs of earlier times.
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HIKDS-NEST IN A PLATFORM GONG.

The gong illustrated in the above photograph and

chosen by some sparrows in which to build their nest

and successfully rear their young is to be seen at

Long Clawson and Hose Station on the Great

Northern and London and Norlh-Western Joint

Railways. The gong is 27in. in circumference, half

an inch in thickness, and is worked from a signal-box

looyd.s. away. It is rung on an average at least

forty limes a day, and can l>e heard at a distance of

Sooyds. It is fixed over the porter's room door.

The photo, was taken by Mi. K. Stimson, of The

Cedars, Hose.

THE MAIDS OF BUTE.

The curious rocks depicted in the accompanying

photograph are situated on the northern shore of the

Island of Bute, almost opposite Glen Caladh, and

viewed from the deck of

a steamer passing through

the Kyles of Bute they

appear to be two women

sitting on the hillside.

They have borne the name

of "The Maids of Bute"

for at least several genera

tions, and are well known

to all tourists who have

passed through the charm

ing scenery of the Kyles.

The maid on the left is

evidently very shy, as her

face is hidden behind her

friend. Though easily seen

from the steamer, they are

somewhat difficult of access,

as no road runs near them.

Mr. Peter Couper, M.A., of

the High School, Glasgow,

who took this photo., says it

represents them as seen from

a near point of view.

A REPEATED POSE.

Mr. \V. W. J. Symes, of 71, Avondale Road, Den

mark Park, S.E., who sent in both these photographs,

writes : "These prints I can assure you are from two

different negatives, taken with an interval of from

twelve to fifteen minutes between each exposure,

during which time the dog actually got up and

scampered alxjut." This statement is endorsed by the

Rev. Dr. McDowell, Headmaster of Wilson's Grammar

School, Camberwell, for whom the photos, were taken.

The dog assumed both poses on its own account,

and it was only when Mr. Symes subsequently held

the photos, to the light to discover the better negative

of the two that he noted the remarkable similarity.



A STORY FOR CHILDREN. TRANSLATED FROM THE RUSSIAN.

ANY years ago, there lived a

poor peasant with his two

daughters. Now, it so hap

pened that the eldest girl,

Martha, took a violent dislike

to her younger sister, Natalia,

who was by far the sweeter, prettier, and

nicer of the two.

As years passed, Martha's dislike and

jealousy of her sister increased, as she found

that Natalia was the favourite everywhere

and was greatly sought after by all the young

men in the village. Martha tried every

thing in her power to make life a burden to

Natalia: she made her do all the hard work

in the hut, and worried and snubbed her as

much as she possibly could, and did her best

to try and set everyone against her. But

Natalia did not mind : she became daily more

beautiful and more sweet tempered, and did

the hard work good-naturedly and without a

single word of complaint. This annoyed

Martha immensely, and she was beside her

self with rage and disappointment to find that,

in spite of all this bad treatment, Natalia con

tinued more and more amiable and attractive

and seemed perfectly contented with her lot.

The father did not trouble himself much

about the girls: he was either out trying to

get work or else asleep on the stove.

. One day while Martha was out picking

wild strawberries in the forest she was some

what startled at meeting a horrid little demon,

who grinned at her.

" You need not be frightened," said the

Imp; "I am quite harmless. Besides, you

and I are friendsâ��I would not hurt you ; in

fact, I am here to help you to get rid of your

sister. I know you hate her ; so do I, and I

would gladly do anything to rid you and the

world in general of such a plague."

Martha was greatly relieved at this.

" How do you propose to help me ? " she

asked.

" Well, you send your sister round to me

on some excuse or other, and that is all you

need do in the matter; I will manage the rest."

" But where is she to find you ? "

" I have a wonderful emporium in the

middle of the forest where you can get

anything you like, from a kopek's worth of

sun-flower seed* to a leg of mutton."

11 Sunflower seeds are supposed to be good for the complexion,

and are consequently very freely eaten by the peasantry.



592

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" Very well," said Martha, " I will send

her at once " ; and, so saying, she hastily re

turned home.

The moment the wicked girl got back to

the hut she hid all the matches, as well as

every particle of candle, and blew out the

holy oil which was burning before the ikon

(or sacred picture) in the corner. As night

closed in she rushed off to find her sister.

" Natalia ! Natalia ! what shall I do ? I have

forgotten to bring in any candles or matches,

and it is growing dark; and, worse than all,

the lamp in front of the ikon has gone out,

and I cannot

light it again.

Something ter

rible is sure to

happen to us

if we do not

light the lamp

at once. Rush

off, like a good

girl, to the

forest and get

some candles

and matches;

there is a friend

of mine who

has a large

supply of all

sorts of neces

saries, and he

will let you

have whatever

you want with

out payment."

" But won't

some of our

neighbours lend

you a match ? "

"Go and do

as I tell you,

you disagree

able little thing !

You never will

do anyt hi ng

death's head, which was lighted up inside

and sent forth rays of brilliant light from

its eyes, nose, and mouth, illuminating the

whole forest for some distance round. â�¢

This was so unexpected and horrible that

poor Natalia began to feel alarmed, and in

all probability would have run away had not

the door opened and the horrid little Imp

appeared.

" Oh, here you are, at last ! " said he, with

a ghastly grin. " I began to think you were

not going to turn up."

" What! did you expect me, the'n ?''

gasped the terri

fied Natalia.

THE HORRID LITTLE 1MI' APl'KARED. '

you are asked without making a fuss," yelled

Martha, in a fury.

That was enough for Natalia. She stopped

to hear no more, but rushed straight off into

the forest. It was almost dark now, and she

could hardly find her way. She was not a

bit frightened; she was only anxious to get

the things her sister required as quickly as

possible.

At last, after having walked some distance,

everything about her suddenly became quite

light, and she saw in front of her a curious-

looking house, and over the door was a

"Of course!

This illumina

tion is entirely

in your honour.

I don't usually

waste so much

lightâ��/can see

in the dark."

" You must

have made

some mistake,"

Natalia said,

" as it was quite

by accident

that I came

here. My sister

sent me to get

some candles

and matches

from some

place near here,

kept by a friend

of hers."

" I know all

about that â�� I

am the friend

in question ;

this noble

mansion is the

grand empo

rium of every

thing, and you have made no mistake."

" Then, if you please, will you kindly let

me have the candles and matches, as my

sister is waiting for them, and is all in .the

dark ? "

" Let her wait! " grinned the Imp ; " I

don't part with my lights so easily. You will

have to come and attend to my emporium

and tidy up things for me before I let you

go again, and if you don't do as I tell you

you won't see any other light but mine for

the rest of your blessed little life."

" I am really very sorry, but I must run
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off. Can't you let me have just one candle

and a match for to-night, as my sister is

anxiously waiting for me to bring them?"

Here the Imp indulged in a loud laugn,

which jarred on Natalia's nerves.

" Come, girl," said he, " don't stand there

idle; go in and tidy up the place, and get

me my dinner ready."

There was no help for it. Natalia was

obliged to follow the creature into the long,

low building. On looking round, she found

it full of every imaginable article of food,

clothing, furniture, kitchen utensils, etc., and

all in a hopeless muddle, and everything just

where it had no possible business to be !

" This place is not tidy by any means,"

said the Imp ; " you will have to set to work

and put things straight by to-morrow morn

ing. But first of all I want my meal; so run

away and find what you think I should like,

and cook it properly. 1 shall expect it ready

in ten minutes."

With these words the Imp opened a small

door leading into a kitchen, pushed Natalia

in, and locked her up alone. The poor girl

looked round, but saw nothing either in the

shape of food or cooking utensils. She

hunted high and low, but in vain ; at last she

sat down on the floor and cried.

Presently she heard a very slight flapping

of wings, and, on glancing up, she saw a little

white dove, which flew down towards her and

perched upon her shoulder.

" Don't cry, Natalia,"said the bird ; "there

is no occasion for you to fear. You have

always been a good girl, unselfish to a degree,

and cheerful under most trying circumstances :

therefore no harm will ever overtake you. I

will be near to protect you; for I never fail to

help and protect all those who deserve it.

Whatever the Imp, who is the greatest enemy

I have, tells you to do, try and do it, no

matter how difficult; I will always be nearâ��

only never despair, but persevere and have

patience.''

The dove then left Natalia's shoulder and

began fluttering round the room. Natalia

watched the little thing eagerly ; all her fear

had left her, and a feeling of perfect calm

came over her.

Suddenly, what was her surprise when right

in front of her appeared a table upon which

a sumptuous repast was daintily displayed !

Everything that anyone could possibly wish

to eat and drink was upon the table.

" Oh, you dear, sweet little dove ! how can

I ever thank you?"exclaimed Natalia, but the

bird had disappeared, and in another moment

the door opened and the Imp walked in.

Vol. xvi.â��75

" Well! " he cried, " I trust you have

obeyed my orders and prepared my dinner."

Just as Natalia was about to reply the

creature caught sight of all the good things

and flew into a terrible rage.

" What is the meaning of this ? " he cried.

" Where did you get these things from ?

Answer me this instant."

" I am very sorry," replied Natalia, calmly,

" but you told me to prepare your dinner,

andâ��here it is."

" None of your insolence ! How dare you

speak to me like that ? Be off with you !

and put the emporium in orderâ��that won't

be so easyâ��and if you don't put it straight

by the morning, I will make mincemeat of

you I"

"There is no pleasing some people!"

thought Natalia, as she was roughly turned

out of the kitchen.

The Imp had been correct in saying that

it would be no easy matter to put the

emporium to rights. The instant Natalia

put a thing into its place it rolled out again

and hid itself away in some obscure corner

of the room, and it took Natalia quite half an

hour to find it, and then with no better result.

This sort of thing went on half through the

night, until, tired out and weary, Natalia

decided to rest a little and try again later

on. So she lay down upon the counter

and instantly fell asleep; nor did she

wake up again until she heard the door

handle rattle and found that it was morning ;

and the Imp walked in to see if all was tidy !

She jumped up and looked round in alarm,

but what was her surprise and delight to see

that everything was in perfect order and as

neat as possible.

" That dear little dove ! " thought Natalia ;

" how good of it to help me ! "

The Imp was beside himself with rage.

" What is the meaning of all this?" he cried.

" Tell me this instant who it was that helped

you, for you could not have done the work

alone."

" I don't know who it was," Natalia replied,

" but a dove flew upon my shoulder last

night and promised to protect me and help

me ; more than that I do not know."

" That's a lie !'' stormed the Imp ; " doves,

or any birds for the matter of that, don't fly

about helping people ! I never heard such

rubbish in all my life! Tell me instantly

who helped you ? "

" What I told you is perfectly true, and if

you won't believe me I cannot help it."

The Imp glared at the girl for a moment,

evidently wondering svhat he could do next.
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"THE CREATURE FLEW INTO A TERRIBLE RAGE.

" I shall be even with you yet," he said at

last; "you told me your sister wanted candles

and matches. I am out of them ; but this

evening you can have the magic skull over

my door- that will give you light for the rest

of your lives and illuminate the whole village

besides, provided you ever reach it in safety,

for the fiery skull is no easy thing to carry.

Take it and see whether any goose of a bird

will help you to carry it." The Imp clapped

his hands and laughed in delight at what he

considered an excellent joke.

Natalia trembled at the thought of possess

ing so horrid a thing as the magic skull; but

there was no help for itâ��she knew she would

have to make the best of it and trust to the

little dove for help.

At the close of the day, the Imp climbed

up a ladder and, after some difficulty, con

trived to bring down the skull, which he gave

to Natalia.

"Take it,"

said he, "and

give it to your

sister with ray

compliments,

though I doubt if

you will ever get

as far as the

village alive. In

less than ten

minutes you

ought to be a

heap of ashes.

Farewell!"

T he Imp

laughed loudly

and re-entered

the house, leaving

Natalia to return

to the village with

the skull in her

hand.

It was begin

ning to grow dark

now, and she had

not gone far into

the forest before

the skull began to

send forth rays of

light all round.

For some time

nothing hap-

pened, but pre

sently the rays

became so fierce

that they began to

scorch her hand,

and at last she

was obliged to drop the horrid thing alto

gether, as the heat from it was too intense

to bear ; but even after she had let it drop

the rays from the skull scorched the trees

and grass and everything that was within

reach. Natalia tried to run away, but the

dreadful rays followed her and scorched her

whenever she attempted to go ; when she

remained quiet they hardly touched her.

" Whatever shall I do ?" cried Natalia ;

" I can't stay here for ever, and I can't

carry the horrid thing."

" Don't be frightened," said a voice, and

once more Natalia saw her friend the dove :

"take up the skull again and carry it home ;

I shall sit on your shoulder, so that the

rays won't dare to hurt you while I am with

you."

Natalia quickly obeyed. She hardly felt

any heat at all as she walked along carrying

the skull.
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"Why may I not leave this horrid thing

in the forest ? " asked Natalia of the dove ;

"what use is it to me?"

" It will prove of the greatest use, my

child; keep it, for it cannot hurt you now,

as its power for evil depends much upon

the influence to which it is subjected. It

will rid you of your enemies and help you

in many ways. Do you know that ever since

to rest until she was safely inside the hut.

Her sister embraced her warmly and wept

bitterly over her, begging her to forgive her

cruelty ; while the father was beside himself

with joy.

After that all went well in the village. As

for the peasant and his daughters, a wonderful

change came over their prospects ; for the

magic skull, instead of sending forth rays of

' IT WILL HKL1' YOU IN MANY WAYS."

you left home the village has been in utter

darkness and the inhabitants have been

almost starving, for every morsel of food has

disappeared ; the wretched Imp spirited it all

away into his emporium ! "

" And are my father and sister starving

too ? "

" Yes ; they have been very miserable,

particularly your sister, who never ceased

lamenting sending you away to the forest."

Natalia hurried on faster and never stopped

fierce light, shot forth gold whenever Natalia

required it! Consequently the peasant and

his daughters were poor no longer ; they

moved out of the little hut into a large house,

and Natalia spent all her time in helping her

poorer neighbours.

For some time all went well, until Martha

again developed a great dislike and jealousy

towards her sister. She was annoyed

because the magic skull paid no attention

to her: whenever she wanted gold it only
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sent forth fire and burnt her â�¢ and she hated

having to ask her sister for whatever money

she required.

" Why," thought she, " should I not try

and secure a skull from the Imp for my

own use ? "

So one day she set out to visit the

emporium in the forest, but whether she

found what she required no one ever

knew, for she was never seen or heard of

after. Natalia and her father had the forest

searched and left no stone unturned to find

Martha, but all in vain.

One morning, as Natalia was sitting by her

window weeping over Martha's strange dis

appearance, she was delighted to see her

friend the dove fly in and perch itself on the

sill.

" Dear little dove," cried Natalia, " cannot

you tell me where my sister is ? "

" She has met with the fate that she had

destined for you. I tried to help her, but

she only laughed at me, and would not obey

me or trust in me. The Imp has had his

revenge ; he will never get over your reaching

home in safety with the skull."

Natalia was miserable, and for days nothing

would comfort her.

" Natalia," said the dove, appearing to her

again one day, "will you marry me?"

To say that Natalia was astonished would

be to put it very mildly.

" Who then are you ? I thought you were

a dove ? "

" No; I only assumed that form to help

you. I am the son of the Queen of the

Fairies."

So saying the dove instantly changed itself

into a remarkably handsome young Prince :

so charming was he that Natalia directly fell

desperately in love with him, and promised

to marry him on the following day, which

she accordingly did and lived happily ever

after; Natalia becoming as great a favourite

with the fairies as she was with the

mortals.
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[ We shall be glad to receive Contributions to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.]

A SPLIT BALLOON.

Photos of balloon ascents are common enough,

but split balloons, we imagine, seldom come

within range of a camera. The accompanying

snap-shot was taken by Mr. Charles Lewis, of

Christchurch, New Zealand, and illustrates an

accident that befell Baldwin's balloon on the

occasion of this well-known parachutist's first

ascent from the grounds of the Agricultural and

Pastoral Association at Christchurch, some ten

or twelve years ago. Just when the ascent

was about to lie made a violent gust of wind

drove the balloon over the Produce shed,

where it caught on a flagpole and the great rent

seen in the photograph was made in its side.

The excitement occasioned by the incident is

evidenced by the state of the crowd.

A SCYTHE IN A TREE-TRUNK.

The scythe seen in the singular position depicted in this

photograph has a unique histoiy. The tree itself is located

in the town of Warwick, Mass. Early in the Civil War of

1861-65, a certain James liliss, while mowing in the fields,

suddenly decided to enlist. Hanging his scythe over the

limb of a small pine tree, and requesting that it be left

there until his return, he went to Athol (about eight miles)

and joined a regiment that was sent south. Unfortunately

he succumbed to fever, and the scylhe was never removed,

with the result that the tree has

grown entirely around the blade.

Bliss's father still lives in the

* Copyright, 1898, by George Newnes, Limited.

HOW LIVE STOCK IS PUT ON

BOARD.

The accompanying snap-shot,

sent by the Kev. J. K. McOuat, of

the U. P. Manse, Logiealmond,

Perthshire, illustrates the manner

in which live stock is put on board

ship in the Orkney Islands. It

is a much more expeditious pro

ceeding than attempting to drive

them across a gangway, but it is

one that is much objected to by the

animals themselves. One can

almost fancy the series of unearthly

yells this pig is giving vent to as it

swings helplessly around in mid

air. By the way, what a world of

indignation is evident in the severe

curl of the creature's tail.
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extraordinary stories of his adventures in

America â�� stories so desperate and reckless,

that I could hardly associate them with the

brown little, chubby man before me. In

return, I ventured upon some of my own

reminiscences of London life, which interested

him so much, that he vowed he would come

up to Grosvenor Mansions and stay with

me. He was anxious to see the faster side

of City life, and certainly, though 1 say it, he

could not have chosen a more competent'

guide. It was not until the last day of my

visit that I ventured to approach that which

was on my mind. I told him frankly about

my pecunian- difficulties and my impending

ruin, and I asked his advice â��though I hoped

for something more solid. He listened

attentively, puffing hard at his cigar.

" But surely," said he, " you are the heir

of our relative, Lord Southerton ? "

" I have even- reason to believe so, but he

would never make me any allowance."

" No, no, I have heard of his miserly ways.

My poor Marshall, your position has been a

very hard one. By the way, have you heard

any news of Lord Southerton 's health lately ? ''

" He has always been in a critical con

dition ever since my childhood."

" Exactly â�� a creaking hinge, if ever there

was one. Your inheritance may be a long

way off. Dear me, how awkwardly situated

you are ! ''

" I had some hopes, sir, that you, know-

ins: all the facts, might be inclined to

" Ikm't say another word, my dear boy,'5 he

cried, with the utmost cordiality ; "we shall

talk it over to-night, and I give you my word

that whatever is in my power shall be done."

I was not sorry that my visit was drawing

to a close, for it is unpleasant to feel that

then.- is one person in the house who eagerly

desires your departure. Mrs. King's sallow

face and forbidding eyes had become more

and more hateful to me. She was no longer

actively rude â�� her fear of her husband

prevented her â��but she pushed her insane

if.-'.o-jsy to ihe extent of ignoring me. never

.-.iiiirfss^g me. and in every way making nn-

s:a\ at tire\'..ir:ds as ur:oom:'ortab!e as she

onslii. So offensive was htr nvrr-er chiHru:

that Issl day, that I shou'd ivru:::\ have ictt

had it r.o-t been for :ha: interview with my

ho<: irs the evtnirg whvh wou'.d, I hoped.

rer-Vve r.-.v broker, fortunes.

I: was Tin: Isle when it occurred, for roy

v:r:i: even n-ore

^r;r the cav. went on

when the household had retired to bed. I

heard him go round locking the doors, as his

custom was of a night, and finally he joined

me in the billiard-room. His stout figure

was wrapped in a dressing-gown, and he wore

a pair of red Turkish slippers without any

heels. Settling down into an arm-chair, he

brewed himself a glass of grog, in which I

could not help noticing that the whisky con

siderably predominated over the water.

" My word I" said he, " what a. night! "

It was, indeed. The wind was howling

and screaming round the house, and the

latticed windows rattled and shook as if they

were coming in. The glow of the yellow

lamps and the flavour of our cigars seemed the

brighter and more fragrant for the contrast

" Now, my boy," said my host, " we have

the house and the night to ourselves. I jet

me have an idea of how your affairs stand,

and I will see what can be done to set them

in order. I wish to hear every detail."

Thus encouraged, I entered into a long

exposition, in which all my tradesmen and

creditors, from my landlord to my valet,

figured in turn. I had notes in my pocket-

book, and I marshalled my facts, and gave.

I flatter myself, a very business-like statement

of my own unbusiness-like ways and lament

able position. I was depressed, however, to

notice that my companion's eyes were vacant

and his attention elsewhere. When he did

occasionally throw out a remark, it was so

entirely perfunctory and pointless, that I

was sure he had not in the least followed

my remarks. Every now and then he

roused himself and put on some show of

interest, asking me to repeat or to explain

more felly, but it was always to sink once

more into the same brown study. At last he

rose and threw the end of his cigar into the

grate.

" 111 tell you what, my boy." said he. ~I

never had a head for figures, so you will

excuse me. You must jot it a!l down upon

paper, and let me have a note of the amount.

I'll understand it when I see it in black aiÂ»d

white."

The propON.il was eroou'aging. I pnxr.ised

to do so.

" And now it's ti=r.e we Â«tne in bed. BY

love, there's one. o'clock stiikirg in ihe hs"-~

The t-EC" of ihc ch:n::r:^ ckxrk br;ke

through the cc-ep n.v.r of the ga'ie- The

wind was swttrv-.r.g pas: w:;h the rush of a

grt-at rivtr.

" I must see sr.y oat before I g;Â» to bed."

si;J ir.y h,Â»t. ~A h:^h wirs



ROUND THE FIRE.

609

"Certainly," said I.

" Then tread softly and don't speak, for

everyone is asleep."

We passed quietly down the lamp-lit, Per

sian-rugged hall, and through the door at

the farther end. All was dark in the stone

corridor, but a stable lantern hung on a

hook, and my host took it down and lit

it. There was no grating visible in the

passage, so I knew that the beast was in its

cage.

"Come in ! " said my relative, and opened

the door.

A deep growling as we entered showed

that the storm had really excited the creature.

In the flickering light of the lantern, we saw

it, a huge black mass, coiled in the corner of

WE SAW IT, A HUGE BLACK MASS.

its den and throwing a squat, uncouth shadow

upon the whitewashed wall. Its tail switched

angrily among the straw.

" Poor Tommy is not in the best of

tempers," said Everard King, holding up the

lantern and looking in at him. " What a

black devil he looks, doesn't he ? I must

give him a little supper to put him in a better

Vol. xvi.-77

humour. Would you mind holding the

lantern for a moment ? "

I took it from his hand and he stepped to

the door.

" His larder is just outside here," said he.

"You will excuse me for an instant, won't

you ? " He passed out, and the door shut

with a sharp metallic click behind him.

That hard crisp sound made my heart

stand still. A sudden wave of terror passed

over me. A vague perception of some

monstrous treachery turned me cold. I

sprang to the door, but there was no handle

upon the inner side.

" Here ! " I cried. " Let me out! "

" All right! Don't make a row ! " said my

host from the passage. " You've got the

light all right."

" Yes, but I don't care

about being locked in

alone like this."

" Don't you ? " I heard

his hearty, chuckling

laugh. " You won't be

alone long."

" Let me out, sir !" I

repeated, angrily. " I tell

you I don't allow practical

jokes of this sort."

" Practical is the word,"

said he, with another

hateful chuckle. And

then suddenly I heard,

amidst the roar of the

storm, the creak and

whine of the winch-

handle turning, and the

rattle of the grating as it

passed through the slot.

Great God, he was let

ting loose the Brazilian

cat!

In the light of the

lantern I saw the bars

sliding slowly before me.

Already there was an

opening a foot wide at

the farther end. With a

scream I seized the last

bar with my hands and

pulled with the strength of

a madman. I was a madman with rage and

horror. For a minute or more I held the thing

motionless. I knew that he was straining

with all his force upon the handle, and that

the leverage was sure to overcome me. I

gave inch by inch, my feet sliding along the

stones, and all the time I begged and prayed

this inhuman monster to save me from
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this horrible death. I conjured him by

his kinship. I reminded him that I was

his guest; I begged to know what harm I

had ever done him. His only answers

were the tugs and jerks upon the handle,

each of which, in spite of all my struggles,

pulled another bar through the opening.

Clinging and clutching, I was dragged across

the whole front of the cage, until at last,

with aching wrists and lacerated fingers, I

the lantern when I seized the bars, but it still

burned upon the floor, and I made a move

ment to grasp it, with some idea that its light

might protect me. But the instant I moved,

the beast gave a deep and menacing growl.

I stopped and stood still, quivering with fear

in every limb. The cat (if one may call so

fearful a creature by so homely a name) was

not more than ten feet from me. The eyes

glimmered like two discs of phosphorus in

" I WAS DRAGGED ACROSS THE WHOLE FRONT OF THF. CAGE."

gave up the hopeless struggle. The grating

clanged back as I released it, and an instant

later I heard the shuffle of the Turkish slip

pers in the passage, and the slam of the

distant door. Then everything was silent.

The creature had never moved during

this time. He lay still in the corner, and

his tail had ceased switching. This appari

tion of a man adhering to his bars and

dragged screaming across him had apparently

filled him with amazement. I saw his great

eyes staring steadily at me. I had dropped

the darkness. They appalled and yet fasci

nated me. I could not take my own eyes

from them. Nature plays strange tricks

with us at such moments of intensity, and

those glimmering lights waxed and waned

with a steady rise and fall. Sometimes

they seemed to be tiny points of extreme

brilliancyâ��little electric sparks in the black

obscurityâ��then they would widen and widen

until all that comer of the room was filled

with their shifting and sinister light. And

then suddenly they went out altogether.
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is hard luck on a young fellow

to have expensive tastes, great

expectations, aristocratic con

nections, but no actual money

in his pocket, and no pro

fession by which he may earn

any. The fact was that my father, a good,

sanguine, easy-going man, had such confidence

in the wealth and benevolence of his bachelor

elder brother, Lord Southerton, that he took it

for granted that 1, his only son, would never be

called upon to earn a living for myself. He

imagined that if there were not a vacancy for

me on the great Southerton Estates, at least

there would be found some post in that

diplomatic service which still remains the

special preserve of our privileged classes. He

died too early to realize how false his calcu

lations had been. Neither my uncle nor

the State took the slightest notice of me, or

showed any interest in my career. An

occasional brace of pheasants, or basket of

hares, was all that ever reached me to

remind me that I was heir to Otwell House

and one of the richest estates in the country.

In the meantime, I found myself a bachelor

and man about town, living in a suite of

apartments in Grosvenor Mansions, with no

occupation save that of pigeon-shooting and

polo-playing at Hurlingham. Month by

month I realized that it was more and more

difficult to get the brokers to renew my bills,

or to cash any further post-obits upon an

unentailed property. Ruin lay right across

my path, and every day I saw it clearer,

nearer, and more absolutely unavoidable.

What made me feel my own 'poverty the

more was that, apart from the great wealth of

Lord Southerton, all my other relations were

fairly well-to-do. The nearest of these was

Rverard King, my father's nephew and my

own first cousin, who had spent an adven-
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turous life in Brazil, and had now returned tt

this country to settle down upon his fortune.

We never knew how he made his money,

but he appeared to have plenty of it, for he

bought the estate of Greylands, near Clipton-

on-the-Marsh, in Suffolk. For the first year

of his residence in England he took no more

notice of me than my miserly uncle; but at

last one summer morning, to my very great

relief and joy, I received a letter asking me to

come down that very day and spend a short

visit at Greylands Court. I was expecting a

rather long visit to Bankruptcy Court at the

time, and this interruption seemed almost

providential. If I could only get on terms

with this unknown relative of mine, I might

pull through yet. For the family credit he

could not let me go entirely to the wall.

I ordered my valet to pack my valise, and I

set off the same evening for Clipton-on-the-

Marsh.

After changing at Ipswich, a little local

train deposited me at a small, deserted station

lying amidst a rolling grassy country, with a

sluggish and winding river curving in and out

amidst the valleys, between high, silted banks,

which showed that we were within reach of

the tide. No carriage was awaiting me (I

found afterwards that my telegram had been

delayed), so I hired a dog-cart at the local

inn. The driver, an excellent fellow, was

full of my relative's praises, and I learned

from him that Mr. Everard King was already

a name to conjure with in that part of the

country. He had entertained the school

children, he had thrown his grounds open to

visitors, he had subscribed to charitiesâ��in

short, his benevolence had been so universal

that my driver could only account for it on

the supposition that he had Parliamentary

ambitions.

My attention was drawn away from my

Copyright, 1898, by Georjp Newno, Limited.



604

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

driver's panegyric by the appearance of a

very beautiful bird which settled on a tele

graph-post beside the road. At first I

thought that it was a jay, but it was larger,

with a brighter plumage. The driver

accounted for its presence at once by saying

that it belonged to the very man whom \ve

were about to visit. It seems that the accli

matization of foreign creatures was one of

A VERY NEAUTIFUL BIRD.

his hobbies, and that he had brought with

him from Bra/il a number of birds and

beasts which he was endeavouring to rear in

England. When once we had passed the

gates of Greylands Park we had ample

evidence of this taste of his. Some small

spotted deer, a curious wild pig known, I

believe, as a peccary, a gorgeously feathered

oriole, some sort of armadillo, and a singular

lumbering intoed beast like a very fat badger,

were among the creatures which I observed

as we drove along the winding avenue.

Mr. Everard King, my unknown cousin,

was standing in person upon the steps of his

house, for he had seen us in the distance,

and guessed that it was I. His appearance

was very homely and benevolent, short and

stout, forty five years old perhaps, with a

round, good-humoured face, burned brown

with the tropical sun, and shot with a

thousand wrinkles. He wore white linen

clothes, in true planter style, with a cigar

between his lips, and a large Panama hat

upon the back of his head. It was such a

figure as one associates

T with a verandaed bungalow,

and it looked curiously out

of place in front of this

broad, stone English man

sion, with its solid wings

and its Palladio pillars over

the doorway.

" My dear! " he cried,

glancing over his shoulder ;

" my dear, here is our

guest! Welcome, welcome

to Greylands! I am

delighted to make your

acquaintance, Cousin Mar

shall, and I take it as a

great compliment that you

should honour this sleepy

little country place with

your presence."

Nothing could be more

hearty than his manner,

and he set me at my ease in

an instant. But it needed

all his cordiality to atone

for the frigidity and even

rudeness of his wife a tall,

haggard woman, who came

forward at his summons.

She was, I believe, of Bra

zilian extraction, though she

spoke excellent English,

and I excused her manners

on the score of her ignor

ance of our customs.

She did not attempt to conceal, however,

either then or afterwards, that I was no very

welcome visitor at Greylands Court. Her

actual words were, as a rule, courteous, but

she was the possessor of a pair of particularly

expressive dark eyes, and I read in them

very clearly from the first that she heartily

wished me back in London once more.

However, my debts were too pressing and

my designs upon my wealthy relative were

too vital for me to allow them to be upset by

the ill-temper of his wife, so I disregarded

her coldness and reciprocated the extreme

cordiality of his welcome. No pains had

been spared by him (o make rne comfortable.
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My room was a charming one. He implored

me to tell him anything which could add to

my happiness. It was on the tip of my

tongue to inform him that a blank cheque

would materially help towards that end, but

I felt that it might be premature in the

present state of our acquaintance. The

dinner was excellent, and as we sat together

afterwards over his excellent Havanas

and coffee, which latter he told me was

specially prepared upon his own plantation,

it seemed to me that all my driver's eulogies

were justified, and that I had never met a

more large-hearted and hospitable man.

But, in spite of his cheery good nature, he

was a man with a strong will and a fiery

temper of his own. Of this I had an

example upon the following morning. The

curious aversion which Mrs. Everard King

had conceived towards me was so strong, that

her manner at breakfast was almost offensive.

But her meaning became unmistakable when

her husband had quitted the room.

" The best train in the day is at twelve

fifteen," said she.

" But I was not thinking of going to-day,"

I answered, franklyâ��perhaps even defiantly,

for I was determined

not to be driven out

by this woman.

"Oh, if it rests

with you " said

she, and stopped,

with a most insolent

expression in her

eyes.

"I am sure," I

answered, "that Mr.

Everard King would

tell me if I were

outstaying my wel

come."

"What's this?

What's this?" said

a voice, and there

he was in the room.

He had overheard

my last words, and

a glance at our

faces had told him

the rest. In an

instant his chubby,

cheery face set into

an expression of

absolute ferocity.

" Might I trouble

you to walk out

side, Marshall?"

said he. (I may

WA(.K|iP VI"

mention that my own name is Marshall

King.)

He closed the door behind me, and then,

for an instant, I heard him talking in a low

voice of concentrated passion to his wife.

This gross breach of hospitality had evidently

hit him upon his tenderest point. I am no

eavesdropper, so I walked out on to the

lawn. Presently I heard a hurried step

behind me, and there was the lady, her face

pale with excitement, and her eyes red with

tears.

" My husband has asked me to apologize

to you, Mr. Marshall King," said she, stand

ing with downcast eyes before me.

" Please do not say another word, Mrs.

King."

Her dark eyes suddenly blazed out at me.

"You fool!" she hissed, with frantic

vehemence, and turning on her heel swept

back to the house.

The insult was so outrageous, so insuffer

able, that I could only stand staring after her

in bewilderment. I was still there when my

host joined me. He was his cheery, chubby

self once more.

" I hope that my wife has apologized for

her foolish re

marks ? " said he.

" Oh, yes â�� yes,

certainly !"

He put his hand

through my arm

and walked with me

up and down the

lawn.

" You must not

take it seriously,"

said he. " It would

grieve me inexpressi

bly if you curtailed

your visit by one

hour. The fact is

â��there is no reason

why there should be

any concealment

between relativesâ��

that my poor, dear

wife is incredibly

jealous. She hates

that anyoneâ��male

or female â�� should

for an instant come

between us. Her

ideal is a desert

island and an

eterna 1 tete - a - ttte.

That gives you the

clue to her actions,
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BY STUART COLLINGWOOU.

PECULIAR interest belongs

to the childhood of a man who

has afterwards become famous,

for just

As Karth e'er blossoming

Thrills

With far daffodils,

And feels her breast turn sweet

With the unconceived wheat,

so is the boy in his tastes and tendencies

prophetic of the man. It is so easy to feel

the truth of this afterwards, so difficult to

appreciate it at the time. They were all

children onceâ��these famous writers and

lawyers and statesmen; but it is more

than probable that hardly any of those

who knew them in their early days were

able to dissociate them from the other

children with whom they worked and

played. Their mothers, no doubt, felt con

vinced that they were the cleverest and

most attractive of all conceivable boys; but

then, so do all mothers, and we can, there

fore, give them no credit for acumen.

Now, it is not

part of my present

task to emphasize

the importance and

originality of Lewis

Carroll's work.

That has been done

already by men who

have far more right

than I to speak on

such a subject.

Enough for me

that he made a

definite mark upon

his generation. It is

my aim, in this little

paper, to show the

beginnings of

those talents

which distin

guished his later

literary work, and

the means that I shall use are the

writingsanddra wings which he him

self produced when he was a boy.

Miss Beatrice Hatch, to whom we are all

indebted for some delightful reminiscences of

Ix;wis Carroll, which appeared in THE STRAND

alluded to this early

literary work of his, but only cursorily. I am

able to speak more fully on the subject, as

the work of writing his biography1 has

devolved upon my unworthy shoulders, and

has thus made it necessary for me to examine

the mass of unpublished writings and sketches

which he left behind him.

When the boy was about eleven years old,

his father, afterwards Archdeacon Dodgson,

was presented to the living of Croft. Shortly

after this Lewis Carroll began to show great

taste for drawing ; he kept a little book in

which he used to sketch roughly any humorous

ideas that occurred to him, and these pictures

were afterwards painted by his brothers and

sisters, who all regarded him as a paragon

of wit and cleverness. No wonder, for from

the first he was always the leader in their

amusements, and was continually inventing

all sorts of games to please himself and them.

In "The Deceitful) Coachman" we have one

of these early drawings of his. It represents

a scene which is, I hope, uncommon enough

nowadays, though, as Dickens bears witness,

it was no rare occurrence fiftv vears aeo. A

1 - The Life of Lewis Carroll," shortly lo be published by

T. Fishrr L'nwin.



THE BOYHOOD OF LEWIS CARROLL.

617

" country cousin "â��who else but one of that

ilk would carry a spotted carpet-bag in the

Strand ?-â��is anxious to reach Charing Cross,

and we see him on the point of being mis

guided into a 'bus, which is ostentatiously

labelled " Bank." Why do not these things

happen now ? Are we to suppose that the

race of country cousins has died out, or

that they have unanimously resolved that

London is no place for them, or can it really

be that 'bus-conductors have learnt to tell the

truth ?

" The Wild Horse " is a drawing of a more

ambitious character; in the former picture

1 kt ifild nors-e.

the artist appears to have thought that, as the

'bus-horse is not an essential part of the

tragedy, and is moreover a quadruped whose

proportions are exceedingly difficult to repre

sent, it would be justifiable to omit it. Here

he has not only given us a horse, but a horse

in such a position as must have taxed his

powers to the utmost extentâ��indeed, one is

inclined to wonder which had the harder

task to perform: the artist who drew the

attitude, or the horse which assumed it !

One cannot but admire the air of stolid calm

which rests upon the countenance of the

dealer, although the infuriated beast is

obviously elongating its right foreleg with

Vol. xvi.-78.

the intention of kicking him severely in the

chest.

It is a curious fact that though so many-

different sorts of animals figure in Lewis

Carroll's books, and even play more or less

important rdles, as the white rabbit in

" Alice's Adventures," yet he never seemed to

care about animals himself. He hated, indeed,

to see them ill-treated in any way, and would

go out of his way to relieve their distress

when he could, while the preface to " Sylvic

and Bruno " contains an emphatic denuncia

tion of " sport " when it involves suffering to

animals. But he never kept pets of any

sort, and very

much resented it

if any of his

friends kept that

unpleasant species

of dog which

makes a point of

barking at every

one who comes up

to the house.

Even as a child, he

did not care much

about the rabbits

and chickens and

other such crea

tures which his

brothers and

sisters were so

fond of. It must

be recorded, how

ever, that in very

early youth the

charms of snails

and earth - worms

proved too much

for him, and he

used to try to add to their " joy of living "

by providing them with sticks to fight with

" if so dispoged ! " But he soon overcame

any such amiable weaknesses, and used, as

we shall see, to make fun of the other

members of the family about their pets.

Somewhere about the year 1845 he felt

the first stirrings of literary ambition, and

started a magazine called "Useful and In

structive Poetry." Of this periodicalâ��it has

unfortunately been lostâ��he was the editor

and contributor-in-chief; its circulation was

limited by the walls of Croft Rectory, and it

died an untimely death after a life of only

six months. It was followed by a host of

equally short-lived ventures, in the follow

ing order : " The Rectory Magazine,"

" The, Comet," " The Rosebud," " The Star,"

"The Will-o'-the Wisp," and "The Rectory



6o8

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

extraordinary stories of his adventures in

Americaâ��stories so desperate and reckless,

that I could hardly associate them with the

brown little, chubby man before me. In

return, I ventured upon some of my own

reminiscences of London life, which interested

him so much, that he vowed he would come

up to Grosvenor Mansions and stay with

me. He was anxious to see the faster side

of City life, and certainly, though I say it, he

could not have chosen a more competent

guide. It was not until the last day of my

visit that I ventured to approach that which

was on my mind. I told him frankly about

my pecuniary difficulties and my impending

ruin, and I asked his adviceâ��though I hoped

for something more solid. He listened

attentively, puffing hard at his cigar.

" But surely," said he, "you are the heir

of our relative, Lord Southerton ? "

" I have every reason to believe so, but he

would never make me any allowance."

" No, no, I have heard of his miserly ways.

My poor Marshall, your position has been a

very hard one. By the way, have you heard

any news of Lord Southerton's health lately ? "

" He has always been in a critical con

dition ever since my childhood."

" Exactlyâ��a creaking hinge, if ever there

was one. Your inheritance may be a long

way off. Dear me, how awkwardly situated

you are !"

" I had some hopes, sir, that you, know

ing all the facts, might be inclined to

advance "

" Don't say another word, my dear boy," he

cried, with the utmost cordiality; "we shall

talk it over to-night, and I give you my word

that whatever is in my power shall be done."

I was not sorry that my visit was drawing

to a close, for it is unpleasant to feel that

there is one person in the house who eagerly

desires your departure. Mrs. King's sallow

face and forbidding eyes had become more

and more hateful to me. She was no longer

actively rude â�� her fear of her husband

prevented her â��but she pushed her insane

jealousy to the extent of ignoring me, never

addressing me, and in every way making my

stay at Greylands as uncomfortable as she

could. So offensive was her manner during

that last day, that I should certainly have left

had it not been for that interview with my

host in the evening which would, I hoped,

retrieve my broken fortunes.

It was very late when it occurred, for my

relative, who had been receiving even more

telegrams than usual during the day, went off

to his study after dinner, and only emerged

when the household had retired to bed. I

heard him go round locking the doors, as his

custom was of a night, and filially he joined

me in the billiard-room. His stout figure

was wrapped in a dressing-gown, and he wore

a pair of red Turkish slippers without any

heels. Settling down into an arm-chair, he

brewed himself a glass of grog, in which I

could not help noticing that the whisky con

siderably predominated over the water.

" My word ! " said he, " what a night! "

It was, indeed. The wind was howling

and screaming round the house, and the

latticed windows rattled and shook as if they

were coming in. The glow of the yellow

lamps and the flavour of our cigars seemed the

brighter and more fragrant for the contrast.

" Now, my boy," said my host, " we have

the house and the night to ourselves. I>et

me have an idea of how your affairs stand,

and I will see what can be done to set them

in order. I wish to hear every detail."

Thus encouraged, I entered into a long

exposition, in which all my tradesmen and

creditors, from my landlord to my valet,

figured in turn. I had notes in my pocket-

book, and I marshalled my facts, and gave,

I flatter myself, a very business-like statement

of my own unbusinesslike ways and lament

able position. I was depressed, however, to

notice that my companion's eyes were vacant

and his attention elsewhere. When he did

occasionally throw out a remark, it was so

entirely perfunctory and pointless, that I

was sure he had not in the least followed

my remarks. Every now and then he

roused himself and put on some show of

interest, asking me to repeat or to explain

more fully, but it was always to sink once

more into the same brown study. At last he

rose and threw the end of his cigar into the

grate.

" I'll tell you what, my boy," said he. " I

never had a head for figures, so you will

excuse me. You must jot it all down upon

paper, and let me have a note of the amount.

I'll understand it when I see it in black and

white."

The proposal was encouraging. I promised

to do so.

" And now it's time we were in bed. By

Jove, there's one o'clock striking in the hall.''

The tinging of the chiming clock broke

through the deep roar of the gale. The

wind was sweeping past with the rush of a

great river.

"I must see my cat before I go to bed,'1

said my host. "A high wind excites hill-

Will you come ? "
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Ye monarche rade owr brake an brae,

And drave ye yellynge packe,

Hiz nieany1 au', richte cadgily8,

Are vvendynge3 yn hiz trackc.

IV.

\Vi' eager iye, wi' yalpe and crye,

Ye hondes yode4 down ye rocks :

Ahead of au' their companye

Kenneth ye pauky' /oxe.

V.

Ye foxe has soughte that cave of awe,

Forewearied6 wi' hiz rin,

Quha nou ys he sac bauld an braw7

To dare to enter yn ?

VI.

\Vi' eager bounde hes ilka honde

Ciane till that caverne drcir,

Fou8 many a yowl' ys10 hearde arounde,

Fou many a screech of feir.

f
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picture stands, it seems about five to four on

his becoming a prey to the savage monster ;

if the timid gentleman who is represented as

drawing his sword would only get hold of the

king's other foot, one feels that he would

have a better chance of escape.

There were two papers on " Difficulties"

in the " Umbrella," which, I think, may

interest some STRAND readers. The first

was a favourite problem of Lewis Carroll's :â��

" DIFFICULTIES.

"No. i.

" Half of the world, or nearly so, is always

in the light of the sun. As the world turns

round, this hemisphere of light shifts round

too, and passes over each part of it in

THE CONCLUSION OF " VF. FATAL1.E CHF.YSR."

We cannot help regretting that the last

illustration leaves us in so much doubt as to

the ultimate fate of the " kynge"; as the

'Company. 'Meirily. 'Going,journeying. *Went. Â»Cunning.

6 Much wearied. 'Brave. 8 Full. 9 Howl. 1Â» Is.

succession.

" Supposing on

Tuesday it is

morning at Lon

don, in another

hour it would be

Tuesday morning

at the west of

England. If the

whole world were

land, we might go

on tracing1 Tues

day morning,

Tuesday morning,

all the way round,

till in twenty-

four hours we get

to London again.

But we knmv that

at London,

twenty-four hours

after Tuesday

morning, it is

Wednesday morn

ing. Where, then,

in its pa ssage

round the earth,

does the day

change its name ?

Where does it lose

its identity ?

" Practically,

there is no diffi

culty in it, because

a great part of its

journey is over

water, and what it

does out at sea no one can tell; and,

besides, there are so many different lan-

' The licst way is to imagine yourself walking round with

the sun, and asking the inhabitants as you go, " What

morning is this ?" If you suppose them living all the way

round, and all speaking one language, the difficulty is obvious.
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guages, that it would be hopeless to attempt

to trace the name of any one day all round.

But is the case inconceivable that the

same land and the same language should

continue all round the world ? I cannot see

that it is; in that case either1 there would

be no distinction at all between each succes

sive day, and so week, month, etc., so that

we should have to say, ' The Battle of

Waterloo happened to-day, about two million

hours ago,' or some line would have to be

fixed, where the change should take place, so

that the inhabitant of one house would wake

and say, ' Heigh-ho !'- Tuesday morning !'

and the inhabitant of the next (over the

line), a few miles to the west, would wake

a few minutes afterwards and say, ' Heigh-ho !

Wednesday morning !' What hopeless con

fusion the people who happened to live

on the line would always be in, it is not

for me to say. There would be a quarrel

every morning as to what the name of

the day should be.

I can imagine no

third case, unless

everybody was

allowed to choose

for themselves,

which state of

things would be

rather worse than

either of the other

two.

"I am aware

that this idea has

been started be

fore, namely, by

the unknown

author of that

beautiful poem

beginning, ' If all

the world were

apple pie,'3 etc.

The particular

result here dis

cussed does not

appear to have

occurred to him ;

as he confines himself to the difficulties in

obtaining drink which would certainly ensue.

" Any good solution of the above difficulty

will be thankfully received and inserted. The

second ' difficulty' is one which would only

appear to be difficult to a very young child, one

would think, as it is purely a verbal complexity.

IThis is clearly an impossible case, and is only put as an

hypothesis. 2 The usual exclamation at waking ; generally said

with a yawn. 3 If all the world were apple pie,

And all the sea were ink,

And all the trees were bread and cheese,

What should we have to drink ?

"No. 2.

" Which is the best: a clock that is right

only once a year, or a clock that is right twice

every day ? ' The latter,' you reply. ' unques

tionably.' Very good, reader, now attend.

" I have two clocks : one doesn't go at all,

and the other loses a minute a clay : which

would you prefer? 'The losing one,' you

answer, ' without a doubt.' Now observe :

the one which loses a minute a day has to

lose twelve hours, or seven hundred and

twenty minutes, before it is right again ; con

sequently, it is only right once in two years,

whereas the other is evidently right as often

as the time it points to comes round, which

happens twice a day. So you've contradicted

yourself once. ' Ah, but,' you say, ' what's

the use of its being right twice a day, if I

can't tell when the time comes ?' Why,

suppose the clock points to eight o'clock,

don't you see that the clock is right at eight

o'clock ? Consequently, when eight comes

your clock is right. ' Yes, I see tfiat.'' you

reply.1 Very good, then you've contradicted

yourself twice: now get out of the difficulty

as you can, and doirt contradict yourself

again if you can help it."

1 You might go on to ask, " How am 1 to know when eight

o'clock does come t My clock will not tell me." Be patient,

reader ; you know that when eight o'clock comes your clock is

right. Very good ; then your rule is this : keep your eye fixed

on your clock, and the very moment it is right it will be eight

o'clock. "But 'you say. There, that'll do, reader; the

more you argue the farther you get from the point, so it will

be as well to stop.
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The beast had closed its eyes. I do not

know whether there may be any truth in the

old idea of the dominance of the human

gaze, or whether the huge cat was simply

drowsy, but the fact remains that, far from

showing any symptom of attacking me, it

simply rested its sleek, black head upon its

huge forepaws and seemed to sleep. I stood,

fearing to move lest I should rouse it into

malignant life once more. But at least I

was able to think clearly now that the baleful

eyes were off me. Here I was shut up for

the night with the ferocious beast. My

own instincts, to say nothing of the words

of the plausible villain who laid this trap

for me, warned me that the animal was

as savage as its master. How could I stave

it off until morning ? The door was hope

less, and so were the narrow, barred windows.

There was no shelter anywhere in the bare,

stone-flagged room. To cry for assistance

was absurd. I knew that this den was an

outhouse, and that the corridor which con

nected it with the house was at least a

hundred feet long. Besides, with that gale

thundering outside, my cries were not likely

to be heard. I had only my own courage

and my own wits to trust to.

And then, with a fresh wave of horror, my

eyes fell upon the lantern. The candle had

burned low, and was already beginning to

gutter. In ten minutes it would be out. I

had only ten minutes then in which to do

something, for I felt that if I were once left in

the dark with that fearful beast I should be

incapable of action. The very thought of

it paralyzed me. I cast my despairing eyes

round this chamber of death, and they rested

upon one spot which seemed to promise I

will not say safety, but less immediate and

imminent danger than the open floor.

I have said that the cage had a top as well

as a front, and this top was left standing when

the front was wound through the slot in the

wall. It consisted of bars at a few inches'

interval, with stout wire netting between, and

it rested upon a strong stanchion at each

end. It stood now as a great barred canopy

over the crouching figure in the corner. The

space between this iron shelf and the roof

may have been from two to three feet. If I

could only get up there, squeezed in between

bars and ceiling, I should have only one

vulnerable side. I should be safe from below,

from behind, and from each side. Only on

the open face of it could I be attacked.

There, it is true, I had no protection what

ever ; but, at least, I should be out of the

brute's path when he began to pace about

his den. He would have to come out of his

way to reach me. It was now or never, for

if once the light were out it would be im

possible. With a gulp in my throat I sprang

up, seized the iron edge of the top, and

swung myself panting on to it. I writhed in

face downwards, and found myself looking

straight into the terrible eyes and yawning

jaws of the cat. Its fetid breath came up

into my face like the steam from some foul

pot.

It appeared, however, to be rather curious

than angry. With a sleek ripple of its long,

black back it rose, stretched itself, and then

rearing itself on its hind legs, with one fore

paw against the wall, it raised the other, and

drew its claws across the wire meshes beneath

me. One sharp, white hook tore through my

trousersâ��for I may mention that I was still

in evening dressâ��and dug a furrow in my

knee. It was not meant as an attack, but

rather as an experiment, for upon my giving

a sharp cry of pain he dropped down again,

and springing lightly out into the room, he

began walking swiftly round it, looking up

every now and again in my direction. For

my part I shuffled backwards until I lay with

my back against the wall, screwing myself

into the smallest space possible. The farther

I got the more difficult it was for him to

attack me.

He seemed more excited now that he had

begun to move about, and he ran swiftly and

noiselessly round and round the den, passing

continually underneath the iron couch upon

which I lay. It was wonderful to see so

great a bulk passing like a shadow, with

hardly the softest thudding of velvety pads.

The candle was burning lowâ��so low that I

could hardly see the creature. And then,

with a last flare and splutter, it went out

altogether. I was alone with the cat in the

dark!

It helps one to face a danger when one

knows that one has done all that possibly

can be done. There is nothing for it then

but to quietly await the result. In this case,

there was no chance of safety anywhere

except at the precise spot where I was. I

stretched myself out, therefore, and lay

silently, almost breathlessly, hoping that the

beast might forget my presence if I did

nothing to remind him. I reckoned that it

must already be two o'clock. At four it

would be full dawn. I had not more than

two hours to wait for daylight.

Outside, the storm was still raging, and the

rain lashed continually against the little

windows. Inside, the poisonous and fetid air
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Tail long it were to tell of each conjecture

Of chicken suicide, and poultry victim,

The deadly frown, the stern and dreary lecture,

him !"

The din of voice, the words liolh loud and many,

The timid guess, " perhaps some needle pricked

It killed itself, and we acquit the mother !"

Scarce was the verdict spoken

When that still calm was broken :

A childish form hath hurst into the throng,

\Vilh tears and looks of sadness,

That bring no news of gladness,

But tell too surely something hath gone wrong !

"The sight that I have come upon

The stoutest1 heart would sicken,

That nasty hen has l>een and gone

And killed another chicken !"

The sob, the tear, the sigh that none could smother,

Till all agreed : " A shilling to a penny

I dare not immediately work upon the

reader's already harrowed feelings by giving

him another " Lay of Sorrow," so we will

try some " Zoological Papers " for a change.

Southey's poem of ' The Curse of Kehama.'

We need not relate its history therein con

tained, as our readers may see it themselves, so

we proceed at once to the conclusion. When

Kehama had done for _the rest of the gods,

and had been thereupon scorched by the

combined influence of Seeva's angry eye and

the Amreeta drink, which must have been

something like fluid curry powder, it is more

than probable that, in the universal smash

which then occurred, Cambeo's affairs, among

others, were wound up. His goods and

chattels were then most likely put up to

auction, the Lory included, which we have

reason to believe was knocked down to the

Glendoveer1, in whose possession it remained

for the rest of its life.

" After its death we conjecture that the

Glendoveer, unwilling to lose sight of its

'plumery,' had it stuffed, and some years

ZOOLOGICAL PAPERS.

These papers dealt with some of the less

common forms of animal life, such as

"Pixies," "The One-eyed Dove," "The

Lory," and " Fishs." As the Lory figures

in "Alice in Wonderland"â��it was the bird

that " positively refused to tell its age "â��it

is interesting to read Lewis Carroll's notes

upon its life-history :â��

" This creature is, we believe, a species

of parrot. Southey informs us that it is a

' bird of gorgeous plumery,'2 and it is our

private opinion that there never existed more

than one, whose history as far as practicable

we will now lay before our readers.

"The time and place of the Lory's birth is

uncertain : the egg from which it was hatched

was most probably, to judge from the colour

of the bird, one of those magnificent Easter

eggs3 which our readers have doubtless

often seen ; the experiment of hatching an

Easter egg is at any rate worth trying.

"That it came into the possession of

Cambeo, or Cupid, at a very early age, is

evident from its extreme docility, as we find

him using it, by all accounts, without saddle

or bridle4, for a kind of shooting pony in

1 Perhaps even the " bursting " heart of its master. 2 Plum-

nge, feathers. 3 Of these a full description may he found in the

sixth number of the "Comet." 4 A bridle would be useless.

afterwards, at the suggestion of Kailyal, pre

sented it to the museum at York, where it

may now be seen by the inquiring reader,

admittance one shilling. Having thus stated

all we know, and a good deal we don't know,

on this interesting subject, we must conclude.

Our next subject will probably be 'Fishs.'"

The next article was " Fishs " (carefully to

be distinguished from fishes); " fishs" are

those metallic little creatures - made, no

doubt, in Germanyâ��which children play

with in a basin of water, attracting them

hither and thither with a magnet.

"The facts we have collected about this

strange race of creatures are drawn partly

from observation, partly from the works of a

German author, whose name has not been

given to the world. We believe that they- are

only to be found in Germany. Our author

tells us that they have 'ordinarely3 angles4 at

them,' by which they 'can be fanged and

heaved out of the water.' The specimens

which fell under our observation had not

angles, as will shortly be seen, and, therefore,

this sketch6 is founded on mere conjecture.

"What the Tanging' consists of we can-

1 A happy spirit, with large, blue wings like an aerial machine.

2/.r., Fishs. 3 As he spells it. * Or corners. 6 The " angles,"

however, may be supposed to be correct.
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the difficulty of drawing it out arose from the

fact that I was clinging to it. I pulled again,

and three inches of it came through. It ran

apparently on wheels. I pulled again ....

and then the cat sprang !

It was so quick, so sudden, that I never

saw it happen. I simply heard the savage

snarl, and an instant afterwaids the blazing

yellow eyes, the flattened black head with its

red tongue and flashing teeth, were within

reach of me. The impact of the creature

shook the bars upon which I lay, until I

thought (as far as 1 could think of anything

at such a moment) that they were coming

down. The cat swayed there for an instant,

the head and front paws quite close to me,

the hind paws clawing to find a grip upon

the edge of the grating. I heard the claws

rasping as they clung to the wire netting, and

the breath of the beast made me sick. But

its bound had been miscalculated. It could

not retain its position. Slowly, grinning

with rage and scratching madly at the bars,

it swung backwards and dropped heavily

upon the floor. With a growl it instantly

faced round to me and crouched for another

spring.

I knew that the next few moments would

decide my fate. The creature had learned

by experience. It would not miscalculate

again. I must act promptly, fearlessly, if I

were to have a chance for life. In an instant

I had formed my plan. Pulling off my dress-

coat, I threw it down over the head of the

beast. At the same moment I dropped over

the edge, seized the end of the front grating,

and pulled it frantically out of the wall.

It came more easily than I could have

expected. I rushed across the room, bearing

it with me ; but, as I rushed, the accident of

my position put me upon the outer side.

Had it been the other way, I might have

come off scatheless. As it was, there was a

moment's pause as I stopped it and tried to

pass in through the opening which I had left.

That moment was enough to give time to the

creature to toss ofTthe coat with which I had

blinded him and to spring upon me. I

hurled myself through the gap and pulled the

rails to behind me, but he seized my leg

before I could entirely withdraw it. One

stroke of that huge paw tore off my calf as

a shaving of wood curls off before a plane.

The next moment, bleeding -and fainting, I

was lying among the foul straw with a line of

friendly bars between me and the creature

which ramped so frantically against them.

Too wounded to move, and too faint to be

conscious of fear, I could only lie, more dead

than alive, and watch it. It pressed its

broad, black chest against the bars and

angled for me with its crooked paws as I

have seen a kitten do before a mouse-trap.

It ripped my clothes, but, stretch as it would,

it could not quite reach me. 1 have heard

of the curious numbing effect produced by

wounds from the great carnivora, and now I

was destined to experience it, for I had lost

all sense of personality, and was as interested

in the cat's failure or success as if it were

some game which I was watching. And then

gradually my mind drifted away into strange,

vague dreams, always with that black face

and red tongue coming back into them, and

so I lost myself in the nirvana of delirium,

the blessed relief of those who are too sorely

tried.

Tracing the course of events afterwards, I

conclude that I must have been insensible

for about two hours. What roused me to

consciousness once more was that sharp

metallic click which had been the precursor

of my terrible experience. It was the shoot

ing back of the spring lock. Then; before

my senses were clear enough to entirely appre

hend what they saw, I was aware of the round,

benevolent face of my cousin peering in

through the opened door. What he saw

evidently amazed him. There was the cat

crouching on the floor. I was stretched

upon my back in my shirt-sleeves within the

cage, my trousers torn to ribbons, and a

great pool of blood all round me. I can see

his amazed face now, with the morning sun

light upon it. He peered at me, and peered

again. Then he closed the door behind

him, and advanced to the cage to see if I

were really dead.

1 cannot undertake to say what happened.

I was not in a fit state to witness or to

chronicle such events. I can only say that

I was suddenly conscious that his face was

away from meâ��that he was looking towards

the animal.

" Good old Tommy !" he cried. " Good

old Tommy !"

Then he came nearer the bars, with his

back still towards me.

" Down, you stupid beast ! " he roared.

" Down, sir ! Don't you know your master ? "

Suddenly even in my bemuddled brain a

remembrance came of those words of his

when he had said that the taste of blood

would turn the cat into a fiend. My blood

had done it, but he was to pay the price.

"Get away!" he screamed. "Get away,

you devil! Baldwin ! Baldwin ! Oh, my

God!"
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And sorely do they labour,

For the steed is very strong,

And backward moves ils stubborn feet,

And backward ever doth retreat,

And drags its guides along.

And now the knight hath mounted

The bridle in his hand.

Yet, oh ! beware, sir horseman !

Before the admiring band ;

Math got the stirrups on his feet,

And tempt thy fate no more,

For such a steed as thou hast got

Was never rid liefore !

The rabbits bow before thee,

And cower in the straw ;

The chickens are submissive,

And own thy will for law ;

Bullfinches and canary

Thy bidding do obey,

And e'en the tortoise in its shell

Doth never say thce nay.

But thy steed will hear no master,

Thy steed will bear no stick.

And woe to those that beat her,

And woe to those that kick !

For though her rider smite her,

As hard as he can hit,

And strive to turn her from the yard,

She stands in silence, pulling hard

â�¢ Against the pulling bit.

And now the road to Dallon

Hath felt their coming, tread ;

The crowd are speeding on before,

And all have gone ahead.

Yet often look they backward,

And cheer him on, and bawl.

For slower still and still more slow,

That horseman and that charger go,

And scarce advance at all.

And now two roads to choose from

Are in that rider's sight:

In front, the road to Dallon,

And New Croft upon the right.

" I can't get by !" he bellows,

" I really am not able !

Though I pull my shoulder out of joint,

I cannot get him past this point,

For it leads unto his stable ! "

Then out spoke Ulfrid Longbow,

A valiant youth was he :

" Lo ! I will stand on thy right hand,

And guard the pass for thee."

And out spake fair Flureeza,

His sister eke was she,

" 1 will abide on thy other side,

And turn thy steed for thee."

And now commenced a struggle

Between that steed and rider,

For all the strength that he hath left

Doth not suffice to guide her.

Though Ulfrid and his sister

â�¢ And all the crowd have cried aloud,

Have kindly stopped the way,

" We can't wait here all day !"

Round turned he, as not deigning

Their words to understand,

But he slipped the stirrups from his feet,

The bridle from his hand,

And grasped the mane full lightly,

And vaulted from his seat,

And gained the road in triumph,

And stood ujion his feet.

All firmly till that moment

Had Ulfrid Longbow stood,

And faced the foe right valiantly,

As ever)' warrior should.

But when safe on terra firma

His brother he did spy :

" What did you do that for ?" he cried,

Then unconcerned he stepped aside,

And let it canter by.

Thi-y gave him bread and butter1,

That was of public right,

As much as four strong rabbits,

Could munch from morn to night;

For he'd done a deed of daring,

And faced that savage steed,

And therefore cups of coffee sweet,

And everything that was a treat,

Were but his right and meed.

Anil often in the evenings,

When the fire is blazing bright,

When books bestrew the table,

And moths obscure the light:

When crying children go to bed,

A struggling, kicking load,

We'll talk of Ulfrid Longbow's deed,

How, in his brother's utmost need,

Back to his aid he flew with speed,

And how he faced the fiery steed,

And kept the New Croft Road.

The "Umbrella" concluded, or shut up,

with a valedictory poem, called "The Poet's

Farewell," which ran as follows:â��

All day he had sat without a hat,

With the " Rectory Umbrella."

When the storm had passed by, and the

ground was dry,

The comical old feller,

Shading his form from the driving storm

And the sun shone bright on the plain,

He rose from his seat, and he stood on his feet,

And sang a melting strain :

All is o'er ! the sun is setting,

Soon will sound the dinner bell ;

Thou hast saved me from a wetting,

Xines which came before thy day,

And thy coming made them siagger,

Here I'll take my last farewell!

Far dost thou eclipse the maga-

Like the stars at morning ray.

Let me call again the phantoms,

And their voices long gone by,

Like the crow of distant bantams,

Or the buzzing of a fly.

First in age, but not in merit,

Stands the " Rect'ry Magazine " ;

All its wit thou dost inherit,

Though the " Comet " came between.

Novelty was in its favour,

And mellifluous its lays,

All, with eager plaudits, gave a

Vote of honour in its praise.

Next in order comes the " Comet,"

Like some vague and feverish dream,

Gladly, gladly turn I from it,

To behold thy rising beam !

When I first began to edit

In the " Rect'ry Magazine,"

Each one wrote therein who read it,

Each one read who wrote therein.

1 Much more acceptable to a true knight than " cornbnd."

whidi the Roman people were so foolish as to give to their

daring champion, Horatms.
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" ' AKK YOU CONSCIOUS?' SHE ASKED."

was Summers, my lawyer, who first took

advantage of it.

" I am very glad to see that your lordship

is so much better," said he. " I have been

waiting a long time to offer my congratula

tions."

"What do you mean, Summers? This is

no time for joking."

" I mean what I say," he answered. " You

have been Lord Southerton for the last

six weeks, but we feared that it would

retard your recovery if you were to learn

it."

Lord Southerton ! One of the richest

peers in England ! I could not believe my

ears. And then suddenly I thought of the

time which had elapsed, and how it coincided

with my injuries.

"Then Lord Southerton must have died

about the same time that I was hurt ? "

" His death occurred upon that very day."

Summers looked hard at me as I spoke, and

I am convincedâ��for he was a very shrewd

fellowâ��that he had guessed the true state of

the case. He paused for a moment as if

awaiting a confidence from me, but I could

not see what was to be gained by exposing

such a family scandal.

" Yes, a very curious coincidence," he con

tinued, with the same knowing look. " Of

course, you are aware that your cousin

Everard King was the next heir to the

estates. Now, if it had been you instead of

him who had been torn to pieces by this

tiger, or whatever it was, then of course he

would have been Lord Southerton at the

present moment."

"No doubt," said I.

" And he took such an interest in it," said

Summers. " I happen to know that the late

Lord Southerton's valet was in his pay, and

that he used to have telegrams from him

every few hours to tell him how he was

getting on. That would be about the time

when you were down there. Was it not

strange that he should wish to be so well

informed, since he knew that he was not the

direct heir ? "

" Very strange," said I. " And now,

Summers, if you will bring me my bills and

a new cheque-book, we will begin to get

things into order."



Before "Alice"â��The Boyhood of Lewis Carroll.

BY STUART COLLINGWOOD.

PECULIAR interest belongs

to the childhood of a man who

has afterwards become famous,

for just

As Karth e'er blossoming

Thrills

With far daffodils,

And feels her breast turn sweet

With the unconceived wheat,

so is the boy in his tastes and tendencies

prophetic of the man. It is so easy to feel

the truth of this afterwards, so difficult to

appreciate it at the time. They were all

children onceâ��these famous writers and

lawyers and statesmen ; but it is more

than probable that hardly any of those

who knew them in their early days were

able to dissociate them from the other

children with whom they worked and

played. Their mothers, no doubt, felt con

vinced that they were the cleverest and

most attractive of all conceivable boys ; but

then, so do all mothers, and we can, there

fore, give them no credit for acumen.

Now, it is not

part of my present

task to emphasize

the importance and

originality of Lewis

Carroll's work.

That has been done

already by men who

have far more right

than I to speak on

such a subject.

Enough for me

that he made a

definite mark upon

his generation. It is

my aim, in this little

paper, to show the

beginnings of

those talents

which distin

guished his later

literary work, and

the means that I shall use are the

writingsanddra wings which he him

self produced when he was a boy.

Miss Beatrice Hatch, to whom we are all

indebted for some delightful reminiscences of

Lewis Carroll, which appeared in THE STRAND

MAGAZINE last April, alluded to this early

literary work of his, but only cursorily. I am

able to speak more fully on the subject, as

the work of writing his biography1 has

devolved upon my unworthy shoulders, and

has thus made it necessary for me to examine

the mass of unpublished writings and sketches

which he left behind him.

When the boy was about eleven years old,

his father, afterwards Archdeacon Dodgson,

was presented to the living of Croft. Shortly

after this Lewis Carroll began to show great

taste for drawing ; he kept a little book in

which he used to sketch roughly any humorous

ideas that occurred to him, and these pictures

were afterwards painted by his brothers and

sisters, who all regarded him as a paragon

of wit and cleverness. No wonder, for from

the first he was always the leader in their

amusements, and was continually inventing

all sorts of games to please himself and them.

In "The Deceitfull Coachman" we have one

of these early drawings of his. It represents

a scene which is, I hope, uncommon enough

v

nowadays, though, as Dickens bears witness,

it was no rare occurrence fifty years ago. A

''.'The Life of Lewis Carroll," shortly to be published by

T. Kiih-r Unwin.
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" country cousin "â��who else but one of that

ilk would carry a spotted carpet-bag in the

Strand ? â��is anxious to reach Charing Cross,

and we see him on the point of being mis

guided into a 'bus, which is ostentatiously

labelled " Bank." Why do not these things

happen now ? Are we to suppose that the

race of country cousins has died out, or

that they have unanimously resolved that

London is no place for them, or can it really

be that 'bus-conductors have learnt to tell the

truth ?

" The Wild Horse " is a drawing of a more

ambitious character; in the former picture

Ate LSt

Vol. xvLâ��78.

â�¢U it,

oo^s-t

the artist appears to have thought that, as the

'bus-horse is not an essential part of the

tragedy, and is moreover a quadruped whose

proportions are exceedingly difficult to repre

sent, it would be justifiable to omit it. Here

he has not only given us a horse, but a horse

in such a position as must have taxed his

powers to the utmost extentâ��indeed, one is

inclined to wonder which had the harder

task to perform: the artist who drew the

attitude, or the horse which assumed it !

One cannot but admire the air of stolid calm

which rests upon the countenance of the

dealer, although the infuriated beast is

obviously elongating its right foreleg with

the intention of kicking him severely in the

chest.

It is a curious fact that though so many

different sorts of animals figure in Lewis

Carroll's books, and even play more or less

important roles, as the white rabbit in

"Alice's Adventures," yet he never seemed to

care about animals himself. He hated, indeed,

to see them ill-treated in any way, and would

go out of his way to relieve their distress

when he could, while the preface to " Sylvie

and Bruno " contains an emphatic denuncia

tion of "sport" when it involves suffering to

animals. But he never kept pets of any

sort, and very

much resented it

if an)- of his

friends kept that

unpleasant species

of dog which

makes a point of

barking at every

one who comes up

to the house.

Even as a child, he

did not care much

about the rabbits

and chickens and

other such crea

tures which his

brothers and

sisters were so

fond of. It must

be recorded, how

ever, that in very-

early youth the

charms of snails

and earth-worms

proved too much

for him, and he

used to try to add to their "joy of living "

by providing them with sticks to fight with

" if so dispoged ! " But he soon overcame

any such amiable weaknesses, and used, as

we shall see, to make fun of the other

members of the family about their pets.

Somewhere about the year 1845 he felt

the first stirrings of literary ambition, and

started a magazine called " Useful and In

structive Poetry." Of this periodicalâ��it has

unfortunately been lostâ��he was the editor

and contributor-in-chief; its circulation was

limited by the walls of Croft Rectory, and it

died an untimely death after a life of only

six months. It was followed by a host of

equally short-lived ventures, in the follow

ing order : " The Rector)' Magazine,"

"The Comet," "The Rosebud," "The Star,"

" The Will-o'-the Wisp," and " The Rectory
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Umbrella." This last, the sole survivor, was

started on its career about 1849. Lewis

Carroll wrote all the articles, and drew all

the pictures himself, and I think everyone

will agree that for a boy of seventeen to have

produced them is a proof that he was already

gifted with very remarkable talent.

The frontispiece, here reproduced, was no

doubt suggested in part by Leech's well-

known design for the outside page of Punch ;

but the introduction of the umbrella as a

believe the only thing that can put an end

to the delusion will be the issue of the

' Umbrella.' We now in full confidence

enter on our present duties.â�� EDITOR."

A serial story, "The Walking-Stick of

Destiny,'' ran through the " Umbrella." It was

a tale of the good, old-fashioned sort, full of

blood and horror ; two of the most important

characters were a bold, bad baron, who killed

his man in the first chapter, and a magician,

up whose flowing locks spiders used to crawl,

FRONTISPIECE TO " THE RECTORY UMBRELLA."

protection against the horrid little imps that

would disturb the old gentleman's peace of

mind is very clever and original. The

magazine was ushered in with a blare of

trumpets, so to speak, in the shapeâ��how is

one to avoid a mixed metaphor here?â��of

the following preface :â��

" We venture once more before the public,

hoping to receive the same indulgence and

support which has been hitherto bestowed

upon our editorial efforts. Our success in

former magazines has been decided : each

has been more admired than its predecessor,

and the last, the ' Comet'â��(the editor wisely

ignores the ' Rosebud,' ' Star,' and ' Will-o'-

the-Wisp,' which were more or less unsuc

cessful)â��has been so universally believed

to be the ne plus ultra of magazines, that we

and who used to mix " three drops of every

thing " together, after the receipt of the

celebrated Martin Wagner, in order to make

the cup of death. " Ye Fatalle Cheyse " also

depends upon the mediaeval point of view

for its interest; the last four stanzas with

their accompanying illustrations have been

photographed from the original.

YE FATALLE CHKYSE.

I.

Ylle was a mirke an dreiry cave,

V\'eet scroggis1 owr ytte crecpe,

Gurgles wilhyn ye flowan wave

Throw channel braid and deip.

II.

Never withyn that dreir recesse

\Ves sene ye lyghte of daye,

Ouhat bode azunt2 yt's niirkinesse3

X Nane kend an nane mote saye.

1 Bushes. * Beyond. :t Darkness.
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Ye monarche rade owr brake an brae,

And drave ye yellynge packe,

Hi/, meany1 an', richte cadgily2,

Are wendynge:l yn liiz tracke.

IV.

\Vi' eager iye, wi' yalpe and crye,

Ye hondes yode4 down ye rocks :

Ahead of au" their companyc

Kenneth ye pauky' foxe.

v.

Ye foxe has soughte that cave of awe,

Forewearied6 wi' hiz rin,

Quha nou ys he sae bauld an braw7

To dare to enter yn ?

VI.

\Yi' eager bounde hes ilka honde

(iane till that caverne dreir,

Fou8 many a yowl9 ys10 hearde arounde,

Fou many a screech of feir.

Ato-nte, a.

A- ^ua.ltau> Hn.

picture stands, it seems about five to four on

his becoming a prey to the savage monster ;

if the timid gentleman who is represented as

drawing his sword would only get hold of the

king's other foot, one feels that he would

have a better chance of escape.

There were two papers on " Difficulties"

in the " Umbrella," which, I think, may

interest some STRAND readers. The first

was a favourite problem of Lewis Carroll's :â��

" DIFFICULTIES.

"No. i.

" Half of the world, or nearly so, is always

in the light of the sun. As the world turns

round, this hemisphere of light shifts round

too, and passes over each part of it in

orange.

an a. 6-tZc...

QuAa. on r*y pacJce. of Ao

of y* CAJ*. scarce.

pau an. pusA- aji AILU.' â��

tfl / or

Wiereof- Y'vf. alra-une. a_

durai- naf'dr*ui y/fc

THE CONCLUSION OP " VF. FATAU1.E CIIKYSE.

\\'e cannot help regretting that the last

illustration leaves us in so much doubt as to

the ultimate fate of the " kynge"; as the

1 Com

mpany. 2 Merrily. 3 Going, journeying. *Went. 5 Cunning.

8 Much wearied. "Brave. * VM. 'Howl. 10 Is.

succession.

" Supposing on

Tuesday it is

morning at Lon

don, in another

hour it would be

Tuesday morning

at the west of

England. If the

whole world were

land, we might go

on tracing1 Tues

day morning,

Tuesday morning,

all the way round,

till in twenty-

four hours we get

to London again.

But we kncnv that

at London,

twenty-four hours

after Tuesday

morning, it is

Wednesday morn

ing. Where, then,

in its pa s sage

round the earth,

does the day

change its name ?

Where does it lose

its identity ?

"Practically,

there is no diffi

culty in it, because

a great part of its

journey is over

water, and what it

does out at sea no one can tell; and,

besides, there are so many different lan-

1 The Iwst way is to imagine yourself walking round w-ilh

the sun, and asking the inhabitants as you go, " What

morning is this?" If you suppose them living all the way

round, and all speaking one language, the difficulty is obvious.
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guages, that it would be hopeless to attempt

to trace the name of any one day all round.

But is the case inconceivable that the

same land and the same language should

continue all round the world ? I cannot see

that it is : in that case either1 there would

be no distinction at all between each succes

sive day, and so week, month, etc., so that

we should have to say, ' The Battle of

Waterloo happened to-day, about two million

hours ago,' or some line would have to be

fixed, where the change should take place, so

that the inhabitant of one house would wake

and say, ' Heigh-ho !'- Tuesday morning !'

and the inhabitant of the next (over the

line), a few miles to the west, would wake

a few minutes afterwards and say, ' Heigh-ho !

Wednesday morning !' What hopeless con

fusion the people who happened to live

on the line would always be in, it is not

for me to say. There would be a quarrel

every morning as to what the name of

the day should be.

I can imagine no

third case, unless

everybody was

allowed to choose

for themselves,

which state of

things would be

rather worse than

either of the other

two.

"I am aware

that this idea has

been started be

fore, namely, by

the unknown

author of that

beautiful poem

beginning, ' If all

the world were

apple pie,13 etc.

The particular

result here dis

cussed does not

appear to have

occurred to him ;

as he confines himself to the difficulties in

obtaining drink which would certainly ensue.

" Any good solution of the above difficulty

will be thankfully received and inserted. The

second ' difficulty' is one which would only

appear to be difficult to a very young child, one

would think, as it is purely a verbal complexity-

1 This is clearly an impossible case, and is only put as an

hypothesis. -Id.- usual exclamation at waking ; generally said

with a yawn. 3 If all the world were apple pie,

And all the sea were ink,

And all the trees were bread and cheese,

What should we have to drink ?

"No. 2.

" Which is the best: a clock that is right

only once a year, or a clock that is right twice

every day ? ' The latter," you reply, ' unques

tionably.' Very good, reader, now attend.

" I have two clocks : one doesn't go at all,

and the other loses a minute a day; which

would you prefer? 'The losing one,' you

answer, 'without a doubt.' Now observe:

the one which loses a minute a day has to

lose twelve hours, or seven hundred and

twenty minutes, before it is right again ; con

sequently, it is only right once in two years,

whereas the other is evidently right as often

as the time it points to comes round, which

happens twice a day. So you've contradicted

yourself once. ' Ah, but,' you say, ' what's

the use of its being right twice a day, if I

can't tell when the time comes?' Why,

suppose the clock points to eight o'clock,

don't you see that the clock is right at eight

o'clock ? Consequently, when eight comes

your clock is right. 'Yes, I see that." you

reply.1 Very good, then you've contradicted

yourself twice: now get out of the difficulty

as you can, and don't contradict yourself

again if you can help it."

1 You might go on to ask, " How am I to know when eight

o'clock does come ? My clock will not tell me." Be patient,

reader ; you know that when eight o'clock comes your clock is

right. V cry good ; then your rule is this : keep your eye fixed

on your clock, and Iht vtty momtnl it is right it will be eight

o'clock. " But * you say. There, that'll do, reader : the

more you argue the farther you get from the point, so it will

be as well to slop.
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" The Duett *

is a fanciful repro

duction of one of

the pictures in

the Vernon

Gallery. As a

work of art it

would probably

be assigned to the

Pre-Raphaelite

School, were it

not that the curly-

haired gentleman

â�� apparently of

African originâ��

who is holding

the music, has

certainly not got

the elongated

neck which the

late Sir E. Burne-

Jones usually

affected.

' " *

(Or TAT*- vf-ry rnu.cA.

SORROW:

SAe. fc-rns over

To oe sure. Â£n& f~ A. Iff tut If

The "Um

brella" also con

tained two mourn-

ful poems on

certain pseudo-

tragic events

which occurred in

connection with

the Rectory party:

these were called

"Lays of Sorrow,''

and, as I have just

said, there were

only two of them,

either because the fount of tears at the readers'

disposal had temporarily run dry, or because

the stock of sorrows had been exhausted.

into ffre

To see. ttert's no

(joe.i> once, rau-nef- f/fe

f '

tf J~A.rs.-a fieri/ c f^f

ra.& tf a. etfettt. .'^ . / Ai (fcrtta tri. a

THE FIRST PAGE OF LAYS OF SORROW.

No. i deals with the untimely death of

a chicken ; if all the Croft hens laid such

a pile of eggs as that depicted in our illus

tration, the decease of one chicken could

only be regarded as a matter of regret

from a sentimental point of view. It need

hardly be stated that the two youths hacking

away at the old tree are two of the author's

younger brothers. We give in reduced fac

simile the opening of this "Lay," which

continues as follows :â��

Time rolled away, and so did every shell,

" Small by degrees and lieiiutifiilly less,"

As the sage mother with a powerful spell1

Forced each in turn its contents to " express "* ;

But, ah! "imperfi-ct is expression,"

Some poet said, I don't care who,

One fact I can tell, if you're willing to hear,

He never attended a Parliament Session,

If you want to know you must go elsewhere.

For I'm certain that if he had ever been there,

if Â£ti*

Full quickly would he have changed his ideas,

With the hissings, the hootings, Ihe groans and the

cheers.

And as to his name, it is pretty clear

That it wasn't ine and it wasn't you !

And so it fell upon a day

(That is, it never rose again),

A chick was found upon the hay,

It's little life had ebbed away,

No longer frolicsome and gay,

No longer could it rim or play.

" And must we, chicken, must we part ? "

Its master3 cried, with bursting heart,

And voice of agony and pain.

So one. whose ticket's marked " Return "*

When to the lonely road-side station

He flies in fear and perturlation,

Thinks of his homeâ��the hissing urn-

Then runs with flying hat and hair,

And entering, finds to his despair,

He's missed the very latest train !5

1 Beak and claw.

2 Press out.

4 The system of return tickets is an excellent one. People are

conveyed, on particular days, there and back again for one fare.

3 Proljably one of the two stalwart youths,

8 An additional vexation would be that his " return'' ticket

would be no use the next day.
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Too long it were to tell of each conjecture

Of chicken .suicide, and poultry victim,

The deadly frown, the stern and dreary lecture,

The timid guess, " perhaps some needle pricked

him !"

The din of voice, the words both loud and many,

The sol), the tear, the sigh that none could smother.

Till all agreed : " A shilling to a penny

It killed itself, and we acquit the mother !"

Scarce was the verdict spoken

When that still calm was broken :

A childish form hath burst into the throng,

With tears and looks of sadness,

That bring no news of gladness,

But tell too surely something hath gone wrong !

"The sight that I have come upon

The stoutest1 heart would sicken,

That nasty hen has been and gone

And killed another chicken !;'

I dare not immediately work upon the

reader's already harrowed feelings by giving

him another " Lay of Sorrow," so we will

try some " Zoological Papers " for a change.

Southey's poem of ' The Curse of Kehama.'

We need not relate its history therein con

tained, as our readers may see it themselves, so

we proceed at once to the conclusion. When

Kehama had done for .the rest of the gods,

and had been thereupon scorched by the

combined influence of Seeva's angry eye and

the Amreeta drink, which must have been

something like fluid curry powder, it is more

than probable that, in the universal smash

which then occurred, Cambeo's affairs, among

others, were wound up. His goods and

chattels were then most likely put up to

auction, the Lory included, which we have

reason to believe was knocked down to the

Glendoveer1, in whose possession it remained

for the rest of its life.

" After its death we conjecture that the

Glendoveer, unwilling to lose sight of its

'plumery,' had it stuffed, and some years

ZOOLOGICAL PAPERS.

These papers dealt with some of the less

common forms of animal life, such as

"Pixies," "The One-eyed Dove," "The

Lory," and " Fishs." As the Lory figures

in "Alice in Wonderland "â�� it was the bird

that " positively refused to tell its age "â��it

is interesting to read Lewis Carroll's notes

upon its life-history :â��

" This creature is, we believe, a species

of parrot. Southey informs us that it is a

' bird of gorgeous plumery,'2 and it is our

private opinion that there never existed more

than one, whose history as far as practicable

we will now lay before our readers.

" The time and place of the Lory's birth is

uncertain : the egg from which it was hatched

was most probably, to judge from the colour

of the bird, one of those magnificent Easter

eggs3 which our readers have doubtless

often seen ; the experiment of hatching an

Easter egg is at any rate worth trying.

"That it came into the possession of

Cambeo, or Cupid, at a very early age, is

evident from its extreme docility, as we find

him using it, by all accounts, without saddle

or bridle4, for a kind of shooting pony in

1 Perhaps even the " bursting " heart of its master. 2 Plum

age, feathers. 3Of these a full description may he found in the

bixtii numlier of the " Comet." 4 A bridle would be useless.

afterwards, at the suggestion of Kailyal, pre

sented it to the museum at York, where it

may now be seen by the inquiring reader,

admittance one shilling. Having thus stated

all we know, and a good deal we don't know,

on this interesting subject, we must conclude.

Our next subject will probably be 'Fishs.'"

The next article was " Fishs " (carefully to

be distinguished from fishes); " fishs " are

those metallic little creatures â�� made, no

doubt, in Germany-â��which children play

with in a basin of water, attracting them

hither and thither with a magnet.

"The facts we have collected about this

strange race of creatures are drawn partly

from observation, partly from the works of a

German author, whose name has not been

given to the world. We believe that they- are

only to be found in Germany. Our author

tells us that they have ' ordinarely3 angles4 at

them,' by which they ' can be fanged and

heaved out of the water.' The specimens

which fell under our observation had not

angles, as will shortly be seen, and, therefore,

this sketch5 is founded on mere conjecture.

"What the 'fanging' consists of we can-

1 A happy spirit, with large, blue wings like an rcrial machine.

3 i.e., Fishs. > As he spells it. 4Or comers. â�¢ The " angles,"

however, may he supposed to be correct.
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not exactly say : if it is anything like a dog

' fanging' a bone, it is certainly a strange

mode of capture, but perhaps the writer

refers to otters. The ' heaving out of the

water' we have likewise attempted to por

tray, though here, again, fancy is our only

guide. The reader, probably, will ask,

' Why put a crane into the picture ?' Our

answer is, 'The only "heaving" we ever saw

done was by means of a crane.'

'' This part of the subject, however, will be

more properly

treated of in the

next paper.

Another fact our

author gives us

is that ' they will

very readily swim1

after the pleasing

direction of the

staff; this is

easier to under

stand, as the

simplest reader at

once perceives

that the only

'staff' answering

to this descrip

tion is a stick of

barley sugar-.

" \Ve will now

attempt to des

cribe the 'fishs'

which we exam

ined. Skin, hard

and metallic:

colour brilliant,

and of many

hues; body

hollow (surpris

ing as this fact

may appear, it is

perfectly true) ;

eyes large and

meaningless ; fins

fixed, and per

fectly useless.

They are wonder

fully light, and

have a sort of

be confounded with the English 'fishes,'

which the similarity of names might at first

lead us to do. They are a peculiar race of

animals1, and must be treated as such."

" Lays of Sorrow, No. 2," refers to a

doughty feat performed by one of Lewis

Carroll's brothers; while it is an obvious

(and very ingenious) parody on one of the

" I^ays of Ancient Rome," it is hard to see

where the " sorrow " comes in. The illus

tration reproduced below shows Croft Rectory

LAYÂ£ OF SORROK

tfends

AncifrL

of (?roff-,

3 an. $Afne.s

. treats

o-fl i&t naa.se.

i*tf, 6af- recent-

* yrc*.fr Â£i*y AifrtJ-, in. kjAtSt. Ttiyn .':'/Â» &*st- wa. s ani^iL,

.. f .

OPENING OF " LAYS OF SORROW, NO. 2.

beak or snout of a metallic substance; as

this is solid, and they have no other mouth,

their hollowness is thus easily accounted for.

" The colour is sticky and comes off on the

fingers, and they can swim back downwards

just as easily as in the usual way. All these

facts prove that they must not on any account

1 " Float" would be a belter word, as their fins are im

movable. 2 There is an objection to this solution, as " fishs "

have no mouths.

on a scale of magnificenceâ��to judge from

the number of windowsâ��which is in no way

consistent with facts, nor are the family por

traits to be regarded as anything more than

ideal representations. The poem continues:â��

To eastward and to westward,

The crowd divides amain.

Two youths are leading on the steed,

Both tugging at the rein :

1 An incorrect expression ; " creatures " would be better.
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And sorely do they lalxnir,

For the steed is veiy strong,

And backward moves its stubborn feet,

And backward ever doth reireal,

And drags its guides along.

And now the knight hath mounted

Before the admiring band ;

Hath got the stirrups on his feet,

The bridle in his hand.

Yet, oh ! beware, sir horseman !

And tempt thy fate no more,

For such a steed as thou hast got

Was never rid Ijefore !

The rabbits bow before thee,

And cower in the straw ;

The chickens are submissive,

And own thy will for law ;

Bullfinches and canary

Thy bidding do obey,

And e'en the tortoise in its shell

Doth never say thee nay.

But thy steed will hear no master,

Thy steed will l>car no stick,

And woe to those that beat her,

And woe to those that kick !

For though her rider smite her,

â�¢ Against the pulling bit.

And now the road to Dailon

As hard as he can hit,

And strive to turn her from the yard,

She stands in silence, pulling hard

Hath felt their coming, tread ;

The crowd are speeding on before,

And all have gone ahead.

Vet often look they backward,

And cheer him on, and bawl,

For slower still and still more slow,

That horseman and that charger go,

And scarce advance at all.

And now two roads to choose from

Are in that rider's sight:

In front, the road to Dalton,

And New Croft upon the right.

" I can't get by !" he bellows,

" I really am not able !

Though I pull my shoulder out of joint,

I cannot get him past this point,

For it leads unto his stable ! "

Then out spoke 1,'lfrid Longbow,

And guard the pass for thee."

And out spake fair Flureeza,

A valiant youth was he :

" l>o ! I will stand on thy right hand,

His sister eke was she,

" I will abide on thy other side.

And turn thy steed for thee.''

And now commenced a struggle

Between that steed and rider,

For all the strength that he hath left

Doth not suffice to guide her.

Though Ulfriil and his sister

Have kindly stopped the way,

â�¢ And all the crowd have cried aloud,

" We can't wait here all day !"

Round turned he, as not deigning

Their words to understand,

But he slipped the stirrups from his feet,

The bridle from his hand,

And grasped the mane full lightly,

And vaulted from his seat,

And gained the road in triumph,

And stood upon his feet.

All firmly till that moment

Had Ulfrid Longbow stood,

And faced the foe right valiantly,

As every warrior should.

But when safe on terra firma

His brother he did spy :

" What did you do that for?" he cried,

Then unconcerned he step|icd aside,

And let it canter by.

They gave him bread and butter1,

That was of public right,

As much as four strong rabbits,

Could munch from morn to night;

For he'd done a deed of daring,

And faced that savage steed,

And therefore cups of coffee sweet,

And everything that was a, treat,

Were but his right and meed.

And often in the evenings,

When the fire is blazing bright,

When books bestrew the table,

And moths obscure the light;

When crying children go to bed,

A struggling, kicking load,

We'll talk of Ulfrid Longlxiw's deed,

How, in his brother's utmost need,

Back to his aid he flew w ith speed,

And how he faced the fiery steed,

And kept the New Croft Koad.

The "Umbrella" concluded, or shut up,

with a valedictory poem, called " The Poet's

Farewell," which ran as follows :â��

All day he had sat without a hat,

The comical old feller,

Shading his form from the driving storm

With the " Rectory Umbrella."

When the storm had passed by, and the

ground was dry,

And the sun shor.e bright on the plain,

He rose from his seat, and he stood on his feet,

And sang a melting strain :

All is o'er ! the sun is setting,

Soon will sound the dinner 1*11 ;

Thou hast saved me from a wetting,

Here I'll take my last farewell !

Far dost thou eclipse the maga

zines which came l>efore thy day,

And thy coming made them stagger,

Like the stars at morning ray.

Let me call again the phantoms,

And their voices long gone by,

Like the crow of distant Ixintams,

Or the buzzing of a fly.

First in age, but not in merit,

Stands the " Recl'ry Magazine '' ;

All its wit thou dost inherit,

Though the "Comet " came l)etween.

Novelty was in its favour,

And mellifluous its lays,

All, with eager plaudits, gave a

Vote of honour in its praise.

Next in order comes the " Comet,"

Like some vague and feverish dream,

Gladly, gladly turn I from it,

To behold thy rising beam !

When I first began to edit

In the " Rect'ry Magazine,"

Each one wrote therein who read it,

Each one read who wrote therein.

1 Mitch more acceptable to a true knight than "cornland,"

which the Roman people were so foolish as to give to their

daring champion, Horatius.
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When the " Comet'.' next I started,

They grew lazy as a drone :

Gradually all departed,

Leaving me to write alone.

But in theeâ��let future ages

Mark the fact which I recordâ��

No one helped me in //;/ pages,

Even with a single word !

But the wine has left the cellar,

And I hear the dinner bell ;

So fare thee well, my old " Umbrella,"

Dear " Umbrella," fare thee well !

Some years after the decease of the

"Umbrella," Lewis Carroll, now upon the

verge of manhood, started his last family

magazine, "Misch-Masch." The name is

laced paths. When in the course of your

wanderingsâ��or, rather, the wanderings of

your pencil pointâ��you come to a single line

across the path you have elected to follow,

you must turn back and retrace your steps,

for that way is blocked. But where one path

crosses another, you are to suppose that there

is a convenient tunnel or bridge by which

you may proceed.

" Misch-Masch" also contained a series

of " Studies from English Poets," whose

object was to elucidate obscure passages by

means of pictorial representation. Fortu

nately for the existence of the " Browning

A LABYRINTH.

German, and is equivalent to "hodge-podge."

It consisted largely of printed stories and

verses, which he had written for " The Oxon

ian Advertiser" and "The Whitby Gazette,"

but a good part of it was then " published "

for the first time. All the extracts from it

which occur in this article belong to the

latter category.

Here is a maze or labyrinth which he

designed; the puzzle, of course, is to make

your way into the central space or " home "

by means of some of the winding and inter-

VoLxvU-79.

Society," the works of that very devious poet

were not entrenched upon. But any single

line taken at random from any volume of

poems whatsoever may present difficulties.

Take, for instance, such a phrase as, " He

gave it to his father," which C4uite possibly

occurs in the works of Ossian ; what are we

to make of so ambiguous an expression ?

The unaided intellect might have boldly

conjectured that it was a sum of money

which thus changed hands, and a pathetic

scene might have been conjured up of the
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young man just returned from a visit to

Klondike, where he had made his fortune,

hoary sire â�� probably a denizen of the work-

pouring untold gold into the hands of his

house â�� while

tears of mingling

joy and gratitude

stream down the

old man's cheeks.

Such an idea, I

say, might have

been suggested by

the words : how

far it would have

been from the true

one, the accom

panying illustra

tion shows.

Tlt.

"galumphing "and

"chortled "â��have

found their way

into the common

English of the day.

and will, no doubt,

ere long be in

cluded in our dic

tionaries. But the

fact about it which

is most curious is

that it is really

an Anglo-Saxon

poem â�� at least,

so Lewis Carroll

says, and if he

doesn't know

what language it

was written in, who should?

Here is a facsimile of the first verse,

his explanations of the words. The

tinuation is then given in print.

STAJVZA OF AKGL O - SAXON TOETRY.

Hfr

ALL

it tuxiau.1 {raÂ£maiÂ£ TtiuLi

I expect that

most STRAND

readers will re

member that

quaint poem be

ginning, " Twas

bryllig, and the

slithy toves,"

which Alice found

written in a book

in Looking -Glass

House ; it was

not, however,

entirely composed

for " Alice Through the Looking-Glass "; on

the contrary, the first verse was written long

before Lewis Carroll .had ever thought oY

AIL

"VEB-E

TttE 3vtÂ»3VtE

IH

y*

KTtT-HS

TWAS 3fl.YX.LY6 , AJNfJ> THE

DID &YR.E AW3> GTM-8tÂ£ U

JVtrRCSTT "VEB-E THE

Tic. mcj-

â�¢BKTt.rY6.

SLYTHY.

Â±-n.gs of -tfit

<Ltiu.rt jut.

with

con-

TXC

BoR O-COVES

TOVE6

Ivartfs art. an Allow* ;

m. tftt. verb -L, 9RYE or BJtolX ). "Aic

iAe. c-lotc. at -Â£L tÂ£ter /KMH."

of s^iwr &nJL ixzw^)." STW.*! anj

spirits at 'BtJ^e.r. Thy kid.

THE FIRST IDEA OF LEWIS CARROLL'S MOST FAMOUS LINES.

Wonderland. It is probably the best

known of all his poems, and has even been

translated into Latin Elegiacs, by the late

Mr. A. A. Vansittart, with wonderful suc

cess.

Some of the new words in it â�� for instance,

kiur ,

hind legs, and short horns like a stag: lived chiefly

on cheese-

GVMBLK (whence GIMBLET), " to screw out holes

in anything."

WABE (derived from the verb lo SWAB or SOAK),

" the side of a hill" (from ils being soaktii by the rain).

MIMSY (whence MIMSERABLE and MISERABLE),

" unhappy."

BOROUROVE, an extinct kind of parrot. They
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had no wings, beaks turned up, and made their nests

under sundials : lived on veal.

RATH, a species of land-turtle. Head erect ;

mouth like a shark ; the fore legs curved out so that

the animal walked on his knees ; smooth green body :

lived on swallows and oysters.

MoME(henceSoLEMOMF.,Soi.EMONE,and SOLEMN),

"grave."

OUTGRABE, past tense of the verb to OUTCRIBE

(it is connected with the old verb to GRIKK or

SHRIKK, from which are derived "shriek" and

"creak"), "squeaked.''

Hence the literal English of the passage

is, " It was evening, and the smooth, active

badgers were scratching and boring holes in

the hill-side; all unhappy were the parrots;

and the green turtles squeaked out."

There were probably sundials on the top

of the hill, and the " borogroves " were afraid

that their nests would be undermined. The

hill was, probably, full of the nests of " raths,"

which ran out, squeaking with fear, on hear

ing the " toves " scratching outside. This is

an obscure, but yet deeply-affecting, relic of

ancient poetry.â��[Croft, 1855.â��ED.]

People who are

well up in the

" Alice " books will

notice that several

of these inter

pretations differ

materially from

those vouchsafed by

"Humpty Dumpty"

("Through the

Looking-Glass," pp.

127-129.)

Our last illustra

tion is another of

the " Studies from

English Poets."

This time Keats is

the author whom

our artist has

honoured, and

surely the shade of

that much-neglected

songster owes something to a picture which

must popularize one passage at least in his

works.

The only way I can account for the lady's

hazardous position is by supposing her to

have attempted to cross a frozen lake after

a violent thaw had set in. The goose, whose

long neck projects from her basket, proves

that she has just returned from market;

probably the route across the lake was her

shortest way home. We are to suppose that

for some time she proceeded without any

knowledge of the risk she was running, when

suddenly she felt the ice giving way under

her. By frantic exertions she succeeded in

reaching the notice-board, to which she clung

for days and nights together, till the ice was

all melted, and a deluge of rain caused the

water to rise so many feet, that at last she

was compelled for dear life to climb on to

the top of the post! Whether she sustained

life by eating raw goose is uncertain ; at

least, she did not follow Father Williams's

example by devouring the beak. The

question naturally suggests itself: Why was

she not rescued ? My answer is that

either such a dense fog enveloped the

whole neighbourhood that even her bulky-

form was invisible, or that she was so

unpopular a character that each man feared

the hatred of the rest if he should go to her

succour.

I will conclude this paper with one last

extract from " Misch-Masch " ; it is a riddle,

FRQK JEW&LTSJf POETS. 3f

to which I for one do not know the answer.

I can only hope, for the future sanity of any

who may attempt to solve it, that it does not

belong to the same class of conundrums as

" Why is a raven like a writing-desk ? " â��

A monumentâ��men all agreeâ��

Am I in all sincerity :

Half cat, half hindrance made.

If head and tail removed should he,

Then most of all you strengthen me ;

Replace my head, the stand you see

On which my tail is laid.
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bend: it seemed to her inexperience im

possible to turn in so small a space.

" It's all right." he ventured to sayâ��"the

horses know their work so well, they could

take these corners without a driver."

Even as he spoke they rounded the next

angle of the zig-zag: there was a violent

shock, a piercing scream from two females in

the banquette, and the diligence rocked to

and fro like a house ahout to fall. Philip

saw in a moment what had happened. The

middle wheeler, the horse that had stumbled

before, had now fallen, and both his fellows

were on the top of him. The two leaders

were capering about wildly, kicking and

lashing out at the wild jumble of hoofs behind

them : and the diligence

itself was hovering over

the very outside edge of

the bend in a manner

which made him cli/.zy

to contemplate. Quick as

thought, he had opened

the door towards the inner

side of the road, and

bustled Miss Gray out.

Then he ran forwards to

help the driver. Such a

chaos of legs, buckles,

rope-ends, and iron shod

feet he thought he had

never seen, and the

plunges of the prostrate

horses were making it

worse. The other pas

sengers, swarming to

the ground, seemed

utterly panic-struck, and

only capable of scream

ing. Fortunately the

brake had been screwed

up at the moment of

the accident, so the cocker

had been able to bring

up all right : but the

front off-wheel of the

vehicle would have been

over the brink had it

not been jammed against

one of the granite posts

which fringed the road.

But the most sickening

feature of the catastrophe

was that the roadway was

like a shambles, fairly

swamped in blood. It

turned him sick, and he

put out a hand to Iris : â��

"Go back," he said,

"up the road â�� warn the supplementâ��they

will be coming on the top of us."

She turned away at once, and ran back,

disappearing at once round the sharp bend ;

and Philip, with no assistance but that of the

conditcfeur, set himself to sit on the horses'

heads, and strive to unbuckle the curious

straps of the harness. The getting of the

poor brutes up again was a work of time,

because the shafts kept knocking the middle

horse down, and the road was too steep to

allow of backing the ponderous concern ;

but at last, after half an hour of fierce

exertion, they were all on their legs.

Then it was apparent where all the blood

had come from. A kick had severed a

"THE DILIGENCE WAS HOVERING ON THE VERY OUTSIDE EDGE OF THE BEND."
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Presently he felt oppressed with a burning

desire to stretch himself, and turned, with a

savage glare, to look at the girl whose

presence made this impossible. The carriage

was so dark that there was very little to be

seen.

She had taken off her hat, and her small,

white cheek was pressed against the cloth

arm of the carriage. Her eyes were closed.

She was so still that he felt sure she must be

asleep; but as he looked her hand stole up

to her face, holding a handkerchief: furtively

she wiped away something, without a sound.

He continued to watch in a fascinated sort

of way. Again the little hand was lifted,

and again pressed to the closed eyes. And

so again and again. The girl was weeping,

none the less bitterly because her grief was

quite silent: the tears were streaming down

her face.

Romilly experienced a revulsion of feeling,

as keen as it was sudden. What a brute he

was! What brutes English people on a

journey always were !

He could not bear the sight of those tears

â��and yet, what could he do ? To speak to

her, besides being a great liberty, would at

once arouse their snoring fellow-travellers,

and attract their attention. Yet the spectacle

of that silent grief was heart-breaking.

At last things reached a climax. Unable

longer to control her sorrow, the girl's

shoulders began to shake with sobs ; and,

simply because he could not help it, Romilly

made a movement of sympathy. Evidently

she had believed him asleep. At his move

ment she lifted her head, opened her eyes,

and met hisâ��very near in the gloomâ��fixed

upon her.

Swiftly and in silence she turned her back

upon him, hiding her face completely from

view against the cushion. The man felt

utterly snubbed. She made no further

motion of any kind ; the handkerchief was

no longer lifted, the vibration of the slight

figure ceased. He felt as if he made an

unwarrantable intrusion upon her privacy.

Later on, he slept; for thoughts of his

companion had so distracted him that he

had forgotten that he was uncomfortable.

When he awoke, the grey light of dawn was

glimmering over the misty valleys of the Jura.

It smote unkindly upon the plain faces of the

heavily slumbering English family : but it

seemed to invest with fresh pathos the small,

white features of the girl, who was now really

sleeping. It was astonishing how much

pleased he felt that she should be getting

some rest. In such an agonizingly uncom

fortable position, though ! He longed to put

an arm round her, and let her lean against

him : and smiled at himself because he felt

so tenderly towards a girl to whom he had

never addressed a word !

At Basle, when everybody came out of the

train to wash their faces and get breakfast, he

noticed that she was not in the buffet: and

possessed by a sudden fear lest she should

have nothing to eat, he strolled down the

platform, past the carriage, where she was

silently sitting, gazing out. He raised his hat.

" I beg your pardon, but might I have the

pleasure of getting you some breakfast ? "

The colour rushed to her white cheeks.

" No, thank you. I don't feel as if I could

eat anything."

" Ah ! That's a mistake. How far are

you going? "

"To Lucerne."

"You will be famished before you get

there. I'll run and get you something, if

you would rather not come to the buffet."

She hesitated. " I was afraid to ; I

thought the people might not understand.

1 have never been abroad before : but if you

would come with me and ask "

" Of course ; jump out, you have not much

time."

Her cup of good coffee refreshed her

visibly : a trace of colour crept into the wan

face, and a light into her eyes. The English

voice, and the small kindness, had made her

hopeful.

When they returned to the carriage they

found that the family who had accompanied

them had disappeared. Nobody else entered

the carriage, and they started for Lucerne

together. It was natural to talk now, and the

young man learnt by slow degrees something

of his companion's circumstances. She was

the eldest daughter of a country parson, and

had many brothers and sisters. She was

going out as English governess to a Swiss

family in Lucerne, hoping by this means

to acquire enough French and German to

enable her to command a salary in England.

She was not very communicative ; most of

what he gathered was the result of very deftly

veiled pumping on his side. Her combina

tion of frankness and reticence gave him the

impression that she had been well brought

up, and that her people were gentlefolk in the

true sense of the term. It was n distinct

disappointment when the train entered the

great terminus, and he realized that this

chance acquaintance was at an end. Yes,

absolutely at an end ! It had been much

too short to justify him in expressing to
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her the hope that it might continue: and

she was going to no hotelâ��there was no

prospect of his meeting her again, among the

hurrying crowds of eager tourists. He found

her a fly, saw her and her luggage safely into

it, and turned on his heel with a feeling that

he was sorry to see her go.

Calling a porter to take his luggage to the

Swan Hotel, he strolled over the bridge in

the same direction, arriving there in excellent

time for dejeuner.

After a good rest and sleep he woke,

about three in the afternoon, and, taking his

hat, sauntered along the quay, glancing

around him to see if anything was changed.

The screams of the steamers', whistles sounded

in his ears, each whistle charged with a

memory.

" Alpnach ! Kiissnacht ! Fluelen ! " they

were shouting, as they had shouted last year:

but with what a dif-

fere n ce ! The

Sellweizerhof lay

broiling in the heat

of the summer after

noon ; he looked

grimly at the array

of lounging chairs

in the veranda, and

his lip curled at the

memory of Louise

Ponsonby's slim

form, as it used to

recline there, in

dainty raiment, wait

ing for the heat of

the day to be over.

He thought what a

fool he had been to

come to Lucerne at

all. To-morrow

he would go on to

Fluelen, by the early

boat, and thence

over the Furka as

fast as he could.

He turned to go

up to the cathedral,

with the design to

wander through the

Friedhof, a favourite

haunt of his. He

wondered, as he

strolled up the street,

what kind of a re

ception that poor

little girl had found,

whether her new life

with these rich Swiss

vulgarians would be tolerable. She had told

him their name was Mosenfeld, and he felt

as if he could see their fat Jewish faces ; he

knew exactly what they would be like. I'oor

little Miss Gray ! He knew that was her

name, for he had seen it on the luggage

label. A name that suited her ; yet not

altogether.

In her manner, when she had got rid

of preliminary aloofness, was a suggestion

of gay spirits and a warm imagination.

She was like a rainbow, that was it â��a

tender illusion of light and colour upon a

quiet background. Here his lip curled,

and his own idea seemed to him infinitely

ridiculous., ,

Slowly he ascended the broad flight of

granite steps. Just before he reached the

top, a little, shrinking figure emerged from

the cloisters and began to descend : it was

' HE TOOK HER HAND IN HIS.

Miss Gray.

Her air was pite

ous : her eyes were

rimmed with red, her

cheeks were ashy

white â�� an undried

tear lay on one of

them.

" Why ! "... he

stopped short. " I

did not expect to

see you again. Have

you failed to find

your people ?" he

asked, eagerly.

She drew back,

and at sight of him

a wave of colour

flooded her trans

parent skin. " Oh,"

she said, " I am

thankful to have met

you ; you seem like

a friend, somehow.

I â��I â��I have" â��

her voice broke.

" But I beg your

pardon. I must

not worry you

with my concerns.

You have taken

too much trouble

for me already."

He took her

hand in his, reso

lutely. "Come up

here â�� under the

shade of the

cloisters, and tell
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me what is wrong. No, no," as she shrank

away. " Are we not both English ? Is

not that quite enough to give you a claim

on my help, in this foreign city ? "

Her weak resistance ceased : she walked

at his side.

They sat down together, in the shadow

of the Campo Santo. Miss Gray's white

little face drooped against a slate tablet,

inscribed :â��

HIKR RUHT IN CHRISTO

KATHLI VERONA.

The relatives of the deceased had wreathed

her tomb with a green and white tin wreath,

garnished with blue tin forget-me-nots. He

noticed idly to himself that the forget-me-

nots were exactly the shade of Miss Gray's

eyes.

" Now," said he, " what has happened ? "

She had braced herself again, and her

voice was firm. " It is silly to mind so

much," she said, " but she was not kind ; she

was so angry, and so rude to me. But there's

nothing really wrong, you know."

With an air of having done with tears, she

took out her handkerchief, and wiped away

the drop from her cheek; he had been

conscious of a desire to do it for her.

"I got there," she went on, bravely, "and

I found that Mrs. Mosenfeld had left home :

there was only a Madame Brannerâ��she is

Mr. Mosenfeld's aunt. It appears that

Mrs. Mosenfeld telegraphed, telling me not

to come to Lucerne at all, but to go to her at

a place called Nerithal, a long way from

here. I suppose the telegram came after I

had started. I am to go on at once to

Nerithal. It is somewhere at the head of

the Rhone Valley. Madame spoke very fast.

I did not grasp all she said. Something

about there being two ways to go, and having

to go by boat and by post. How does one

go by post ? She said it was too late

to start to-day, but she never offered to

let me sleep there; and" â�� she visibly-

hesitated, but finally made up her mind to

speakâ��" the truth is, I do not in the least

know how much it will cost to get there, nor

if I hive money enough to go so far. ... I

thought perhaps you would be so very kind

as to give me some help about my route, and

to tell me of an hotel to go toâ��a cheap one.

It does not matter about its being comfort

able, but it must be cheap."

A hundred thoughts passed through his

mind while she was speakingâ��the impulse to

say a dozen different things; but by the time

she had done, his mind was made up.

" This is fortunate," he said, cordially.

" The way you have to go is the way I am

going, and I know it quite well. I can tell

you all about it. The Tante Branner is a

sour, inconsiderate old cat; but never mind

her. Let us plan out the cheapest route.

I will make a calculation, and you shall tell

me whether ends will meet."

His Fahrten-Plan and his Siegfried Atlas

were out in a moment.

" It is such a jolly route," he said, as he

ran over it with his finger, " every step of the

way is lovely; and you have never been

before. I know the hotel for you to-nightâ��

the Denkmal - Hof. Cheap but clean-

English don't go there. Supper, room,

breakfastâ��about eight francs. To-morrow

to Fluelen by boat, cheaper than trainâ��must

go by train as far as Goschenen, though ;

expensive, but can't be helpedâ��and I suppose

you have luggage. Should you mind third-

class ?"

" Third-class, of course," she said, in a

surprised voice. " I always travel third,

except in trains where there is none, like

last night."

He went on, setting down figures, and

adding up. '' Goschenen, Andermatt, Realp,

Rhone Glacier, Fiesch â�� h'm ! You will

have to sleep on the road."

"What do you mean?" she asked, the

apprehension and strain in her voice touching

him profoundly.

" I mean that you cannot get to Nerithal

to-morrowâ��you must break your journey :

at the Rhone Glacier, I suppose, but that is

not cheap. However, the journey is too

great for to-morrow. So let us add upâ��

boat, train, diligences, hotels. Here is what

I make it"

She glanced at his total, and her face fell.

" I have not enough," she managed to

stammer, with an evident effort.

" But, Miss Gray," he said, " surely you

are distressing yourself for nothing. Of

course these people are bound to pay your

travelling expenses, and here am I, only too

willing to be your banker for this trifling

sum."

Her face stiffened. " I would rather not

be indebted to you," she said; and added,

after a pause, " more than I already am."

" It would be a great privilege," he said ;

" but I suppose I have not earned it?"

" I would rather not even discuss the

subject of your lending me money: it is

quite impossible."

" Now, why is it impossible? " he persisted.

" You shake your head ! Are you a Philistine,

after all ? A lover of conventionality ? "
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" I do not know," she slowly said. " I am

not enterprising, I believe. I think the old

paths the safest "

" And the dullest "

" I have it!" she suddenly said. " I shall

walk part of the way. I am a good walker,

and I shall go on foot far enough to make up

this amount."

" From Goschenen to the Rhone Glacier

would do it," he broke in, eagerly, " or even

to the Furka. It is a splendid walk. Certainly

that is what 1 would advise; but

it's a long way."

" Is it â�� hard to find ? " she

asked, diffidently.

" Oh, dear, no ! A road all the

way ; no mistaking it. See here,

I'll show you in ' Baedeker."'

She was much

interested. " I am

good at walking

up hills," she said.

" I am used to

West m or land.

And now, I do

not know how to

thank you enough

for your kind

ness."

" You need not

try. I so seldom

do anything nice,

or neighbourly,

that even this beg

garly service I

have rendered

you thrills me

through with a

delicious sense of

virtue ; it is quite

reward enough,

thank you."

"Then I think

I will go to the

hotel at onceâ��

the one you ad

viseâ�� for I feel more tired than I

remember to have done before."

was bargaining for the cheapest room to be

had ; and turned away, irritated because one

cannot offer a dinner to a woman one

respects. It gave him a distorted idea of

the world in general to reflect that, if he had

not respected her. he could have made things

so much more comfortable for her.

"Good-bye," she said, coming forward.

" I will make a final effort to thank you for

what you have given meâ��hope and courage,

even more valuable things than information."

THE STEAMER STOOD WAITING AT THE PIER.

ever

" You will not mind my showing you the

way ? " he asked.

" It makes my debt bigger, but I must

make the best of that," she answered, with a

smile.

He escorted her to the Denkmal-Hof,

and surrendered her travelling-bag to the

porter, with a substantial inducement to take

every care of the young lady.

He waited a moment, admiring her dignity,

and the correct, if slow, French in which she

" Try again

to-morrow," he

said, uncom

fortably con-

. scious of added

colour as he

tried to speak

unconcernedly.

" I shall be on

the same boat

with you ; I am

going that way."

" Oh, are you ? "

she inquired, with

no trace of em

barrassment. " I

am glad I shall

see you again."

He turned on

his heel a little

abruptly : and

walked past the

doors of the Sch-

weizerhof without

once thinking of

Louise Ponsonby.

The early morn

ing sun danced

on the waves of

the Vierwalds-

tattersee. Pilatus

wore no night

cap, but stood

out against the

heavenly blue above. The steamer stood

waiting at the pier, but early as Romilly

arrived, Miss Gray was earlier. Her straight,

slender back was the first thing he saw : and,

indeed, it was remarkable enough in the

second class, where it was the only back that

was either straight or slender, among the

swarm of natives. Romilly wondered at him

self as he bought a ticket which consigned

him to that Pademonium : but he felt

he could not allow her to be exposed

to it alone, so he elbowed his way

up to her as cheerfully as if it were his
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habit to go about the lake in the bows of

the boat.

" How did you get on at the Denkmal-

Hof?" he asked.

She turned round with a half-shy, half-

proud, wholly charming smile of greeting.

â�¢' Beautifully : they made me so comfortable.

The porter was very niceâ��he brought all my

things on board. I had no trouble."

"That is well ; you look rusted."

" Oh, yes, I feel quite different to-day : a

regular old traveller. I understood when

the man at the Caserne said, ' Bhsz hin I'

and I catch everything they say to me in

French."

" You speak French well/'

" I have been well taught ; but I find

knowing it and speaking it are two different

things."

The wind blew very softly, all the sweetness

of summer in its breath. It mitigated the

rank odours produced by a mingling of

coarse tobacco, Swiss holiday clothes, and a

collection of viands of every kind which the

hilarious throng had brought with them.

He could see that Miss Gray was

interested: her eyes were alight, the bitter

home-yearning had gone out of them. She

was lost to what was disgusting, and seeing

only what was novel and curious in her

surroundings.

She spoke to him a little now and then,

with no embarrassment, but, as he suspected,

with a desire to preserve some distance

between them ; and this idea was strength

ened when, at Fluelen, as the St. Gothard

train drew up, she said, quietly, " I am going

in a dames settles, if )ou please."

He opened his mouth to object in swift

anger, but changed his mind. If he im

portuned her now, or showed the smallest

disposition to force his company upon her,

she would take fright, and he would be

debarred from being of any further use to

her. So he acquiesced meekly, put in her

things for her, and turned away to a first-

class fumeiirs, which gave him by no means

the solace he had hoped.

His only companion was an elderly man,

stout, and of coarse aspect, who looked

Colonial. Romilly had noticed him on the

boat, leaning over the railing of the first-class

deck, and, as it seemed, casting glances of

admiration at Miss Gray.

He imagined her quite alone, perhaps, with

those underbred glances, in the interior of a

diligence ; and decided finally never to leave

her until she was safe in the bosom of the

Mosenfeld family.

Vol. xvi.--80.

At Goschenen, in the buffet, he restrained

himself with a violent effort as he saw her

anxiously scanning the carte for the cheapest

item, and heroically took his seat at another

table : but he summoned a waiter to his side,

and made private representations which

resulted in Miss Gray's getting the whole

menu at half-price.

As soon as she had finished, she rose, and,

bowing to Romilly with a grave little smile,

went out.

But he had now reached the limit of his

patience, and he hurried after her.

" You know I am walking this too. Have

I your permission to fare with you, or must

I walk behind ? How far does your love of

conventionality extend?"

She looked full up at him, into his eyes;

he knew that the look was meant to probe

his most secret intentions. He returned it

with a gleam of obstinacy ; his jaw was set,

and he almost thought he could feel the

clash of their encountering wills.

" I believe you are kind," she said, at

length. " I believe you wish to take care

of me."

" That's it," said Romilly, sturdilyâ��his

tone implied : " I defy you to accuse me of

any unworthy motive."

She looked away from him, full of inde

cision. " If I asked you not to come with

me "

" I should not come, but I should follow

you at a distance to see you came to no

harm."

There was no indecision in the young

man's tones ; and, naturally enough, the one

who was hesitating gave in. A gleam of

fun shone in her eyes as she gravely re

sponded :â��

''If that is really the alternative, you had

better come with me : I had rather have a

gaoler than a detective."

" You really mean to hold to this mad

scheme of walking ? Do you see the clouds

driving up ? It looks very unsettled ; when

we get into the mountains we shall have

rain."

" I do not mind rain."

"Thenâ��forward!" he cried, possessing

himself of her little bag.

The diligence passed them as they breasted

the first hill, and Romilly noticed resentfully

that the coarse-faced Colonist craned over

from his seat on the banquette to have a

look at them, and that his expression was

sarcastic. What the deuce did he want to

make it his business for ? A conscious sense

of rectitude upheld the young man. Let
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Mr. Fraser lit another cigarette, and as he

blew out the match he muttered : " Ah, it

was lovelyâ��eighty miles, coasting !â��think of

it!"

" Well," he went on, " we were now out of

Europe, and when we left Tiflis and struck

away into the bandit-infested hills bordering

Armenia it was fully prophesied we would

have our throats cut by the Kurds. Certainly

it was a wild region â��great scarped hills,

barren and wearisome ; and the tribes we met

were composed of sinister-looking ruffians,

with dark, matted hair, their eyes cunning

and suspicious, and always daggers and

revolvers at their waists, and generally a

carbine across their shoulders. But, bless

you, we never received anything but kindness

from the Kurds. They were immensely

interested in our bicycles, and we invited

them to ride and tumble off and generally

"You went across Armenia, didn't you?"

" Yes. I'll always remember the afternoon

we wheeled round some rocks, and there was

revealed before us the great Mount of the

Ark, Ararat itself. It is an imposing moun

tain, stern and grand. When we got down

in the plain it was quite evident the Flood

had not yet subsided. It was raining, and all

the country was a swamp. We stayed at

Erivan for three days, and visited Etch-

miadzin, the oldest monastery in the world,

where of course there is preserved a whole

plank of the Ark, and we drank wine which

the Armenian monks assured us was from a

vine the descendant of the vine planted by

Noah."

" And next ? "

" Next we set off across the traditional

Garden of Eden towards Persia. If the Garden

of Eden in the old days was anything like it

MOUNT ARARAT AND THE TRADITIONAL GARDEN OK EDEN.

enjoy themselves. One night we lost our

way. We roamed about the hill-side in the

dark, but happily fell in with two Kurds.

They were frightened at us, and, I confess, we

were a bit frightened at them. When, how

ever, they understood we were friendly, they

led us up to their village in the hills. Every

body came to look at us. By signs we made

it clear we wanted food and a place to sleep.

Well, they provided us a shanty, lit a fire,

cooked rice for us, brought sheepskins, and

in their rough, uncouth, barbarous way made

us comfortable. True, we slept that night

with revolvers beneath us. But there was

really no need."

is now, then Moses was an exaggerative

writer. The weather all this time was

wretchedly cold. Crossing the frontier into

Persia, we had no end of a rough time. We

began to be shaky in health ; our shoes and

our clothes began to give out, until we were

like tramps ; there were no roads, but plenty

of snow and sleet. It was really discouraging.

You probably think Persia a land of cool

bowers and gurgling streams, and lazy delight

and soft-eyed women. It isn't that. You've

got your idea, as I got mine, from ' Lalla

Rookh.' Persia is a wretched land, barren

and forbidding. We were mighty glad to get

to Teheran, the capital, and there we stayed
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It was to a morning of cloudless blue that

he awoke next day; and he felt his spirits

dance within him as he sprang out of bed,

and drank in the dazzling prospect of glitter

ing snow-peaks.

They met on the threshold of the hotel.

Breakfast was not yet ready, and they strolled

out of doors together, a little way down the

road. She looked well. There was a soft

bloom on her small cheeks, and her eyes were

clear and shadowless; they were very blue.

They were both young, and they would have

been less than human had they not felt the

influences of the glorious place a-tingle in

every nerve.

" I must buy my ticket for the diligence,"

said she, as they sauntered back to the hotel,

her hands full of rainbow-tinted wild (lowers.

" I have done so for you," he said, " so

you can pay me."

And here he deviated â�� perhaps for the

first time in their acquaintanceâ��from the

path -of strict rectitude : for he had taken

coupe places, but he only allowed her to pay

him the bare fare. This is doubtless the reason

why Nemesis immediately overtook him.

Nobody else was in the coffee-room when

they entered, so it was natural to sit side by

side; and they were so sitting, and he was

showing her on his Siegfried map the exact

spot which they had reached, when he raised

his head, and there, in the open doorway,

immediately facing them, stood the Honour

able Louise Ponsonby.

For just one instant Romilly felt like a

boy caught in an orchard. He flushed, and

looked, as he felt, ridiculous. The new

comer smiled as she came forward, but there

was a gleam of vexation in her eyes, too.

"How do you do, Mr. Romilly? How

oddly one does meet people. 1 did not

even know that you were marriedâ��surely

you never sent us cards ? Will you introduce

me to your wife ? "

On the spur of the moment, only one way

of saving the situation occurred to Romilly.

He was not brilliant when suddenly con

fronted with an emergency of this nature;

he acted on the impulse which came to him

without reflection.

"Miss Gray is not my wifeâ��yet," he said,

reconquering his self-control as he pronounced

the words : " I hope she soon will be. Allow

me to introduce you â�� Miss Gray; the

Honourable Miss Ponsonby."

" Charmed, I'm sure," said Louise, a little

faintly. She had liked Philip Romilly, and

by no means intended to cut him altogether

adrift. Moreover, the man whom, last year,

she had intended to marry had married

someone else.

" 1 am sorry not to have the pleasure of

introducing you to Miss Gray's mother,"

went on Philip, smoothly, finding his lying

astonishingly easy, now that he was fairly

started. " She has gone on to the Eggis-

horn to make sure of rooms ; we heard that

it is very full."

She sat down by the table, making no

answer for a moment ; then she suddenly

turned upon Iris. " Do you like Switzerland,

Miss Gray?"

Romilly's heart thumped his side; she

must speak now. Would she disavow him ?

He had not dared so much as a glance in

her direction, and even now he did not turn

his head; but his whole being was tense with

apprehension.

" Very much. I have never been in

Switzerland before ; but 1 come from a hill-

country."

The voice was clear and calmâ��not shy,

but not exactly cordial ; precisely the correct

accent in which to answer a stranger's trifling

politeness. Romilly could have wept with

relief and gratitude.

At this moment the diligence dashed up,

with a tinkling of bells and a noise of con

fused shouting and jingling of harness. With

a leave-taking, in which he laboured hard not

to make his relief obvious, he turned from

the Honourable Louise to Miss Gray.

" 7ns," he said, distinctly, " we must be off.

Are you ready?"

" Perfectly." She stood iip, but did not

look at him. "Good-bye," she said, looking

Miss Ponsonby straight in the face. " If you

are Philip's friend, perhaps we shall meet

again."

In spite of his .own late free use of her

Christian name, that " Philip" did startle

him. Could she really be so ready to accept

the situation ? She took to it naturally, by

Jove she did ! His feelings were in tumult:

he hardly knew whether to be pleased or

angry at her surprising readiness. " I need

not have been afraid to let her travel alone,"

was one of his ungracious thoughts.

She hesitated at the coupe door : apparently

she had some remonstrance to make, but,

glancing back at the hotel entrance, where

stood Louise, changed her mind, and got in.

With a click the door was shut upon them,

and off they wentâ��they two once more shut

in together, as by last night's mists.

But now there was a terrible silence.

Philip was bursting with excuses, explana

tions, comments; but, somehow, none of
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them would do to begin with. He must

have his cue from her, must know some

thing of what was passing in her mind. As

they swung down

the windings of

the road, past the

dazzling wonder

of the Rhone

Glacier, the pause

grew awful. She

sat very still, gaz

ing from her

window, her

hands motionless

in her lap, filled

with the gentians

a"n d yellow

anemones, the

alpenroses and

forget - me - nots,

which she had

gathered before

breakfast. At the

long last, just as

he made up his

mind that this was

unbearable, and

he must say some

thing, she spoke,

in a voice of curi

ous calmness :â��

" Was not that

rather an extreme

course that you

took ? "

comedy; but perhaps you did not mean to be

unkind. I suppose I brought it upon myself."

He did not know whether amazement or

anger predominated in

his own feelings. " For

give me, if I say that

you surprise me very

much," .he brought out,

at length.

'MISS CRAY IS NOT MY WIFEâ��YET,' HE SAID.

He was brought up short. A minute

back he was irritably wondering whether she

intended to hold him to his declaration ;

now her few incisive words made him feel

that he had been merely ridiculous. The

colour rushed to his face. - " Iâ��I have been

seeking all this time for a form of words in

which to beg your pardon. Iâ��lost my

head ; I felt I had put you in an awkward

position, and it was the only way that

occurred to me of rectifying it."

Her brows contracted, as if something hurt

her. " I am grateful for your kind motive,

but I think what you did was quite uncalled-

for. I am not in the least likely to meet

Miss Ponsonby again, and I do not in the

least care what she thinks about me. I

should have been more grateful had you left

me un-named."

" You speak as if you were angry with

me," he cried.

" I tried to keep silence until I had taught

myself not to be. In the hotel, I was

almost too angry to support my part in the

"As much as you sur

prised me, I wonder?1'

she asked, thoughtfully.

"However, I have

this comfort: you

have relieved me

v of my debt to

you."

He was speech

less. " I do not

understand you in

the least," he said,

at last. " Do you

think I took an

unwarrantable

liberty?"

"I had exposed

myself to it. I had

thought that I

might talk to

you without your

taking advantage

of me ; but it

was all a mistake.

How could you

but think lightly

of a girl who allowed herself to become

intimate with a stranger? Ifâ��ifâ��you could

have perhaps found a less cruel way of open

ing my eyes, than to make use of my name

to pique the woman you loveâ��

He turned upon her with blazing eyes.

" Do not say that; it is not true. I do not

love Louise Ponsonby : it was of you, and

you only, I thoughtâ��that she should not be

able to sneer at you, because she is not fit to

tie your shoe-string."

Then, for the second time in their

acquaintance, she blushed. " I am sorry if I

do you injustice," she said, in a low voice,

" but I felt terrified : as if the ground were

giving way under my feet. You called me

Iris, too!".... a sudden, rainy smile

played for a moment upon the surface of her

distress. " But I was even with you for

that ! I called you Philip to her very face,"

she said, vindictively.

" Then, if that was done with a design to

annoy me, I may tell you that it failed,"

cried'Philip, furiously, " for I liked it!"
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Even as he gave vent to this wise speech,

the carriage drew up in front of the Rhone

Glacier Hotel : and there, waiting on the

steps, was the coarse, elderly man to whom

Romilly had taken such a dislike the day

before. The old chap eagerly scanned the

passengers as the vehicle drew up, and a

distinct ray of satisfaction lit up his face as

he spied the pair in the coupe. Romilly,

much ruffled already, became simply furious

at this sight. Sooner than desert her, he

must bear all her injusticeâ��she was so

ignorant of the risks she ran. She had

risen, and was opening the door. " I am

going to find another seat," she told him,

quietly.

" Sorry indeed to condemn you to a little

longer of my company," he said, sarcastically,

" but there is not a spare seatâ��see, they are

putting on a supplement for those people

waiting."

" I can go in the supplement "

" Impossible ; it is full already."

She sank back in her seat. He knew she

was suffering poignantly, but he could not

let her go. He fell urgently that matters

must be set right between them, and that he

probably would never have another chance,

should he let this one slip.

Not a word was exchanged between them

until the heavy old vehicle was again in

motion ; and then he plunged desperately into

his subject, not pausing to pick his words.

"Look here: I have blunderedâ��I own it

freely. But, considering that I solemnly

declare that I did it with the best intentions,

don't you think you arc a trifle rough

on me ? "

A long pause. Then, in a weary voiceâ��

" I don't know."

" That means you don't care."

" Does it ? "

He was silent for some time, swallowing

back feelings that threatened to be too much

for him. Would nothing that he could do

avail to bring back the confidence he had

destroyed ?

" Iris," he suddenly cried, sharply, " do

you think it was not true?"

" What was not true ? "

" That I hoped you would be my wife."

" Of course it was true : just as true as

that my mother had gone to engage rooms

atâ��where was it ? Some horn or other."

"That was a lie," he said, sullenly; "the

other was true."

"Indeed!"

Turning quickly, he seized both her hands

â��this young man who had vowed to him

self to take no undue advantage of their

position.

" Will you ? " he said,vehemently. "Answer

me ! Will you marry me ? "

She turned perfectly white ; so white, that

a sense of his o>vn cruelty smote him.

" No, thank you, Mr. Romilly, I will not.

There ! You have made amends : you have

done what seemed to you the right thing.

We are quits; andâ��there is no reason why

we should have any more to say to each

other.'' She drew away her hands â�� they

were red where his pressure had been. " I

can't bear any moreâ��don't speak," she

gasped, in an uneven, strangled voice.

Was it really so ? Was silence all he could

do for her? He flung himself back in his

corner, shading his eyes with his hand, as the

diligence rumbled on, along the torrid flats

of Ulrichen and Minister. Presently one of

the three wheelers stumbled, pretty badly,

and the lurch of the luggage-laden vehicle

brought the girl's white face for a moment

into his view. She was crying, under her

closed lids, in that slow, silent, heart-breaking

way which had so lacerated his feelings in

the train. He bore it as long as he could,

but at last words burst from him.

" Iris, don't ' I can't stand it ! No man

could ! " No answer. " Iris, for pity's sake !

Ifâ��if you don't stop crying, Iâ��I shall kiss

you ! "

She turned upon him, her wet eyes aflame

like the sunset of yesterday.

" Do," she said, " I could not prevent you ;

and that would finish everything ; I should

be able to hate you then."

" You seem to hate me already," he said,

in shaken tones; " but I'll re-conquer your

esteem somehow. Surely you know that I'm

not a scoundrelâ��not really. Trust me again

â��only that. Should I care so much if I did

not care for you ? "

" Care about a girl you have known three

days?"

" You know we have learned more of each

other in three days than people in London

learn of each otlier in three years."

She did not answer this. She wiped away

her tears, but her face showed an extreme of

suffering. He knew she was inly praying

for the drive to be over, that she might be

released from this strain.

They began to descend the abrupt zig-zags

of the road above Fiesch. The lumbering

diligence lurched alarmingly as they swung

round the first corner. She grasped the sill

of the window as she saw the sheer descent

beneath them, and the acuteness of the
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bend: it seemed to her inexperience im

possible to turn in so small a space.

" It's all right," he ventured to sayâ��"the

horses know their work so well, they could

take these corners without a driver."

Even as he spoke they rounded the next

angle of the zig-zag: there was a violent

shock, a piercing scream from two females in

the banquette, and the diligence rocked to

and fro like a house about to fall. Philip

saw in a moment what had happened. The

middle wheeler, the horse that had stumbled

before, had now fallen, and both his fellows

were on the top of him. The two leaders

were capering about wildly, kicking and

lashing out at the wild jumble of hoofs behind

them : and the diligence

itself was hovering over

the very outside edge of

the bend in a manner

which made him dizzy

to contemplate. Quick as

thought, he had opened

the door towards the inner

side of the road, and

bustled Miss Gray out.

Then he ran forwards to

help the driver. Such a

chaos of legs, buckles,

rope-ends, and iron shod

feet he thought he had

never seen, and the

plunges of the prostrate

horses were making it

worse. The other pas

sengers, swarming to

the ground, seemed

utterly panic-struck, and

only capable of scream

ing. Fortunately the

brake had been screwed

up at the moment of

the accident, so the cocker

had been able to bring

up all right : but the

front off-wheel of the

vehicle would have been

over the brink had it

not been jammed against

one of the granite posts

which fringed the road.

But the most sickening

feature of the catastrophe

was that the roadway was

like a shambles, fairly

swamped in blood. It

turned him sick, and he

put out a hand to Iris :â��â�¢

"Go back," he said,

"up the road â�� warn the supplementâ��they

will be coming on the top of us."

She turned away at once, and ran back,

disappearing at once round the sharp bend ;

and Philip, with no assistance but that of the

condiicteur, set himself to sit on the horses'

heads, and strive to unbuckle the curious

straps of the harness. The getting of the

poor brutes up again was a work of time,

because the shafts kept knocking the middle

horse down, and the road was too steep to

allow of backing the ponderous concern ;

but at last, after half an hour of fierce

exertion, they were all on their legs.

Then it was apparent where all the blood

had come from. A kick had severed a

'THE DILIGENCE WAS HOVERING ON THE VERY OUTSIDE EDGE OF THE BEND."
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well turn their praises to the Burmese lass.

Well, I told you we struck Burma in the

rainy season. And it did rainâ��a constant

torrent for about four months. We moved

away north, along the jungle paths. The

tracks were frightfully miry, but we bumped

and jogged our way along day after day. We

were wet to the skin, and for eight days we

lay down to sleep in our damp clothes.

Every night our saddles and shoes would

turn green with the moisture. Matches

refused to light. The natives were nice

enough, but we could get little to eat but

rice. How well I

recall the day of

the Queen's Dia

mond Jubilee!

The rain swished

through the bam

boos of the jungle

constantly. At

night we rested in â�¢

a litt le, wind-

shaken bamboo

hut. We had a

miserable light to

cook our rice by,

and we sat on our

haunches, and

pushed the rice

into our mouths,

native fashion. We

felt a bit dejected

that night, for we

thought of London,

and wondered what

Vol. xvi.-82

AN INTERVIEW AT MANDALAY-

sort of Jubilee

Day you folks in

London were

having."

'"Oh, yes ; a

very curious and

delightful place it

is. If you're fond

of Buddhas, and

dragons, and

pagodas â�� go to

Mandalay. I had

a very interesting

morning with the

old Buddhist Arch

bishop of Burma

there. Everybody

was good to us,

especially our

own countrymen.

"You got to

Mandalay all right,

though ? "

They've turned King Theebaw's palace into a

club, and subalterns now drink whisky where

kings used to drink hot blood. They're fine,

de'il-may-care chaps, are the Britishers away

out in Upper Burma. Tommy Atkins, though,

doesn't seem to have much to do besides

make love to the Burmese girls and die of

fever. Everybody declared we were mad to

go away into far Upper Burma just then,

and strike across Western China. Maybe we

were, but we weren't going to turn back."

" Weren't you afraid, leaving civilization so

far behind ? " I asked.

BURMA, THREE BUDDHIST
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accent. " Do me the favour to tell me what

relation you are to that young lady."

Romilly stared at him coolly. " Do me

the favour to mind your own business."

"Just what I'm doin'. It's my own busi

ness, all the time; because, if you ain't a

relationâ��well, then, all I can say is â��

I am."

Romilly looked contemptuously over the

stranger's head, and began to move away

with Iris.

" You appear to have been drinking, sir,"

he said.

The Colonist stood in their path.

" That young lady's name is Gray," he

cried, belligerently.

" Well, sir, it is easy to ascertain a lady's

name when travelling."

" Not so easy to find out her mother's

maiden name, though; and that was Amabel

Hardcastle," persisted the stranger. " Ha !

Does that make you start, my pretty? Yes,

she wouldn't have me, wouldn't Amy, and I

went abroad, because I couldn't stand to see

her married to the parson. He was Rector

of Kirkby-Ilkdale in those days. There

yet?"

Iris loosed her hold on Romilly's coat-

sleeve, and sprang forward. "Oh," she cried,

"you must be

" I'm bound you've heard your mother

talk about meâ��your cousin Matt, I am."

" Oh, indeed, she has spoken of you ! But

you never wroteâ��they thought you were

dead-

"Not much," he answered, with a queer

smile; and, though his words were rough,

there was a certain distinction about his

manner which his appearance left one unpre

pared for. Taking a bulky pocket-book from

his coat, he found and presented a visiting-

card, inscribed " Matthew Hardcastle/'

" That's me. I've made all the money I

care for, and I'm thinking of settling down in

England. And you're Amy's daughter ! I

knew you ! No other woman ever had eyes

just like hers. Now, are you satisfied that

I'm your kith and kin, or do you want more

evidence, hey ? "

A few more questions, rapidly exchanged

between them, left no more doubt on the

point; and, as soon as she acknowledged

him, Cousin Matt wished for a full explana

tion of her presence there and of her escort.

" On your way to take a situation as

governess ! " he roared, when this was made

clear to him. " What's the meaning of that ?

The parson sending you adriftâ��a thing like

youâ��with those eyes ? Upon my word ! "

" It is want of means Cousin Matthew,"

she said, steadily. " You have made your

fortune, but my father's income remains what

it was before he had eleven children."

"Eleven children ! Great Scot! Amy

the mother of eleven children ! And short

of meansâ��you sent out to earn your bread !

No more of that, my dearâ��you are my charge

now; I've come home just in time."

It was agony to Philip to see how she

sprang to her new protector. Her slight

frame quivered, as if from the relaxed tension

of a great strain ; she seized both the rough

hands of the big man, and seemed as if she

clung to him.

"Oh, Cousin Matt, will you really take care

of me ? "

" Take care of you ? Won't I, my pretty ?

I'm ten years older than your father, so I

shall be almost as good a chaperon as our

friend here ! Come along ! We'll go on to

Fiesch, and send a wire to tell your good

employer not to expect you ; and after that,

you shall go with me to the Eggishorn, or

wherever your ladyship pleases, hey?"

Philip had grown quite pale. He raised

his hat with an icy smile. " I see 1 am no

longer wanted," he said, stiffly. " I can do no

better than leave you, Miss Gray, in such

good hands. Perhaps Mr. Hardcastle will

accept my seat in the coupk; and, as no

reason remains for me to go out of my way,

I will wish you good-bye, and walk back to

Munfter."

" Oh, come," said Cousin Matt, placably

enough, now that the young man was routed,

and the little hand of Iris rested on his arm,

"we can't let you off like this after your

kind services."

Iris took a step forward. " Were you

going out of your way ? " she asked, earnestly,

of Philip.

" Whatever it was, it is out of my way

now," he replied, coldly. " You have shown

me too plainly how offensive I have made

myself to you. I should like you to know

the worst of me," he went on, addressing

Mr. Hardcastle. " I took an unfair advant

age of Miss Gray's confidence in me. This

morning I asked her to marry me. She

refused, as I might have expected. You

seem to have been sent purposely to save

her from the painful necessity of having any

thing more to do with me." He turned

again to Iris. " Good-bye," he said. " For

give me when you feel able."

"Cousin Matthew," she said, beseechingly.

He was looking straight into the young

man's eyes; his not very refined nature had



SECOND CLASS.

641

fastened upon precisely the point that it was

able to appreciate.

" He offered you marriage, did he ? " he

said, slowly. " Did he know that you were

going governessing ? "

" Yes," she breathed.

" What are your prospects, young man ? "

blurted out the guardian of Iris Gray.

" I have not the least objection to telling

you. I am junior partner in a firm of

solicitors with a fair practice. I have a

private income of five hundred a year, and 1

shall have more at my mother's death. I

am not rich, but I can afford to keep a

wife."

" And why did you say ' No'â��hey ? "

demanded Mr. Hardcastle, turning abruptly

to Iris.

She was trembling and scarlet. "Oh, Cousin

Matt, you don't understand !

whyâ��he asked me because

he thought" â�� she choked

back the tears. " Oh, I can:t

say it .... he thought he

had compromised me, and

that he was bound in

honour "

Philip's eyes flamed : he

made two steps towards her.

" How dare you say that ?

You know it is not true ! "

The reason

She looked at him terrified,

imploring ; he was holding

her eyes with his, and she

could not withdraw them.

"Tell the truth â�� tell the

truth," he said, savagely. " I

was merely a travelling con

venience, was I not ? You

are thanking Providence that

you have got rid of me so

satisfactorily. And the worst

of it is, I have nothing to

reproach you with : you be

haved perfectly all through :

you never gave me an in

stant's cause to hope that

you knew what I was feeling

and were sorry for me. But

â�� but â�� you did know, for

all that ! Dare you say

you did not know I loved you all the

while?"

Her lips moved, but she said nothing;

she was very white.

" You won't even speak to me!" said

Philip. " Perhaps that is best. You are the

heiress of a rich man now, so you are deprived

Vol. xvi.â��81

of what would have been the sole inducement

to become my wife. Good-byeâ��you see I

did tell the truth : you are going to the

Eggishorn after all."

He turned away up the road ; he had gone

ten paces, when her voice recalled him.

" Stop!"

He turned.

"I hate you," said Iris, with energy. "I

will never speak to you again."

He stood quite still, then he made one

stepâ��in her direction. She did not move ;

he made another hesitating step, looking in

her eyes all the while : then anotherâ��and

another.

Still she stood, and still Cousin Matt

stood, gazing on this remarkable episode

with entire bewilderment.

" At any rate," said Philip, tensely, when

he had come quite close, " you will not be

"HOW DARE YOU SAY THAT?"

able to forget me. You will never cross the

Furka again without thinking of me."

" I am sure I never shall," said Iris : and,

as he still waited, she gave him her hand.

" What am I to do with this ? " he asked,

as he took it in both his own.

" Keep it," she said, softly.
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LXI.â��MR. JOHN FOSTER ERASER. ROUND THE WORLD ON A BICYCLE.

BY J. P. BLAIR.

[Illustrated by Photographs taken dining the tour.}

ES, it is a tolerably long ride,

twenty thousand miles on a

bicycle, right across Europe

and Asia, and then right

across America, through

seventeen countries in all,

and taking over two years in the doingâ�� yes,

I suppose it is the longest ride on record,

and one that will be rather hard to beat."

So said Mr. Fraser to me as he lounged in

a big saddlebag chair in the smoking-room

of the Authors' Club, situated in that great

block of buildings overlooking the Thames

Embankment, and known as Whitehall

Court. He was smoking cigarettes and

sipping coffee, and

had his legs perched

up on another chair

- a long, slim, brown-

skinned, grey - eyed

man, evidently fond

of ease, and one who,

at the first glance, you

would never dream of

having accomplished

the wonderful feat of

bicycling clear round

the earth, undergoing

fearful hardships and

privations, fighting

with Moslems in

fanatical Persia,

struggling through the

fever-laden jungles of

Burma, and plodding

across the great un

known region of

Central China. The

drawn cheeks, hag

gard eyes, and strag

gling beard which

told the people of Shanghai what he had

undergone during the five months' journey

through the Celestial Empire are no more

to be seen. He has slipped back quite

readily into the ways of civilization, and

can dawdle down Piccadilly attracting no

attention.

back to England, I rea.iy did not think there

was much to be very cock-a-hoop over. Yet

everybody keeps on saying it was marvellous

and daring and brave, until, really, I am

beginning to think that Lunn and Lowe and

myself, the three who formed the expedition,

must be rather extraordinary chaps after all.

In another month I'll be saying myself it

was a wonderful ride."

" When did you first begin to have a

rough time ? " I asked.

MR. FOSTER FRASER AS HE IS TO-DAY.

fVoin a /JAw(o. by Gtfxon, Chicago.

" Oh," he laughed, in reply to a question

of mine, " I don't want to pose as being at

all modest about the ride. But when I got

" Well, we had nothing to complain of for

a monthâ��not until we got right across the

Continent to Southern Russia. There there

are no roads, you know, only rough cart-

tracks running any

how over the great

sandy, heaving

steppes. It was a

dreary land, and it

took us two months

to get across. Many

a day we were in

soft sand, and we

had to trudge hour

after hour till we

were weary. Only in

the big towns were

there hotels, and so

we had to sleep in

any foul, filthy hovels

we came upon.

Heavens, but the

miizjiks are a dirty

crowd ! We rarely

took off our clothes,

but just lay down

and stuck our hands

in our pockets, and

tiredness sent us to

sleep. Remember, we

spoke no Russian, and the country people

were very suspicious. At one place they

decided we were spies, and there was a fine

hullabaloo as we were marched off to the Chief

of Police. Of course, our papers explained

who we were, but the mob got fearfully

angry and wanted to administer summary

jurisdiction. We might have had a bad time

of it if the Chief had not sent along a number

of soldiers till we got clear of the town.
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unwieldy, there was much pressing, and we

had to push them back. Then they started.

It was just closing in dark, and we might

easily have been murdered and thrown into

the canal. So we jumped on board a junk,

and threatened the owner with death if he

didn't push off. He was in a frightful funk,

and could hardly loosen the ropes. A dash

was made by the mob for our junk. But

we kicked them and stamped on their

fingers while they tried to clamber aboard.

As soon as the junk moved off we were

fusilladed with stones. We crouched at the

bottom of the junk, and all the time I was

threatening to blow out the brains of the

man if he didn't get us into mid-stream and

keep quiet his yelling. So we got away.

He punted us outside the town and then,

running his boat ashore, jumped on the bank

and skedaddled. However, we didn't mind,

and we lay down in the boat all night. The

next morning the owner came back cautiously,

and bowed to the very ground in joy at the

money we gave him."

" Didn't you, Mr. Fraser, go across a part

of Central China alone ? "

" Yes, and by reputation, though perhaps

not in actuality, it was the most anti-foreign

part of China, the province of Hupeh. You

see, after leaving Burma we struck in a south

easterly direction to the city of Yunnan-sen,

then we struck away northerly to the great

town of Chung-King-fu. Then we were to

keep to the Yang-tzi Valley till Ichang

was reached, strike for Hankow, keep to

the Valley again till Wuhu was reached,

and from there make a bee-line for Shanghai.

As I told you, Lunn and Lowe were in weak

health, and at Ichang they decided to go to

Hankow by boat. So off I went across

Hupeh alone. The weather was frightful.

I lost my way, got up to my knees in slush,

I ripped my knickerbockers, my shoes gave

out, and I never washed or took off my wet

clothes for five days. Besides, I never had

anything to eat except badly cooked rice and

some green-stuff. The excitement I caused !

â��heavens, in the towns the streets were

simply packed with noisy throngs, not objec

tionable, but over-curious. At one small place

on the Yang-tzi I sniffed trouble. So I at

once palled up to the crowd, pretending to be

in great dismay that I had lost my pigtail,

and, catching hold of a man, said I would

cut off his. The Chinaman appreciates a

joke, and so it was all right with that

crowd. At another place I was pelted pretty

liberally with mud. Riding alone in the

rain along the dreary Yang-tzi bank, on

and on, long miles after long miles, was

hardly pleasant cycling. At Shasi, appro

priately called 'the terror of the Yang-

tzi,' because it is the worst town all along

the valley, where the Chinese periodically

wreck the mission - houses and make the

missionaries fly for their lives, I certainly

did expect trouble. Just on the outskirts of

the town the boatmen, about 200 of them,

came for me. Hitting a ' foreign devil' over

the head would have been great fun. They

were intent on being nasty. But the cycling

was good, and I just bent my head over the

handle-bars and scorched. It was dark by

the time I got to the city gates; also, it was

THE MANCHU CITY OF KIN-CHA-FW.



654

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

raining hard and folks were indoors. Happily,

I met a friendly Chinaman, who conducted

me by back lanes to the junk of the Imperial

Customs, where there was a wash and a good

dinner waiting me. While I was at Shasi I

walked four miles inland to Kin-cha-fu, a

Manchu city where foreigners are invariably

made me tea and fed me. And, oh, blessed

missionary, he produced a box of cigars ! I

think he just sat and looked at me, while I

wolfed his food and then smoked his cigars.

I was a pretty rough-looking beggar in those

days, shaggy and bearded. But I did appre

ciate his cigars : it was my first whiff of

MR. FRASER.

RELAXATION IN JAPAN.

hounded and beaten. I rather hoped for a

bit of excitement. But I was disappointed.

There wasn't a bad apple thrown. After that

I went, in as near a straight line as possible,

to Hankow. I rather think I went over a

long stretch of country where there had never

been a European

before. When I

reached the Han

River I got on

board a little boat,

and so escaped the

mob while I ate

some cold sweet

potatoes I had in

my pocket. I was

sitting there, when

suddenly among

the crowd there

appeared a parson,

black coat, white

choker, and all.

We looked at each

other ; then I

jumped ashore

and we shook

hands. He was a

missionary, and he

took me up to his

little crib, and

heaven. Then we talked by the hour, and

I'm afraid that day the souls of the poor

heathen were not looked after very much."

" On the whole, you wouldn't recommend

the average cyclist to go for a holiday in

China ? "

1IR. FRASER IN JAPAN.
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THE SHAH OF J'ERSIA.

From a private Photograph prctcntnl to J/r. Prater front the Shah Â» collection.

for five weeks, having a good time. Yes, we and again we were caught in snowstorms.

saw the Shah, and were entertained at the As a rule the people weren't bad ; but we

palace. Oh, the jewels were dazzling. The rarely got a decent place to sleep in. Some-

throne is valued at .Â£5,000,000,

and I sat in a gold chair studded

with diamonds worth at least

.Â£100,000."

" How did you get on with

the Persians ? "

"Both well and bad. You

see, they are very fanatical. At

Kum, a holy city, we had a

narrow escape. When we went

into the bazaars we were mobbed

and called ' Dogs of Christians'

and ' Sons of burnt fathers.'

Then the morning we left they

stoned us ; there was a perfect

hail of cobbles, and we had just

to sit tight with our heads over

the handle-bars and scud for

our dear lives. There were no

roads in Persia, but the desert

was hard, and the camels had

pushed aside the small stones,

so that there were always half-

a-dozen tracks stretching over

the desert like so many ribbons.

" It was a wild, bleak land.

Day after day we pressed on

away southwards to Ispahan,

the central capital, then to

Shiraz, and then down the rocks

to Bushire, on the coast. There

was no turning back. It was

January and February, and time

T11E UR1TISH *â�¢DEHr\*\li"*%?

THIt CVCUSTS
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times we lay down in a stable, sometimes

in a mud hovel ; we had usually to cook

our own food, and we were always cold and

inclined to be dejected.

" One night there was a really uncomfort

able experience. There was a great moun

tain called the Koli Kush to go over,

over 9,oooft. high. Koli Kush means the

' Shoulder of Death,'an appropriate name, for

hundreds of lives had been lost on it. We

had been cycling all day under a grey, cold

sky. We heard there had been snow in the

hills, but we wanted to reach Dehbid, on the

other side. Late in the afternoon we struck

into the mountains, and soon we came to

snow. There had been a caravan along

before us, and we progressed all right, though

we had to walk and drag our bicycles up the

icy slopes. Night closed in; a horseman

who was with us

to show the way

decamped, and we

were alone on the

mountains, com

pletely lost. The

three of us spread

out to find a trail,

and every now and

then we thought

we had struck it.

Then we were lost

again. The higher

we climbed the

deeper was the

snow. You've never

tried to carry a

heavily weighted

bicycle over 4ft. of

snow, have you ?

Well, it's not easy

work. We got down

right exhausted. At

times we stood and

listened for shouts.

But there was only

the roar of the gale

and the rustle of the

swishing snow. We

fired our revolvers

in the hope attention

might be called. But

no one answered.

Then we saw the

green eyes of wolves

prowling round. \Ve

had one or two shots

at them, and they

kept off. Well, on

we dragged and

pushed and staggered, until absolutely faint.

At two o'clock in the morning we came

across the telegraph-line that runs across

Persia to India. Then we abandoned our

bicycles and determined to follow from

post to post to Dehbid. But it was fear

fully dark, and we could never see the

next post on ahead. The snow was up

to our haunches, and we took turns in

making leg-holes for the others to follow in.

To each post we clung and rested. But the

idea of stopping had to be fought against.

It would have meant falling asleep, and that

would have meant death. So we went on.

" Once we thought we saw lights in the

distance. We left the poles and branched

off. But we were deceived. It was impos

sible to find a way back to the telegraph-

line. When we came to a wind-swept rock

KVSEK WITH A GROUT OF PKRSIAN ADMIRERS.
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LD JEM LISTER, of the

Susannah, was possessed of

two devilsâ��the love of strong

drink and avariceâ��and the

only thing the twain had in

common was to get a drink

without paying for it. When Mr. Lister paid

for a drink, the demon of avarice masquerading

as conscience preached a teetotal lecture, and

when he showed signs of profiting by it, the

demon of drink would send him hanging

round public-house doors cadging for drinks

in a way which his shipmates regarded as a

slur upon the entire ship's company. Many

a healthy thirst reared on salt beef and

tickled with strong tobacco had been spoiled

by the sight of Mr. Lister standing by the

entrance, with a propitiatory smile, waiting to

be invited in to share it, and on one occa

sion they had even seen him (him, Jem

Lister, A.B.) holding a horse's head, with

ulterior motives.

It was pointed out to Mr. Lister at last

that his conduct was reflecting discredit

upon men who were fully able to look after

themselves in that direction, without having

Vol xvi. -83.

any additional burden thrust upon them.

Bill Henshaw was the spokesman, and on

the score of violence (miscalled firmness)

his remarks left little to be desired. On the

score of profanity, Bill might recall with

pride that in the opinion of his fellows he

had left nothing unsaid.

" You ought to ha' been a member o'

Parliament, Bill," said Harry Lea, when he

had finished.

" It wants money," said Henshaw, shaking

his head.

Mr. Lister laughed, a senile laugh, but not

lacking in venom.

" That's what we've got to say," said

Henshaw, turning upon him suddenly. " If

there's anything I hate in this world, it's a

drinking miser. You know our opinion, and

the best thing you can do is to turn over a

new leaf now."

" Take us all in to the ' Goat and Com

passes,' " urged Lea; " bring out some o'

those sovrins you've been hoarding."

Mr. Lister gazed at him with frigid scorn,

and finding that the conversation still seemed

to centre round his unworthy person, went
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up on deck and sat glowering over the insults

which had been heaped upon him. His

futile wrath when Bill dogged his footsteps

ashore next day and revealed his character to

a bibulous individual whom he had almost

persuaded to be a Christianâ��from his point

of viewâ��bordered upon the maudlin, and

he wandered back to the ship, wild-eyed and

dry of throat.

For the next two months it was safe to say

that every drink he had he paid for. His

eyes got brighter and his complexion clearer,

nor was he as pleased as one of the other

sex might have been when the self-satisfied

Henshaw pointed out these improvements to

his companions, and claimed entire responsi

bility for them. It is probable that Mr.

Lister, under these circumstances, might in

time have lived down his taste for strong

drink, but that at just that time they shipped

a new cook.

He was a big, cadaverous young follow,

who looked too closely after his own interests

to be much of a favourite with the other

men forward. On the score of thrift, it was

soon discovered that he and Mr. Lister had

much in common, and the latter, pleased to

find a congenial spirit, was disposed to make

the most of him, and spent, despite the heat,

much of his spare time in the galley.

"You keep to it," said the greybeard,

impressively ; " money was made to be took

care of; if you don't spend your money,

you've always got it. I've always been a

saving manâ��what's the result ?"

The cook, waiting some time in patience

to be told, gently inquired what it was.

"'Ere am I," said Mr. Lister, good-

naturedly helping him to cut a cabbage, "at

the age of sixty-two with a bank-book down

below in my chest, with one hundered an'

ninety pounds odd in it"

" One 'undered and ninety pounds !" re

peated the cook, with awe.

The cook gasped, and with gentle firmness

took the cabbage from him as being unfit

work for a man of such wealth.

"To say nothing of other things," con

tinued Mr. Lister, with joyful appreciation of

the effect he was producing. " Altogether I've

got a little over four 'undered pounds."

" It's very nice," he said, slowly. " It's

very nice. You'll be able to live on it in

your old age."

"There's no old age for me," he said,

sadly ; " but you needn't tell them," and he

jerked his thumb towards the forecastle.

Mr. Lister shook his head mournfully, and

his eyes became humid.

" No, no," said the cook.

" I've never been one to talk over my

affairs," said Mr. Lister, in a low voice.

" I've never yet took fancy enough to any

body so to do. No, my lad, I'm saving ujj

for somebody else."

" What are you going to live on when

you're past work, then?" demanded the

other.

"Not going to live!" repeated the cook,

gazing uneasily at a knife by his side. " How

do you know ? "

Mr. Lister took him gently by the sleeve,

and his voice sank with the solemnity of his

subject: â�¢' I'm not going to have no old age,':

he said, resignedly.

" I went to a orsepittle in London," said

Mr. Lister. "I've been to two or three

altogether, while the money I've spent on

doctors is more than I like to think of,

and they're all surprised to think that I've

lived so long, I'm so chock-full o' com

plaints, that they tell me I can't live more

than two years, and I might go off at any

moment."

" Well, you've got money," said the cook.

" why don't you knock off work now and

spend the evenin' of your life ashore ? Why-

should you save up for your relatives ? "

" I've got -no relatives," said Mr. Lister :

" I'm all alone. I 'spose I shall leave my

money to some nice young feller, and I hope

it'll do 'im good."

" I s'pose you take medicine ? " he said, at

length.

With the dazzling thoughts which flashed

through the cook's brain the cabbage dropped

violently into the saucepan, and a shower of

cooling drops fell on both men.

"A little rum," said Mr. Lister, faintly;

" the doctors tell me that it is the only thing

that keeps me upâ��o' course, the chaps down

there"â��he indicated the forecastle again

with a jerk of his head â�� "accuse me o'

taking too much."

" What do ye take any notice of 'em for ? "

inquired the other, indignantly.

" I 'spose it is foolish," admitted Mr.

Lister; " but I don't like being misunder

stood. I keep my troubles to myself as a

rule, cook. I don't know what's made me

talk to you like this. I 'card the other day

you was keeping company with a young

woman."

" Well, I won't say as I ain't," replied the

other, busying himself over the fire.

" /in' the best thing, too, my lad," said the

old man, warmly. " It keeps you stiddy,

keeps you out of public-'ouses ; not as they
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ain't good in moderationâ��I 'ope you'll be

'appy."

The cook thanked him, and noticed that

Mr. Lister was fidgeting with a piece of

paper.

"A little something I wrote the other

day," said the old man, catching his eye.

" If I let you see it, will you promise not to

tell a soul about it, and not to give me no

thanks?"

The wondering cook promised, and, the

old man being somewhat emphatic on the

subject, backed 'his promise with a home

made affidavit of singular power and pro

fanity.

" Here it is, then," said Mr. Lister.

The cook took the paper, and as he read

the letters danced before him. He blinked

Mr. Lister waved it away again. " Keep

it," he said, simply; "while you've got it on

you, you'll know it's safe."

From this moment a friendship sprang up

between the two men which puzzled the

remainder of the crew not a little. The

attitude of the cook was as that of a son to

a father: the benignancy of Mr. Lister

beautiful to behold. It was noticed, too,

that he had abandoned the reprehensible

practice of hanging round tavern doors in

favour of going inside and drinking the

cook's health.

For about six months the cook, although

always in somewhat straitened circumstances,

was well content with the tacit bargain, and

then, bit by bit, the character of Mr. Lister

was revealed to him. It was not a nice

"AS HE READ THE LETTERS DANCED BEKURE HIM."

his eyes and started again, slowly. In plain

black and white and nondescript-coloured

finger-marks, Mr. Lister, after a general state

ment as to his bodily and mental health, left

the whole of his estate to the cook. The

will was properly dated and witnessed, and

the cook's voice shook with excitement and

emotion as he offered to hand it back.

" I don't know what I've done for you to

do this," he said.

character, but subtle; and when he made

the startling discovery that a will could

be rendered invalid by the simple pro

cess of making another one the next day,

he became as a man possessed. When

he ascertained that Mr. Lister when at

home had free quarters at the house of a

married niece, he used to sit about alone,

and try and think of ways and means

of securing capital sunk in a concern
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which seemed to show no signs of being

wound-up.

" I've got a touch of the 'art again, lad,"

said the elderly invalid, as they sat alone in

the forecastle one night at Seacole.

" You move about too much," said the

cook. " Why not turn in and rest ? "

Mr. Lister, who had not expected this,

fidgeted. " I think I'll go ashore a bit and

try the air," he said, suggestively. " I'll just

go as far as the ' Black Horse ' and back.

You won't have me long now, my lad."

" No, I know," said the cook; " that's

what's worrying me a bit."

" Don't worry about me," said the old man,

pausing with his hand on the other's shoulder ;

" I'm not worth it. Don't look so glum,

lad."

" I've got something on my mind, Jem,"

said the cook, staring straight in front of

him.

" What is it ? " inquired Mr. Lister.

relief to die," continued the other, " only you

was afraid to commit suicide?"

" Well ? " said Mr. Lister.

" It used to worry me," continued the cook,

earnestly. " I used to say to myself, ' Poor old

Jem,' I ses, 'why should 'e suffer like this

when he wants to die ? It seemed 'ard.'"

" It is 'ard," said Mr. Lister, " but what

about it ? "

The other made no reply, but looking at

him for the first time, surveyed him with a

troubled expression.

"What about it ?" repeated Mr. Lister, with

some emphasis.

" You did say you wanted to die, didn't

you ?" said the cook. " Now supposeâ��

supposeâ��

" Suppose what ? " inquired the old man,

sharply. " Why don't you say what you're

agoing to say ? "

" Suppose," said the cook, " someone what

liked you, Jemâ��what liked you, mindâ��'eard

"you AIN'T PELT NO PAIN LATELY, 'AVE YOU, JEM?"

" You know what you told me about those

pains in your inside ? " said the cook, without

looking at him.

Jem groaned and felt his side.

" And what you said about its being a

you say this over and over again, an' see

you sufferin' and 'card you groanin' and not

able to do nothin' for you except lend you

a few shillings here and there for medi

cine, or stand you a few glasses o' rum ;
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suppose they knew a chap in a chemist's

shop ? "

" Suppose they did ? " said the other, turn

ing pale.

" A chap what knows all about p'isons,"

continued the cook, " p'isons what a man can

take without knowing it in 'is grub. Would

it be wrong, do you think, if that friend I was

speaking about put it in your food to put you

out of your misery ? "

" Wrong" said Mr. Lister, with glassy eyes.

" Wrong. Look 'ere, cook "

"I don't mean anything to give 'im pain,"

said the other, waving his hand; "you ain't

felt no pain lately, 'ave you, Jem ? "

" Do you mean to say " shouted Mr.

Lister.

" I don't mean to say anything," said the

cook. "Answer my question. You ain't

felt no pain lately, 'ave you ? "

" Have â�� youâ�� been â�� puttingâ��p'isonâ��

inâ��myâ��wittles ?" demanded Mr. Lister, in

trembling accents.

" If 1 'ad, Jem, supposin' that I "ad," said

the cook, in accents of reproachful surprise,

" do you mean to say that you'd mind ? "

" MIND," said Mr. Lister, with fervour.

"I'd 'ave you 'ung !"

" But you said you wanted to die," said

the surprised cook.

Mr. Lister swore at him with startling

vigour. "I'll 'ave you 'ung," he repeated,

wildly.

" Me," said the cook, artlessly. " What

for ? "

"For giving me p'ison," said Mr. Lister,

frantically. " Do you think you can deceive

me by your roundabouts? Do you think I

can't see through you?"

The other with a sphinx-like smile sat un

moved. " Prove it," he said, darkly. " But

supposin' if anybody 'ad been givin' you

p'ison, would you like to take something to

prevent its acting ? "

" I'd take gallons of it," said Mr. Lister,

feverishly.

The other sat pondering, while the old

man watched him anxiously. " It's a pity

you don't know your own mind, Jem," he

said, at length; " still, you know your own

business best. But it's very expensive stuff."

" How much ? " inquired the other.

" Well, they won't sell more than two

shillingsworth at a time," said the cook, try

ing to speak carelessly, " but if you like to

let me 'ave the money, I'll go ashore to the

chemist's and get the first lot now."

Mr. Lister's face was a study in emotions,

which the other tried in vain to decipher.

Then he slowly extracted the amount from

his trousers-pocket, and handed it over with

out a word.

"I'll go at once," said the cook, with a

little feeling, "and I'll never take a man at

his word again, Jem."

He ran blithely up on deck, and stepping

ashore, spat on the coins for luck and

dropped them in his pocket. Down below,

Mr. Lister, with his chin in his hand, sat in

a state of mind pretty evenly divided between

rage and fear.

The cook, who was in no mood for

company, missed the rest of the crew by two

public-houses, and having purchased a baby's

teething powder and removed the label, had

a congratulatory drink or two before going

on board again. A chatter of voices from

the forecastle warned him that the crew had

returned, but the tongues ceased abruptly

as he descended, and three pairs of eyes

surveyed him in grim silence.

" What's up?" he demanded.

"Wot 'ave you been doin' to poor old

Jem?" demanded llenshaw, sternly.

" Nothin'," said the other, shortly.

" You ain't been p'isoning 'im? " demanded

Henshaw.

"Certainly not," said the cook, emphati

cally.

" He ses you told 'im you p'isoned 'im,"

said Henshaw, solemnly, " and 'e give you

two shillings to get something to cure 'im.

It's too late now."

" What ? " stammered the bewildered cook.

He looked round anxiously at the men.

They were all very grave, and the silence

became oppressive.

" Where is he ? " he demanded.

Henshaw and the others exchanged glances.

" He's gone mad," said he, slowly.

"Mad?" repeated the horrified cook, and,

seeing the aversion of the crew, in a broken

voice he narrated the way in which he had

been victimized.

" Well, you've done it now," said Henshaw,

when he had finished. " He's gone right orf

'is 'ed."

" Where is he?" inquired the cook.

"Where you can't follow him," said the

other, slowly.

" Heaven ?" hazarded the unfortunate

cook.

" Oh, can't I foller 'im ?" said the cook,

starting up. " I'll soon 'ave 'im out o' that."

" No ; skipper's bunk," said Lea.

" Better leave 'im alone," said Henshaw.

" He was that wild we couldn't do nothing

with 'im, singing an' larfin' and crying
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" 'HE'S GONE MAD,' SAID HE, SLOWLY."

all together â�� I certainly thought he was

p'isoned."

" I'll swear I ain't touched him," said the

cook.

" Well, you've upset his reason," said

Hen.shaw; " there'll be an awful row when

the skipper comes aboard and finds 'im in

'is bed."

" Well, come an' 'elp me to get 'im out,"

said the cook.

" I ain't going to be mixed up in it," said

Henshaw, shaking his head.

" Don't you, Bill," said the other two.

" Wot the skipper'll say I don't know,"

said Henshaw ; " anyway, it'll be said to you,

not us."

" I'll go an' get 'im out if 'e was five mad

men," said the cook, compressing his lips.

"You'll have to carry 'im out, then," said

Henshaw. " I don't wish you no 'arm, cook,

and perhaps it would be as well to get 'im

out afore the skipper or mate comes aboard.

If it was me, I know what I should do."

" What ? " inquired the cook, breathlessly.

" Draw a sack over his head," said

Henshaw, impressively; " he'll scream like

blazes as soon as you touch him, and rouse

the folks ashore if you don't. Besides that,

if you draw it well down it'll keep his arms

fast."

The cook thanked him fervently, and

routing out a sack, rushed hastily on

deck, his departure being the signal for

Mr. Henshaw and his friends to make pre

parations for retiring for the night so hastily

as almost to savour of panic.

The cook, after a hasty glance ashore,

went softly below with his sack over his arm

and felt his way in the darkness to the

skipper's bunk. The sound of deep and

regular breathing reassured him, and without

undue haste he opened the mouth of the

sack and gently raised the sleeper's head.

" Eh ? Wha " began a sleepy voice.

The next moment the cook had bagged

him, and gripping him tightly round the

middle, turned a deaf ear to the smothered

cries of his victim as he strove to lift him

out of the bunk. In the exciting time which

followed, he had more than one reason for

thinking that he had caught a centipede.

"Now, you keep still," he cried, breath

lessly. " I'm not going to hurt you."

He got his burden out of bed at last, and

staggered to the foot of the companion-

ladder with it. Then there was a halt, two

legs sticking obstinately across the narrow

way and refusing to be moved, while a

furious humming proceeded from the other

end of the sack.

Four times did the exhausted cook get

his shoulder under his burden and try and

push it up the ladder, and four times, did

it wriggle and fight its way down again.

Half crazy with fear and rage, he essayed it

for the fifth time, and had got it half-way up
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when there was a sudden exclamation of

surprise from above, and the voice of the

mate sharply demanding an explanation.

" What the blazes are you up to ? " he

cried.

" It's all right, sir," said the panting cook ;

" old Jem's had a drop too much and got

The mate struck a match and looked down.

"Take that sack off," he demanded,

sternly.

The cook placed his burden upon its feet,

and running up the ladder stood by the mate

shivering. The latter struck another match,

and the twain watched in breathless silence

" HE STROVE TO LIFT HIM OUT OF THE BUNK.

down aft, and I'm getting 'im for'ard

again."

" Jem ? " said the astonished mate. " Why,

he's sitting up here on the fore-hatch. He

came aboard with me."

" Sitting," began the horrified cook ; " sit

â��oh, lor!"

He stood with his writhing burden wedged

between his body and the ladder, and looked

up despairingly at the mate.

" I'm afraid I've made a mistake," he said,

in a trembling voice.

the writhings of the strange creature below

as the covering worked slowly upwards. In

the fourth match it got free, and revealed the

empurpled visage of the master of the

Susannah. For the fraction of a second the

cook gazed at him in speechless horror, and

then, with a hopeless cry, sprang ashore and

ran for it, hotly pursued by his enraged

victim. At the time of sailing he was still

absent, and the skipper, loth to part two such

friends, sent Mr. James Lister, at the urgent

request of the anxious crew, to look for him.
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raining hard and folks were indoors. Happily,

I met a friendly Chinaman, who conducted

me by back lanes to the junk of the Imperial

Customs, where there was a wash and a good

dinner waiting me. While I was at Shasi I

walked four miles inland to Kin-cha-fu, a

Manchu city where foreigners are invariably

made me tea and fed me. And, oh, blessed

missionary, he produced a box of cigars ! I

think he just sat and looked at me, while I

wolfed his food and then smoked his cigars.

I was a pretty rough-looking beggar in those

days, shaggy and bearded. But I did appre

ciate his cigars : it was my first whiff of

MR. FRASER.

RELAXATION IN JAl'AN.

hounded and beaten. I rather hoped for a

bit of excitement. But I was disappointed.

There wasn't a bad apple thrown. After that

I went, in as near a straight line as possible,

to Hankow. I rather think I went over a

long stretch of country where there had never

been a European

before. When I

reached the Han

River I got on

board a little boat,

and so escaped the

mob while 1 ate

some cold sweet

potatoes I had in

my pocket. I was

sitting there, when

suddenly among

the crowd there

appeared a parson,-

black coat, white

choker, and all.

We looked at each

other; then I

jumped ashore

and we shook

hands. He was a

missionary, and he

took me up to his

little crib, and

heaven. Then we talked by the hour, and

I'm afraid that day the souls of the poor

heathen were not looked after very much."

"On the whole, you wouldn't recommend

the average cyclist to go for a holiday in

China?"

AIR. FRASER IN JAPAN.
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THE BEAUTIFUL LETOW DALL-KOOM.

Almost blinded by the darkness, and

frightened by the eerie echo of his own foot

steps, the visitor first enters some colossal

chambers hollowed out by the labourer in

the ordinary course of mining after a plan

Vol. xvi._84.

laid down by some master mind. He almost

loses himself in the expanse of the Letow

ball-room, which with its solid mural decora

tion, illuminated galleries, stalwart pillars,

and shining chandeliers, is indeed a fit

ANOTHER VIEW OF THE BALL-ROOM.
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IN THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS.

said ; " but tell me, do you feel better or

worse in health now it is all over ? "

"Ten times better; yes, I can say that,"

replied the record breaker, with insistence.

" Remember, not one of us are cyclists in

a professional sense ; we are just chaps

fond of bicycling. Of course, we had an

occasional breakdown, and the rotting of

our pneumatic tyres was the cause of much

bad language. Between the three of us

we used up eighteen

sets of tyres during

the ride. We didn't

just race scorcher-like

through the different

countries ; we took

our time. Education

ally, I don't know a

better way for a man

to see a country than

to ride through it on

a bicycle. I have

collected an immense

mass of data, which

I am, this winter,

throwing at the heads

of various learned

societies."

"Of course, there

is to be a book?" I

inquired.

" Of course."

"I suppose,

Mr. Eraser, I sup

pose ," and here

I hesitated, for I

knew I was treading

on delicate groundâ��

" I suppose, that is â�� is it true you fell

in love with and married an American

lady while you were crossing the United

States ? "

Mr. Fraser twisted in his chair. " Ix>ok

here," he said, " that isn't fair; we

were to talk about cycling round the

world, not my matrimonial experiences."

Then he turned in his chair again, and

laughing, he said, " Well, yes, it is true.

The American woman

is the most charming

woman in the world

â�� Mrs. Fraser is the

most charming of all

American women.

There ! is that what

you wanted me to

say ? " and he laughed

once more. "Anyway,

you must come and

dine with us some

night. We live in a

house we've christ

ened 'The Den,' in

Culverden Road, in

the plebeian region of

Balham."

MR. I i. , -I I. -. AMERICAN I !,[;>:.

/â�¢Vom a !â�¢"â�¢!â�¢ lit OurtiM. Seattle. lriiÂ«AiiM<<Â»t

And soon after I

left this long, lanky,

tousle-haired, fair-fea

tured Scot. He was

quietly grumbling

when I came away,

for all his cigarettes

were finished, and he

was too lazy to go out

and buy more.



BY W. W. JACOBS.

1LD JEM LISTER, of the

Susannah, was possessed of

two devilsâ��the love of strong

drink and avariceâ��and the

only thing the twain had in

common was to get a drink

without paying for it. When Mr. Lister paid

for a drink, the demon of avarice masquerading

as conscience preached a teetotal lecture, and

when he showed signs of profiting by it, the

demon of drink would send him hanging

round public-house doors cadging for drinks

in a way which his shipmates regarded as a

slur upon the entire ship's company. Many

a healthy thirst reared on salt beef and

tickled with strong tobacco had been spoiled

by the sight of Mr. Lister standing by the

entrance, with a propitiatory smile, waiting to

be invited in to share it, and on one occa

sion they had even seen him (him, Jem

Lister, A.B.) holding a horse's head, with

ulterior motives.

It was pointed out to Mr. Lister at last

that his conduct was reflecting discredit

upon men who were fully able to look after

themselves in that direction, without having

Vol xvi, -83.

any additional burden thrust upon them.

Bill Henshaw was the spokesman, and on

the score of violence (miscalled firmness)

his remarks left little to be desired. On the

score of profanity, Bill might recall with

pride that in the opinion of his fellows he

had left nothing unsaid.

" You ought to ha' been a member o'

Parliament, Bill," said Harry Lea, when he

had finished.

" It wants money," said Henshaw, shaking

his head.

Mr. Lister laughed, a senile laugh, but not

lacking in venom.

"That's what we've got to say," said

Henshaw, turning upon him suddenly. "If

there's anything I hate in this world, it's a

drinking miser. You know our opinion, and

the best thing you can do is to turn over a

new leaf now."

" Take us all in to the ' Goat and Com

passes,'" urged Lea; "bring out some o'

those sovrins you've been hoarding."

Mr. Lister gazed at him with frigid scorn,

and finding that the conversation still seemed

to centre round his unworthy person, went
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up on deck and sat glowering over the insults

which had been heaped upon him. His

futile wrath when Bill dogged his footsteps

ashore next day and revealed his character to

a bibulous individual whom he had almost

persuaded to be a Christianâ��from his point

of viewâ��bordered upon the maudlin, and

he wandered back to the ship, wild-eyed and

dry of throat.

For the next two months it was safe to say

that every drink he had he paid for. His

eyes got brighter and his complexion clearer,

nor was he as pleased as one of the other

sex might have been when the self-satisfied

Henshaw pointed out these improvements to

his companions, and claimed entire responsi

bility for them. It is probable that Mr.

Lister, under these circumstances, might in

time have lived down his taste for strong

drink, but that at just that time they shipped

a new cook.

He was a big, cadaverous young fellow,

who looked too closely after his own interests

to be much of a favourite with the other

men forward. On the score of thrift, it was

soon discovered that he and Mr. Lister had

much in common, and the latter, pleased to

find a congenial spirit, was disposed to make

the most of him, and spent, despite the heat,

much of his spare time in the galley.

"You keep to it," said the greybeard,

impressively ; " money was made to be took

care of; if you don't spend your money,

you've always got it. I've always been a

saving manâ��what's the result ? "

The cook, waiting some time in patience

to be tolcl, gently inquired what it was.

"'Ere am I," said Mr. Lister, good-

naturedly helping him to cut a cabbage, "at

the age of sixty-two with a bank-book down

below in my chest, with one hundered an'

ninety pounds odd in it"

" One 'undered and ninety pounds !" re

peated the cook, with awe.

"To say nothing of other things," con

tinued Mr. Lister, with joyful appreciation of

the effect he was producing. " Altogether I've

got a little over four 'undered pounds."

The cook gasped, and with gentle firmness

took the cabbage from him as being unfit

work for a man of such wealth.

" It's very nice," he said, slowly. " It's

very nice. You'll be able to live on it in

your old age."

Mr. Lister shook his head mournfully, and

his eyes became humid.

"There's no old age for me," he said,

sadly ; " but you needn't tell them," and he

jerked his thumb towards the forecastle.

" No, no," said the cook.

" I've never been one to talk over my

affairs," said Mr. Lister, in a low voice.

" I've never yet took fancy enough to any

body so to do. No, my lad, I'm saving up

for somebody else."

"What are you going to live on when

you're past work, then ?" demanded the

other.

Mr. Lister took him gently by the sleeve,

and his voice sank with the solemnity of his

subject: " I'm not going to have no old age,''

he said, resignedly.

" Not going to live!" repeated the cook,

gazing uneasily at a knife by his side. " How

do you know?"

" I went to a orsepittle in London," said

Mr. Lister. " I've been to two or three

altogether, while the money I've spent on

doctors is more than I like to think of,

and they're all surprised to think that I've

lived so long, I'm so chock-full o' com

plaints, that they tell me I can't live more

than two years, and I might go off at any

moment."

"Well, you've got money," said the cook.

" why don't you knock off work now and

spend the evenin' of your life ashore ? Why

should you save up for your relatives ? "

" I've got no relatives," said Mr. Lister :

" I'm all alone. I 'spose I shall leave my

money to some nice young feller, and I hope

it'll do 'im good."

With the dazzling thoughts which flashed

through the cook's brain the cabbage dropped

violently into the saucepan, and a shower of

cooling drops fell on both men.

" I s'pose you take medicine ? " he said, at

length.

"A little rum," said Mr. Lister, faintly ;

" the doctors tell me that it is the only thing

that keeps me upâ��o' course, the chaps down

there"â��he indicated the forecastle again

with a jerk of his head â�� "accuse me o'

taking too much." .

" What do ye take any notice of 'em for ? "

inquired the other, indignantly.

" I 'spose it is foolish," admitted Mr.

Lister; " but I don't like being misunder

stood. I keep my troubles to myself as a

rule, cook. I don't know what's made me

talk to you like this. I 'card the other day

you was keeping company with a young

woman."

" Well, I won't say as I ain't," replied the

other, busying himself over the fire.

" An' the best thing, too, my lad," said the

old man, warmly. " It keeps you stiddy,

keeps you out of public-'ouses ; not as they
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ain't good in moderationâ��I 'ope you'll be

'appy."

The cook thanked him, and noticed that

Mr. Lister was fidgeting with a piece of

paper.

"A little something I wrote the other

day," said the old man, catching his eye.

" If I let you see it, will you promise not to

tell a soul about it, and not to give me no

thanks ? "

The wondering cook promised, and, the

old man being somewhat emphatic on the

subject, backed 'his promise with a home

made affidavit of singular power and pro

fanity.

" Here it is, then," said Mr. Lister.

The cook took the paper, and as he read

the letters danced before him. He blinked

Mr. Lister waved it away again. " Keep

it," he said, simply; "while you've got it on

you, you'll know it's safe."

From this moment a friendship sprang up

between the two men which puzzled the

remainder of the crew not a little. The

attitude of the cook was as that of a son to

a father: the benignancy of Mr. Lister

beautiful to behold. It was noticed, too,

that he had abandoned the reprehensible

practice of hanging round tavern doors in

favour of going inside and drinking the

cook's health.

For about six months the cook, although

always in somewhat straitened circumstances,

was well content with the tacit bargain, and

then, bit by bit, the character of Mr. Lister

was revealed to him. It was not a nice

"AS HE READ THE LETTERS DANCED BEFORE HIM."

his eyes and started again, slowly. In plain

black and white and nondescript-coloured

finger-marks, Mr. Lister, after a general state

ment as to his bodily and mental health, left

the whole of his estate to the cook. The

will was properly dated and witnessed, and

the cook's voice shook with excitement and

emotion as he offered to hand it back.

" I don't know what I've done for you to

do this," he said.

character, but subtle; and when he made

the startling discover)' that a will could

be rendered invalid by the simple pro

cess of making another one the next day,

he became as a man possessed. When

he ascertained that Mr. Lister when at

home had free quarters at the house of a

married niece, he used to sit about alone,

and try and think of ways and means

of securing capital sunk in a concern
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which seemed to show no signs of being

wound-up.

" I've got a touch of the 'art again, lad,"

said the elderly invalid, as they sat alone in

the forecastle one night at Seacole.

" You move about too much," said the

cook. " Why not turn in and rest ? "

Mr. Lister, who had not expected this,

fidgeted. " I think I'll go ashore a bit and

try the air," he said, suggestively. " I'll just

go as far as the ' Black Horse ' and back.

You won't have me long now, my lad."

"No, I know," said the cook; "that's

what's worrying me a bit."

" Don't worry about me," said the old man,

pausing with his hand on the other's shoulder ;

" I'm not worth it. Don't look so glum,

lad."

" I've got something on my mind, Jem,"

said the cook, staring straight in front of

him.

" What is it ? " inquired Mr. Lister.

relief to die," continued the other, " only you

was afraid to commit suicide ? "

" Well ? " said Mr. Lister.

" It used to worry me," continued the cook,

earnestly. " I used to say to myself, ' Poor old

Jem,' I ses, 'why should 'e .suffer like this

when he wants to die? It seemed 'ard.'"

" It is 'ard," said Mr. Lister, " but what

about it ? "

The other made no reply, but looking at

him for the first time, surveyed him with a

troubled expression.

" What about it ?" repeated Mr. Lister, with

some emphasis.

" You did say you wanted to die, didn't

you ? " said the cook. " Now supposeâ��

supposeâ��

" Suppose what ? " inquired the old man,

sharply. " Why don't you say what you're

agoing to say ? "

" Suppose," said the cook, " someone what

liked you, Jemâ��what liked you, mindâ��'card

"YOU AIN'T FELT NO TAIN LATELY, 'AVE YOU, JEM?"

" You know what you told me about those

pains in your inside ? " said the cook, without

looking at him.

Jem groaned and felt his side.

" And what you said about its being a

you say this over and over again, an' see

you sufferin' and 'card you groanin' and not

able to do nothin' for you except lend you

a few shillings here and there for medi

cine, or stand you a few glasses o' rum ;
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suppose they knew a chap in a chemist's

shop?"

" Suppose they did ? " said the other, turn

ing pale.

" A chap what knows all about p'isons,"

continued the cook, "p'isons what a man can

take without knowing it in 'is grub. Would

it be wrong, do you think, if that friend I was

speaking about put it in your food to put you

out of your misery ?"

" Wrong" said Mr. Lister, with glassy eyes.

" Wrong. Look 'ere, cook- "

"I don't mean anything to give 'im pain,"

said the other, waving his hand ; " you ain't

felt no pain lately, 'ave you, Jem ? "

Lister.

" Do you mean to say " shouted Mr.

" I don't mean to say anything," said the

cook. "Answer my question. You ain't

felt no pain lately, 'ave you ? "

" Have â�� youâ�� beenâ��puttingâ��p'isonâ��

inâ��myâ�� wittles ? " demanded Mr. Lister, in

trembling accents.

'' If I 'ad, Jem, supposin' that I 'ad," said

the cook, in accents of reproachful surprise,

" do you mean to say that you'd mind ? "

" MIND," said Mr. Lister, with fervour.

" I'd 'ave you 'ung !"

" But you said you wanted to die," said

the surprised cook.

Mr. Lister swore at him with startling

vigour. " I'll 'ave you 'ung," he repeated,

wildly.

" Me," said the cook, artlessly. " What

for ? "

" For giving me p'ison," said Mr. Lister,

frantically. " Do you think you can deceive

me by your roundabouts ? Do you think I

can't see through you ? "

The other with a sphinx-like smile sat un

moved. " Prove it," he said, darkly. " But

supposin' if anybody 'ad been givin' you

p'ison, would you like to take something to

prevent its acting ? "

" I'd take gallons of it," said Mr. Lister,

feverishly.

The other sat pondering, while the old

man watched him anxiously. " It's a pity

you don't know your own mind, Jem," he

said, at length ; " still, you know your own

business best. But it's very expensive stuff."

" How much ? " inquired the other.

"Well, they won't sell more than two

shillingsworth at a time," said the cook, try

ing to speak carelessly, " but if you like to

let me 'ave the money, I'll go ashore to the

chemist's and get the first lot now."

Mr. Lister's face was a study in emotions,

which the other tried in vain to decipher.

Then he slowly extracted the amount from

his trousers-pocket, and handed it over with

out a word.

" I'll go at once," said the cook, with a

little feeling, "and I'll never take a man at

his word again, Jem."

He ran blithely up on deck, and stepping

ashore, spat on the coins for luck and

dropped them in his pocket. Down below,

Mr. Lister, with his chin in his hand, sat in

a state of mind pretty evenly divided between

rage and fear.

The cook, who was in no mood for

company, missed the rest of the crew by two

public-houses, and having purchased a baby's

teething powder and removed the label, had

a congratulatory drink or two before going

on board again. A chatter of voices from

the forecastle warned him that the crew had

returned, but the tongues ceased abruptly

as he descended, and three pairs of eyes

surveyed him in grim silence.

" What's up?" he demanded.

"Wot 'ave you been doin' to poor old

Jem ? " demanded Henshaw, sternly.

" Nothin'," said the other, shortly.

" You ain't been p'isoning 'im? " demanded

Henshaw.

"Certainly not," said the cook, emphati

cally.

" He ses you told 'im you p'isoned 'im,"

said Henshaw, solemnly, " and 'e give you

two shillings to get something to cure 'im.

It's too late now."

" What ? " stammered the bewildered -cook.

He looked round anxiously at the men.

They were all very grave, and the silence

became oppressive.

" Where is he ? " he demanded.

Henshaw and the others exchanged glances.

" He's gone mad," said he, slowly.

" Mad ? " repeated the horrified cook, and,

seeing the aversion of the crew, in a broken

voice he narrated the way in which he had

been victimized.

" Well, you've done it now," said Henshaw,

when he had finished. " He's gone right orf

'is 'ed."

" Where is he?" inquired the cook.

"Where you can't follow him," said the

other, slowly.

" Heaven ?" hax.arded the unfortunate

cook.

" No ; skipper's bunk," said Lea.

" Better leave 'im alone," said Henshaw.

" He was that wild we couldn't do nothing

with 'im, singing an' larfin' and crying

"Oh, can't I foller 'im?" said the cook,

starting up. " I'll soon 'ave 'im out o' that."
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HES CONE MAD, SAID HE, SLOWLY.

all together â�� I certainly thought he was

p'isoned."

" I'll swear I ain't touched him," said the

cook.

" Well, you've upset his reason," said

Henshaw; " there'll be an awful row when

the skipper conies aboard and finds 'im in

'is bed."

" Well, come an' 'elp me to get 'im out,"

said the cook.

" I ain't going to be mixed up in it," said

Henshaw, shaking his head.

" Don't you, Bill," said the other two.

"Wot the skipper'll say I don't know,"

said Henshaw ; " anyway, it'll be said to you,

not us."

" I'll go an' get 'im out if 'e was five mad

men," said the cook, compressing his lips.

" You'll have to carry 'im out, then," said

Henshaw. " I don't wish you no 'arm, cook,

and perhaps it would be as well to get 'im

out afore the skipper or mate comes aboard.

If it was me, I know what I should do."

" Draw a sack over his head," said

Henshaw, impressively; " he'll scream like

blazes as soon as you touch him, and rouse

the folks ashore if you don't. Besides that,

if you draw it well down it'll keep his arms

fast."

" What ? " inquired the cook, breathlessly.

The cook thanked him fervently, and

routing out a sack, rushed hastily on

deck, his departure being the signal for

Mr. Henshaw and his friends to make pre

parations for retiring for the night so hastily

as almost to savour of panic.

The cook, after a hasty glance ashore,

went softly below with his sack over his arm

and felt his way in the darkness to the

skipper's bunk. The sound of deep and

regular breathing reassured him, and without

undue haste he opened the mouth of the

sack and gently raised the sleeper's head.

" Eh ? Wha " began a sleepy voice.

The next moment the cook had bagged

him, and gripping him tightly round the

middle, turned a deaf ear to the smothered

cries of his victim as he strove to lift him

out of the bunk. In the exciting time which

followed, he had more than one reason for

thinking that he had caught a centipede.

"Now, you keep still," he cried, breath

lessly. " I'm not going to hurt you."

He got his burden out of bed at last, and

staggered to the foot of the companion-

ladder with it. Then there was a halt, two

legs sticking obstinately across the narrow

way and refusing to be moved, while a

furious humming proceeded from the other

end of the sack.

Four times did the exhausted cook get

his shoulder under his burden and try and

push it up the ladder, and four times, did

it wriggle and fight its way down again.

Half crazy with fear and rage, he essayed it

for the fifth time, and had got it half-way up
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when there was a sudden exclamation of

surprise from above, and the voice of the

mate sharply demanding an explanation.

" What the blazes are you up to ? " he

cried.

" It's all right, sir," said the panting cook ;

" old Jem's had a drop too much and got

The mate struck a match and looked down.

"Take that sack off," he demanded,

sternly.

The cook placed his burden upon its feet,

and running up the ladder stood by the mate

shivering. The latter struck another match,

and the twain watched in breathless silence

HE STROVE TO LIFT HIM OUT OF THE BUNK.

down aft, and I'm getting 'im for'ard

again."

" Jem ? " said the astonished mate. " Why,

he's sitting up here on the fore-hatch. He

came aboard with me."

" Sitting," began the horrified cook ; " sit

â��oh, lor!"

He stood with his writhing burden wedged

between his body and the ladder, and looked

up despairingly at the mate.

" I'm afraid I've made a mistake," he said,

in a trembling voice.

the writhings of the strange creature below

as the covering worked slowly upwards. In

the fourth match it got free, and revealed the

empurpled visage of the master of the

Susannah. For the fraction of a second the

cook gazed at him in speechless horror, and

then, with a hopeless cry, sprang ashore and

ran for it, hotly pursued by his enraged

victim. At the time of sailing he was still

absent, and the skipper, loth to part two such

friends, sent Mr. James Lister, at the urgent

request of the anxious crew, to look for him.



A City of Salt.

BY JAMES WALTER SMITH.

Illustrations from Photographs specially taken by George Nevines, Ltd., with the permission and aid of the

Austro-Hiingarian Government.

T would take at least three

weeks to visit every portion of

this marvellous city. Men

have worked in its hollows for

centuries, leaving it as a legacy

to posterity. Horses have

been brought to life and have died there,

without seeing the light of day. It is silent

offering our readers something absolutely

unique.

Here the wonders spoken of may be

seen, as they have been seen by people

for nearly a thousand years. During that

time the skilled hand of the labourer in

the Wieliczka salt mines has been at work

turning the depths of darkness into a realm

THE OFFICES OF THE GOVERNMENT SALT MINES AT WIELICZKA.

and dark, except when the voices of people

echo through its countless, tortuous halls,

and the candle of the guide or flash of the

Roman light discovers its massive and glitter

ing wonders. It is a city hewn in salt.

It will hardly be believed that such a place

exists. To all who disbelieve, after a glance

at the photographs in this article, we would

recommend a trip to Wieliczka, a little muni

cipality about six miles from Cracow, in

Polish Austria, and the centre of the Galician

salt industry. The mines are under the direct

control of the Austro-Hungarian Minister of

Finance, to whom, through the Austrian

Embassy in London, we are indebted for the

kindly official aid and constant attention given

to our special commissioner and our photo

grapher on their recent trips to Wieliczka.

The photographs, we may add, are the first

ever taken for publication in this country.

The article, also, is the first full description

of these wonderful mines ever published.

In the following pages, therefore, we are

of beauty. It has created ball - rooms,

chapels, altars, statues, restaurants, railways,

chandeliers, staircases, pillars, and thrones in

the bowels of the earth, and the grandeur of

these has excited the admiration of the

world.

The mines date back to 1044, and now

have a length of over 2^ miles. Above

stands a large, grey building, containing

the offices of those in charge of the mining

operations. We may note this building in

the illustration shown here, and it is interest

ing principally because it contains a large

number of caps and uniforms worn by

various Royal persons, Austrian and other

wise, who have descended into this subter

ranean city. They are each labelled with

the name of the visitor and the day of

descent. In early times, this descent was

made in a shaft worked by horse-power,

but a hydraulic lift is now in use. Some

visitors prefer, however, to descend on long,

slanting stairways cut in the solid salt
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THE BEAUTIFUL LETOW CALL-ROOM.

Almost blinded by the darkness, and

frightened by the eerie echo of his own foot

steps, the visitor first enters some colossal

chambers hollowed out by the labourer in

the ordinary course of mining after a plan

Vol. xvi.â��84.

laid down by some master mind. He almost

loses himself in the expanse of the Letow

ball-room, which with its solid mural decora

tion, illuminated galleries, stalwart pillars,

and shining chandeliers, is indeed a fit

ANOTHER VIEW OF THE BALL-ROOM.
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Celebrities

MRS. L. T. MEADE.

E are sure that

our readers

will be glad

to avail them

selves of this

opportunity of a closer

acquaintance with Mrs.

Meade, the well-known

AGE 25.

Prom a f'hoto. by the Jjowlon StereoKopie CoÂ»i;x7Â»

novelist, and one of the most

popular contributors to THK

STRAND MAGAZINE. For

seventeen years Mrs. Meade

has been one of the most

industrious modern writers

of fiction. She was born in

the county of Cork, where her

father, a clergyman, held a

li\iig, and it is here that she

first developed her strong

L

at Different

Times of

their Lives.

inclination towards

literature. " Great St.

Benedicts " and " Scamp

and I" were her first

books, and they were

very successful, the

latter especially, being

translated into many

languages. Since then

she has worked at the

JYjm a fltota. (>Â»] PRESENT DAY. [Window it (Jrove.

rate of four or five

volumes a year. Mrs.

Meade is repre

sented by a story in

the present number,

while "The Brother

hood of the Seven

Kings" is too recent

in the memory of

our readers to need

mention here.
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ACE 3J.

Front a Daguerreotype.

MR. H. G. WELLS.

BORN 1866.

E have pleasure in presenting our

readers with a set of portraits of

one of the most individual and

attractive of the younger genera

tion of writers. Mr. H. G. Wells

is the son of Mr. Joseph Wells, and was

AGE 9.

Pratn a Daguerreotype.

born in Bromley, Kent.

He began his educa

tion at a private school

in Bromley, afterwards

entering the Midhurst

Grammar School, and

completing his educa

tion at the Royal College

of Science. For some

years he acted as a

Science master in a

AGE 13.

From a DagverreotyjM.

private school, and in 1890 became a coach

for the London University Examinations.

After a severe illness in 1893, however, he

took to journalism, and is now a universal

favourite as a writer of stories in which

science and imagination are united in

a manner all his own. The publication of

Mr. Wells's first book, " The Time Machine,"

made it evident that a writer with a new gift

had appeared in the world of literature, and

AGE 24.

/-V<mi a Photo, hi/ Prattle JHcJciim, Stttane Street.

this conclusion has since been amply con

firmed by the publication of "The Wonderful

Visit," "The Wheels of Chance," and "The

War of the Worlds." Mr. Wells is at present

writing a series of stories for this Magazine,

of which two have already appeared, and

which promise to show his powers at their

highest mark.

HkESKNT DAY.

from a Phuto. by Mr. Cufmo Roux.
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contains on one of its sides a view of attendants in order that the general features

Bethlehem. Tradition has it that one man

spent many months of silent effort in this

picturesque sculpture, now shown to every

visitor as one of the lesser, but interesting,

curiosities of the mines. As we turn from it

* â�¢â�¢_.:.

â�¢ .., T^T

of the chambers and chapels may be seen.

The descent from the first to the second

story is made on a long series of steps of

solid salt. At the foot of this remarkable

staircase the sightseer is fascinated by a

11ETHLEHE.M, AS CARVED IN SALT ON THE SIDE OF THE QUFEN S CHAPEL.

the beautiful chandelier in the chapel, which

is shown in the illustration, catches our

eye, and makes us marvel that such a delicate

conception with so many pendant chains of

white should have so long resisted the wear

and tear of time. When illuminated, as it

often is, this chandelier, with its myriad

lights, is indeed beautiful to see.

The illumination of the mine, we may add

parenthetically, is carried out by the authori

ties according to a regular tariff, the basis of

which is the number of persons who may on

certain days wish to visit the mine. A first-

class illumination, which comprehends the

lighting-up of the thousand and one candles

and electric lamps scattered in all parts of the

mines, costs no kroner (about ^Â£4 los.) for

any number of people up to twenty. For

thirty to forty people the charge is 130 kroner

(about ^5 ios.). For this the mine becomes

one blaze of light and seems an enchanted

fairy-land. An illumination of the fourth

class, to say nothing of the intermediate

grades, costs 40 kroner for one-ten persons,

and 60 kroner for twenty-thirty persons.

These lesser charges include ordinary

illumination by Bengal lights, fired by

beautiful sight. The giant chamber " Michal-

owice " lies before himâ��vast, fearsome, and

stupendousâ��finished in 1761, after forty

years of daily labour. It measures 59ft.

long, 92ft. broad, and n8ft. high, the roof

being supported by a wooden framework to

avoid disaster. In the interior, a salt

chandelier of 300 lights gleams brilliantly

on the rugged sides of this imposing room.

When musicians play here the volume of

sound rolls and reverberates with deafening

effect against the solid confines of the

chamber, and, rushing upwards, bursts with

mighty power against the far-off dome.

Descending by another remarkable flight

of steps, the visitor enters some smaller

chambers, each dedicated to someone of

high position, and each beautiful in itself.

A turn in the passage brings one to a little

bridge, in front of which loom up two mas

sive pyramids of salt, silent guardians of this

lonely spot. These monuments were erected

in 1812 to the memory of Franz I. and

Carolina, Emperor and Empress of Austria.

Appropriate inscriptions have been carved

on the face, and rows of electric lights,

on the four edges of each shaft, cast reflec-
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tion on the written

words. Near the little

bridge also stands

another monument,

erected in memory

of a visit paid to the

mine in 1887 by the

Crown Prince Rudolf

and the Princess

Stephanie. Even in

this far-off place, the

memory of an un

happy heir to Imperial

robes is honoured by

the labourer's hand.

The third floor of

this marvellous mine

contains the railway

station and restaurant,

attracting the visitor

by its long vista of

latticed galleries and

ponderous pillars, and

its promise of refresh

ment after a long and

weary tramp on un

yielding floors. For

here at this railway

station, where the twenty-five miles of railways

from all parts of the mine join, a tempting buffet

exists the summer through, and is well patron

ized by the thousands who come from Austria,

MONUMENT OF SALT, ER

CROWN I-HINCE AN

F.CTED IN MEMORY Ol-' THE

D 1'RINCF.SS RUDOLF.

Russia, and Germany

to view the wondrous

works of salt.

Summer is a pro

fitable time for the

manager of this under

ground restaurant, for

visitors never fail to-

patronize his wares.

Five or six tables on

one side of the line

are often crowded

with diners and

drinkers of beer, who-

seem thoroughly to-

enjoy themselves

under the hundred

lights scattered over

the front of the

station. Several

massive chandeliers of

salt, as we may see

in our illustration, try

to outvie in brilliancy

the glare of the illu

mination from these

incandescent lights.

In some respects this

scene, with its busy waiting crowd, its con

verging rails, its twinkling lights, and the

rumble of the train in the tunnel near by,

recalls the impression which one gets while

THE RAILWAY STATION ON THE THIRD FLOOR.



An Honourable Retreat.

AN INCIDENT OF A FRENCH RAILWAY. BY VICTOR L. WHITECHURCH.

WAS taking a lounging holi

day in that beautiful region of

Northern France known as

the "Ardennes,"andhad been

visiting a part of the country

that is peaceful enough now, in

all conscience, but which, not so many years

ago, resounded with the roar of Prussian

artillery and the rattle of French mitrail

leuses, as the Sovereigns of two great nations

fought with each other on the terrible battle

field around Sedan. Even now the peasantry

will shudder and turn pale or angry at the

mention of the Germans ; even now some of

the older ones will wring their hands and say :

Ah, monsieur, les soldats Prttssiens etaiciit

trh brutalsâ��ah, trls brutals!" The old

national jealousy still slumbers - it is not

dead, especially in parts where the people

have seen blood, as they have, alas, in the

Ardennes, and it takes many generations to

wipe out the memory of a "sight of the

red."

In the course of my rambles I found my

self one evening in one of those charming

little villages scattered along the valley of

the Meuse, nestling at the foot of little

mountains which have caused the district to

be sometimes called a miniature Switzerland.

I intended taking train to Mtvieres, and

strolled to the station for the purpose, being

somewhat disgusted to find, upon my arrival,

that 1 should have nearly two hours to wait.

In order to kill time I entered into a con

versation with the chef dc gare, who was

strolling about the platform of his little

station, glorious in his red kepi with a dash

of gold upon it, smoking a cigar. Somehow

or other we began talking about Sedan and

the war, and I asked him if he had seen

anything of the fighting.

" Yes, monsieur," he answered. " I was

then with the army of Marshal MacMahon.

It was, of course, before I entered the service

of the railway."

" And were you at the Battle of Sedan ? "

I went on, very much interested.

The station-master shrugged his shoulders.

" I was at Sedan, monsieur, but wounded

at the time. So I did not fight."

" Indeed?" I asked. " Were you wounded

badly ? "

" I had a bullet in my shoulderâ��it entered

here," and with his left hand he touched a

point just below his right collar-bone.

" At all events," I said, " you were wounded

where a soldier ought to beâ��in front, facing

the foe."

A peculiar smile stole over the face of my

companion.

" Yes," he replied ; " I was hit in front, truly

enough, though at the moment the bullet

struck me I was flying from the enemy as

fast as a man canâ��a very hasty retreat it

was, I assure you. But if monsieur cares to

step into my office here, and to rest himself

until the train arrives, I will try and tell the

story."

Nothing loth, I accompanied the polite

official into his little room at the station,

took a seat, loaded and lit my pipe, and

listened to the extraordinary story here set

forward in the words of the narrator.

" At the time of the great war, I, Pierre

Lanette, was serving as a gunner in the

artillery. I was about nineteen years of age,

and too young rightly to appreciate the

terrors that were coming with the clash of

arms. Like my comrades, I thought only of

the glory and the victories that awaited our

beloved France. Monsieur, if he is acquainted

with the details of the beginning of the war

in the district, knows full well how those

bright hopes were soon to be dashed to the

ground, (.-specially when our troops under

Marshal Bu/ainc -that arch-traitorâ��received

three fearful defeats in the middle of August,

1870, losing 50,000 in dead, wounded, and

prisoners. Then it was that Marshal Mac

Mahon, much against his better judgment,

endeavoured to lead an army to the relief of

Bazaine at Metz. I myself was among the

rather ' raw' material with which this army

was reinforced.

" The Prussians were hurrying forward

with all their might to oppose us. On the

sSth of August the Crown Prince of Saxony

had reached Dun, .on the eastern bank of

the Meuse; the next day he was at Stenay,

and already the skirmishing that heralded

the great battle of Sedan had commenced.

On the 3oth of August, the day of the

adventure I am about to relate, our troops

began to cross the Meuse and to march in

the direction of Montmedy, by Carignan.

Two army corps crossed safely, myself among

them, when suddenly the attack commenced.

"A Bavarian corps of the Third German

army, advancing through the woods, fell

upon us unawares, and I soon began tp
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know what fighting meant in real earnest.

Hastily the batter)' to which I belonged

was ordered to take up a position on the

summit of a little hill, and we were soon

bla/ing away, throwing our shells into a wood

from which the Prussians came pouring forth

upon our men. What with the smoke and

the noise, I scarcely knew what was going on,

and served my gun mechanically, when

suddenly there came a galloping of horse-

hoofs on our flank, a whirling of glittering

swords above our heads, a clashing of steel,

and a horrible tumult. A squadron of cavalry

had charged upon us successfully. Over I

went, borne down by

one of the horses;

down went a couple

of my comrades by

my side ; hastily the

others limbered up

one of the guns and

clashed clown the hill,

while the other was

left a prize.

" When I picked

myself up I found I

was perfectly unhurt.

A few dead French

men, a couple of

horses, and a big

Prussian hussar lay

by me. Two men

were sitting up, one

of them my corporal,

Jean Bosquet ; the

other a young fellow

of my own age,

named Foulon. The

corporal was binding

a handkerchief round

his arm.

" ' Well, mes en-

fants,' he said, ' this

is a taste of war, eh ?

It seems that neither

of us are much hurt'

--it turned out that

Foulon had only re

ceived a blow with

the flat of a sabre on

his forehead -'so we

will think what is

best to be done.'

taken prisoners, and for that I have no wish.

. . . Now see, if we can manage to roll down

that side of the hill under cover of the grass

we might get into the wood and escape, but

be careful !'

" With extreme care we did get down the

hill unobserved, and finally reached the wood.

Then began an exciting time. Led by the

corporal, who, unfortunately, like ourselves,

knew nothing of the country, we endeavoured

to reach some place of safety. It must have

been marvellous how we eluded the Prus

sians, considering that the French army was

now fast retiring on Sedan; but on through

the woods we went,

blind as to what

direction we were

taking, though I

sometime." feel confi

dent that the crafty

corporal wanted to

get over the Belgian

frontier. Several hours

must have passed,

and the rattle of

musketry and boom

of big guns became

more and more dis

tant, when suddenly

we found ourselves

at the top of a rail

way cutting, below us

the glitter of the

metals. At the same

moment the corporal

seized us both by the

arm. ' Hist ! ' he

whispered, ' I caught

a glimpse of a Prus

sian outpost on our

right. Down the em

bankment, quick !'

DOWN THE EMBANKMENT WE RUSHED.

" We took a careful look round. Our

men were retreating towards Mouzon. All

around us were Prussians hurrying after

them. 'Mtifoi,' growled the corporal, 'there

is no getting back to our comrades. On the

Other hand, we stand a good chance of being

" Down the em

bankment we rushed.

A moment after we

heard some shots

fired on the top, but

whether at us or not

it was impossible to

say. To our right was

the mouth of a tun

nel, and the three

of us entered into

the darkness with a feeling of relief. I am

sorry to say our war spirit had forsaken us,

and all we thought of was a good meal.

Fortunately we had provisions in our knap

sacks and wine in our flasks, and we sat

down and discussed them heartily. When
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we had finished, the corporal proposed that

we should explore the tunnel to the other end,

and we started along, guided by a gleam of

daylight that grew more and more distinct as

we progressed.

" About fifty metres from the tunnel's

mouth we stopped simultaneously. We had

caught the glitter of spiked helmets in the

light beyond. Then, remembering that the

enemy could not see us till we were close

to the entrance, we advanced once more,

stopping when it was prudent to do so. And

this is what we saw.

"There was a small station at the tunnel's

mouth, which had been captured, and was

now occupied, by the enemy; two trains

were drawn up facing us, one behind the

other, on the same line of rails, the engine

of the first train being close to the mouth

of the tunnel. This train consisted of five

trucks. The first two

were loaded, as far

as we could see, with

ammunition cases ;

the last three had on

each of them a field

gun. Immediately

behind the last gun

stood the engine of

the second train, a

train also composed

of trucks, but

filled by Prussian

soldiers. We saw at

a glance that both

trains w-ere intended

for the front.

" Whether it was

that the wine we had

been drinking had

fired our valour or

not, I could not tell;

but, anyhow, we

listened eagerly as

the corporal whis

pered : â��

" 'Comrades!

Here is a chance

for revenge upon the

accursed Prussians.'

" < What ? '

with the driver, and I will start the engine.

This line, I doubt not, leads to Sedan. We

shall return in triumph !'

"A few moments and our plans were

settled. The 'driver' of the train was a

Prussian engineer, but his carbine was slung

over his back, and he never dreamt of the

enemy. A rush to the tunnel's mouth, a

scramble on to the foot-plate, and in less

time than it takes to tell it the Prussian lay

on the side of the line, thrust through the

body, the corporal laid his hand on the

regulator, the engine gave a puff, and we

entered the tunnel.

" ' Crack ! Crack !' we were discovered,

and the bullets came harmlessly whistling by

in the dark. Faster grew our speed, until we

rushed out into the open at the spot where

we had entered the tunnel. At the corporal's

bidding, I shovelled some coal on to the

furnace, while he

opened the regulator

to its utmost limit.

We were, perhaps,

five or six hundred

metres out of the

tunnel when Foulon

cried : ' Look -

there !' and pointed

back with his arm.

1 FOULON CRIED I ' LOOKâ��THERE !' '

" ' Look ! do you not see there is only one

man on the first engine ? He is waiting for a

companion before he starts. Now, there are

three of us, and we have our swords still. Could

we not dash forward and capture the train ? '

" ' The train ? '

" ' Yes, mes amis, the train and those three

guns. It is an easy matter. You two settle

"A cloud of smoke

came out of the tun

nel's mouth. We were

pursued by the other

train. The next in

stant we rounded a

curve, but presently

we saw the train

again â�� an engine

and two trucks full

of soldiers. A puff

of smoke jetted out

from the foot-plate of

the pursuing engine.

The attack had

commenced !

" ' Ha !' cried the

corporal, 'they're

going to have a little

needle-gun practice

at our expense. But

we are a difficult mark for them !'

" ' They are gaining, though !' said Foulon.

" ' Ma foi, yes! They have a better

engine and a lighter train than we. More

coal, Lanette, more coal!'

" The engine shook and rattled as we

rushed along. But try as we would, the

other trajn came closer and closer. It was
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THE HORSE-RAILWAY, WITH CAK FULL OF SALT.

standing up, as the case may be, and often

may be noticed at the tops of tall ladders

in positions of startling insecurity. An over

seer stands by, and a horse with a truck

goes to and fro with the lumps of salt

delivered to the trucks from small and

roughly-built wheelbarrows of wood. The

air of the mines

is dry and pure,

and little ill

ness among these

labourers is known.

The horses live

their natural lives

in superb health

and vigour, and the

colts born in this

nether region of

darkness frisk

about with the irre

sponsible activity

of their brothers

above who scamper

about in the light

of the sun.

The end of the

day at these won

derful mines is

picturesque and

busy. The visitors,

travel-stained and

tired, emerge from

the lift, doff their

clothes, sign their

names in an enor

mous book, and

SEARCHING A MINER FOR CONCEALED SALT.
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disappear. The workmen ascend in the

long straight shaft, and pass from the lift

with little tin lamps in their grimy hands.

The gate of the lilt clicks behind them, and

down goes the lift again for another load of

labourers. Each man as he comes out of

the mine is examined carefully for traces of

concealed salt. In

early years so much

salt was stolen by

the miners that in

vestigation became

necessary, butowing

to the moral im

provement of the

age the regulations

of the mines no

longer authorize

such examination.

The men them

selves, however,

demand it. An

official stands by

and perfunctorily

slaps each leg of

the miner as he

lifts it up for exam

ination. Then

come a few pats on

the sleeves, pockets,

and back, and the

examination is over.

The lights of

Wieliczka die out

and another day is

done.
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MRS. L. T. MEADE.

E are sure that

our readers

will be glad

to avail them

selves of this

opportunity of a closer

acquaintance with Mrs.

Meade, the well known

Af.K 25.

Prom n Photo, by the London Stereoieoinc Cnmpan

novelist, and one of the most

popular contributors to THE

STRAND MAGAZINE. For

seventeen years Mrs. Meade

has been one of the most

industrious modern writers

of fiction. She was born in

the county of Cork, where her

father, a clergyman, held a

liu ig, and it is here that she

first developed her strong

at Different

Times of

their Lives.

inclination towards

literature. " Great St.

Benedicts " and " Scamp

and I" were her first

books, and they were

very successful, the

latter especially, being

translated into many

languages. Since then

she has worked at the

T DAY. [H'iiuiw Â£ drove.

AGK 35.

from a f'Aoto. 6f

Btgtal Srwl.

rate of four or five

volumes a year. Mrs.

Meade is repre

sented by a story in

the present number,

while "The Brother

hood of the Seven

Kings" is too recent

in the memory of

our readers to need

mention here,



CARMEN SYLVAS DOLL-SHOW.

683

Her Majesty made it known

throughout Koumania that

she would be glad to receive

contributions of dolls for

the Fair. From that day

forward, dolls of every

description have been pour

ing in upon the Royal

Household by van loads,

and among them are to be

-a

-m

found veritable works of art.

For instance, we present on

this page an illustration of

an exquisite model of the

Queen's coronation carriage.

Every detail in the decora

tion of the equipage, of the

magnificent trappings of the

horses, and so forth, has

been obtained from docu-

ments describing the

actual ceremony, and

also from the memory of

those who were present

at the time. Queen

Elisabeth may be seer,

sitting on the right, with

the Grand Mistress of

Ceremonies on her left

and two Maids of

Honour facing her. The

massive silver-mounted

harness is also true to

detail.

No less elaborate is

the next scene, which is

a rural one and extremely

picturesque. It is a

wedding procession pas

sing through a prettily

situated hamlet. Far in

the background we see

the Butchege Mountains,

a magnificent range of

snow-capped peaks; in

the distance also stands

Castle Pelesh, the sum

mer residence of their

Majesties. Several

cartloads of villagers are

to be seen pacing the

main road. On the right

we have a wealthy pea

sant's house, and on the

left the local inn, with

its landlady eagerly

awaiting the merry

makers in the doorway.

Near the village inn we

can also distinguish a

somewhat primitive

Ferris wheel, full of

children. There are

also two examples of the

peculiar but very useful

see-saw wells so common

in Roumanian villages.

Vegetation typical of the

country has not been

forgotten, and the pine

forests which surround

Castle Pelesh in the

distance are a perfect

counterpart of their

originals.

Next comes a more

detailed view of the

wedding party. The

picture is nothing more
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MR. W. \V. JACOBS.

BORN 1863.

;]UR readers will re

member that very

excellent sea story,

entitled " A Safety

Match," which ap

peared some months as*o. " A

Safety Match " was the

first of a series of sea

stories which THE STRAND

MAGAZINE has secured

for its readers, and

they will no doubt be

pleased to see the por

trait of that talented

young author, Mr. \Y. '-V.

Jacobs, who, in an ex

tremely short space of

time, has secured for him

self the enviable distinc

tion of being ranked as one of the most

promising of that younger generation of

writers upon whose future literary productions

our books and maga/ines will so largely

depend. William \Vymark [acobs, son

of William (Inge Jacobs, was born in

London and educated at private schools,

entering the Civil Service Savings' Bank

Department in 1883. He began his

AGE 71.

/â�¢Vow a Photo. 1,>t A. //.

journalistic career by con

tributing humorous articles

to the journals of the day,

his subsequent publications

being " Many Cargoes," in

AGE 25.

'*"(<â�¢. bv K. Ilellinga,

1896, "The Skipper's Woo

ing," in 1897, and "Sea

Urchins," in 1898. The

author's wonderful know

ledge of the coasting trade

may be attributed to his

residence for some years at

Wapping, and no one

familiar with his work will

deny that he has caught the

humours of seafaring folk

with admirable precision.

rrvma Pkoto. i>Â»] PRESENT DAY. IA. t a. roÂ»lÂ»r.
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WEDDING FROM THE DISTRICT OK VLASMCA.

chest, probably brass-bound, is filled with

blankets, sheets, wearing apparel, all of which

are the work of the bride, her parents and

relations. Securely fixed on the top we

discern what forms a very important item in

a marriage feastâ��a cask of Tsuica, the native

whisky, made from the juice of plums, which

are abundantly grown in the mountainous

districts round the town of Ploesci, perhaps

the most im

portant centre

of Tzuica manu

facture.

The young

man in charge

of the team is

fully aware of

his responsi

bilities, and he

looks it. He is

slightly startled,

however. Per

haps it is a case

of love at first

sight !

We now come

to another wed

ding procession,

preceded by two

gorgeously at

tired outriders.

The wedding is

an example from

one of the most

wealthy districts

in Roumania,

namely Vla-

shca. It will

readily be per.

ceived that all

the arrange

ments, dresses,

and so on, are ifrvma

THE LAST OF THE " OLD GUARD;

on a much larger and more expensive

scale than in the case of the previous one.

The beautiful embroidery on the overcoat of

the gallant rider on the right is a little work

of art. The bride is very gorgeous, and in

this case the coins on her head-gear are

numerous and easily distinguishable. The

oxen, two of which, are black, the other

two spotlessly white, are also decorated

A HIGHLANDER, AND OTHEKS.

about the head

with strings of

beads and arti

ficial flowers.

The very fact of

having t w o

teams to the

wedd ing -cart

proclaims it to

be an event of

some import

ance. The

decorated pine-

tree at the back

of the cart is

also noticeable,

whilst the foot

man behind is a

decided luxury.

An imposing

group comes

next. We have

here an accurate

representation

of one of Napo-

Icon's Old

Guard. The

old - time uni

form, the well-

known busby

and the musket,

are copied from

old prints, and

every detail
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AN INCIDENT OF A FRENCH RAILWAY. BY VICTOR L. \VHITECHURCH.

WAS taking a lounging holi

day in that beautiful region of

Northern France known as

the "Ardennes,"andhad been

visiting a part of the country

that is peaceful enough now, in

all conscience, but which, not so many years

ago, resounded with the roar of Prussian

artillery and the rattle of French mitrail

leuses, as the Sovereigns of two great nations

fought with each other on the terrible battle

field around Sedan. Even now the peasantry

will shudder and turn pale or angry at the

mention of the Germans ; even now some of

the older ones will wring their hands and say :

Ah, monsieur., les soldats Prussiens efaient

trh brutals~ah, trh brutalsl" The old

national jealousy still slumbers â�� it is not

dead, especially in parts where the people

have seen blood, as they have, alas, in the

Ardennes, and it takes many generations to

wipe out the memory of a "sight of the

red."

In the course of my rambles I found my

self one evening in one of those charming

little villages scattered along the valley of

the Meuse, nestling at the foot of little

mountains which have caused the district to

be sometimes called a miniature Switzerland.

I intended taking train to Mezieres, and

strolled to the station for the purpose, being

somewhat disgusted to find, upon my arrival,

that I should have nearly two hours to wait.

In order to kill time I entered into a con

versation with the die/ de gtv'f, who was

strolling about the platform of his little

station, glorious in his red kepi with a dash

of gold upon it, smoking a cigar. Somehow

or other we began talking about Sedan and

the war, and I asked him if he had seen

anything of the fighting.

" Yes, monsieur," he answered. " I was

then with the army of Marshal MacMahon.

It was, of course, before I entered the service

of the railway."

" And were you at the Battle of Sedan ? "

I went on, very much interested.

The station-master shrugged his shoulders.

" I was at Sedan, monsieur, but wounded

at the time. So I did not fight."

"Indeed?" I asked. " Were you wounded

badly?"

"I had a bullet in my shoulder--it entered

here," and with his left hand he touched a

point just below his right collar-bone.

" At all events," I said, " you were wounded

where a soldier ought to be- in front, facing

the foe."

A peculiar smile stole over the face of my

companion.

" Yes," he replied ; " I was hit in front, truly

enough, though at the moment the bullet

struck me I was flying from the enemy as

fast as a man canâ��a very hasty retreat it

was, I assure you. But if monsieur cares to

step into my office here, and to rest himself

until the train arrives, I will try and tell the

story."

Nothing loth, I accompanied the polite

official into his little room at the station,

took a seat, loaded and lit my pipe, and

listened to the extraordinary story here set

forward in the words of the narrator.

" At the. time of the great war, I, Pierre

Lanette, was serving as a gunner in the

artillery. I was about nineteen years of age,

and too young rightly to appreciate the

terrors that were coming with the clash of

arms. Like my comrades, I thought only of

the glory and the victories that awaited our

beloved France. Monsieur, if he is acquainted

with the details of the beginning of the war

in the district, knows full well how those

bright hopes were soon to be dashed to the

ground, especially when our troops under

Marshal Bazaineâ��that arch-traitorâ��received

three fearful defeats in the middle of August,

1870, losing 50,000 in dead, wounded, and

prisoners. Then it was that Marshal Mac

Mahon, much against his better judgment,

endeavoured to lead an army to the relief of

Ba/^iine at Metz. I myself was among the

rather ' raw' material with which this army

was reinforced.

" The Prussians were hurrying forward

with all their might to oppose us. On the

28th of August the Crown Prince of Saxony

had reached Uun, on the eastern bank of

the Meuse ; the next day he was at Stenay,

and already the skirmishing that heralded

the great battle of Sedan had commenced.

On the 3oth of August, the day of the

adventure I am about to relate, our troops"

began to cross the Meuse and to march in

the direction of Montmedy, by Carignan.

Two army corps crossed safely, myself among

them, when suddenly the attack commenced.

"A Bavarian corps of the Third German

army, advancing through the woods, fell

upon us unawares, and I soon began to
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know what fighting meant in real earnest.

Hastily the battery to which I belonged

was ordered to take up a position on the

summit of a little hill, and we were soon

blazing away, throwing our shells into a wood

from which the Prussians came pouring forth

upon our men. What with the smoke and

the noise, I scarcely knew what was going on,

and served my gun mechanically, when

suddenly there came a galloping of horse-

hoofs on our flank, a whirling of glittering

swords above our heads, a clashing of steel,

and a horrible tumult. A squadron of cavalry

had charged upon us successfully. Over I

went, borne down by

one of the horses;

down went a couple

of my comrades by

my side ; hastily the

others limbered up

one of the guns and

dashed down the hill,

while the other was

left a prize.

"When I picked

myself up I found I

was perfectly unhurt.

A few dead French

men, a couple of

horses, and a big

Prussian hussar lay

by me. Two men

were sitting up, one

of them my corporal,

Jean Bosquet ; the

other a young fellow

of my own age,

named Foulon. The

corporal was binding

a handkerchief round

his arm.

" ' Well, mes en-

fnnts,' he said, ' this

is a taste of war, eh ?

It seems that neither

of us are much hurt'

-it turned out that

Foulon had only re

ceived a blow with

the flat of a sabre on

his forehead - ' so we

will think what is

best to be done.'

taken prisoners, and for that I have no wish.

. . . Now see, if we can manage to roll down

that side of the hill under cover of the grass

we might get into the wood and escape, but

be careful !'

" With extreme care we did get down the

hill unobserved, and finally reached the wood.

Then began an exciting time. Led by the

corporal, who, unfortunately, like ourselves,

knew nothing of the country, we endeavoured

to reach some place of safety. It must have

been marvellous how we eluded the Prus

sians, considering that the French army was

now fast retiring on Sedan; but on through

the woods we went,

blind as to what

direction we were

taking, though I

sometime." feel confi

dent that the crafty

corporal wanted to

get over the Belgian

frontier. Several hours

must have passed,

and the rattle of

musketry and boom

of big guns became

more and more dis

tant, when suddenly

we found ourselves

at the top of a rail

way cutting, below us

the glitter of the

metals. At the same

moment the corporal

seized us both by the

arm. ' Hist ! ' he

whispered, ' I caught

a glimpse of a Prus

sian outpost on our

right. Down the em

bankment, quick !'

" Down the em-

Tfjf / bankment we rushed.

DOWN THE EMBANKMENT WE BUSHED.

" We took a careful look round. Our

men were retreating towards Mouzon. All

around us were Prussians hurrying after

them. 'Afafoi,' growled the corporal, 'there

is no getting back to our comrades. On the

other hand, we stand a good chance of being

A moment after we

heard some shots

fired on the top, but

whether at us or not

it was impossible to

say. To our right was

the mouth of a tun

nel, and the three

of us entered into

the darkness with a feeling of relief. I am

sorry to say our war spirit had forsaken us,

and all we thought of was a good meal.

Fortunately we had provisions in our knap

sacks and wine in our flasks, and we sat

down and discussed them heartily. When
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we had finished, the corporal proposed that

we should explore the tunnel to the other end,

and we started along, guided by a gleam of

daylight that grew more and more distinct as

we progressed.

" About fifty metres from the tunnel's

mouth we stopped simultaneously. We had

caught the glitter of spiked helmets in the

light beyond. Then, remembering that the

enemy could not see us till we were close

to the entrance, we advanced once more,

stopping when it was prudent to do so. And

this is what we saw.

" There was a small station at the tunnel's

mouth, which had been captured, and was

now occupied, by the enemy; two trains

were drawn up facing us, one behind the

other, on the same line of rails, the engine

of the first train being close to the moutli

of the tunnel. This train consisted of five

trucks. The first two

were loaded, as far

as we could see, with

ammunition cases ;

the last three had on

each of them a field

gun. Immediately

behind the last gun

stood the engine of

the second train, a

train also composed

of trucks, but

filled by Prussian

soldiers. We saw at

a glance that both

trains were intended

for the front.

" Whether it was

that the wine we had

been drinking had

fired our valour or

not, I could not tell;

but, anyhow, we

listened eagerly as

the corporal whis

pered : â��

" ' Comrades!

Here is a chance

for revenge upon the

accursed Prussians.'

" ' What ? '

with the driver, and I will start the engine.

This line, I doubt not, leads to Sedan. We

shall return in triumph !'

"A few moments and our plans were

settled. The ' driver' of the train was a

Prussian engineer, but his carbine was slung

over his back, and he never dreamt of the

enemy. A rush to the tunnel's mouth, a

scramble on to the foot-plate, and in less

time than it takes to tell it the Prussian lay

on the side of the line, thrust through the

body, the corporal laid his hand on the

regulator, the engine gave a puff, and we

entered the tunnel.

" ' Crack ! Crack !' we were discovered,

and the bullets came harmlessly w:histling by

in the dark. Faster grew our speed, until we

rushed out into the open at the spot where

we had entered the tunnel. At the corporal's

bidding, I shovelled some coal on to the

furnace, while he

opened the regulator

to its utmost limit.

We were, perhaps,

five or six hundred

metres out of the

tunnel when Foulon

cried : ' Look â��

there !' and pointed

back with his arm.

FOULON CRIED: ' LOOKâ��THERE !"

" ' Look ! do you not see there is only one

man on the first engine ? He is waiting for a

companion before he starts. Now, there are

three of us, and we have our swords still. Could

we not dash forward and capture the train ? '

'"The train?'

" ' Yes, mes amis, the train and those three

guns. It is an easy matter. You two settle

"A cloud of smoke

came out of the tun

nel's mouth. We were

pursued by the other

train. The next in

stant we rounded a

curve, but presently

we saw the train

again â�� an engine

and two trucks full

of soldiers. A puff

of smoke jetted out

from the foot-plate of

the pursuing engine.

The attack had

commenced!

" ' Ha !' cried the

corporal, 'they're

going to have a little

needle-gun practice

at our expense. But

we are a difficult mark for them !'

" ' They are gaining, though !' said Foulon.

" ' Ma foi, yes! They have a better

engine and a lighter train than we. More

coal, Lanette, more coal!'

" The engine shook and rattled as we

rushed along. But try as we would, the

other train came closer and closer. It was
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an exciting chase, especially as the Prussians

were firing at us all the time, and every now

and again the bullets came pinging against

the engine, or making the coals in the

tender fly dust.

" ' If only we had a chassepot to return it,'

muttered the corporal, with a frown.

" A sudden thought struck me.

" ' We have something better than that!'

I cried.

" ' What ? '

" ' A field gun ! See, it points towards them

from our last truck. Could we load and fire it ? '

" ' Afille diabks.'' yelled the corporal ;

'but you are right. Foulon, stay hereâ��put

more coal on. That's the only thing I know

about driving an engine. Stop for nothing.

We'll probably have to die somehow or

other. Then let us die like Frenchmen

for the honour of France. Come, man ami.''

"Together we scrambled over the coals of

the tender on to the first, and then the second

truck. Here we hastily opened one of the

ammunition cases, took out a cartridge and

percussion shell and firing-tube, and worked

our way rearward until we stood beside the

gun on the last truck. We found the field-

piece rather different to our own, and several

minutes passed before we got the cartridge in

and fastened the breech. It was shaky work,

too, at the pace we were travelling. The

gun loaded, the corporal proceeded to train

it point-blank upon the approaching engine.

" Our pursuers were by this time only about

a hundred metres behind. We could see

them leaning over their engine from the foot

plate and shooting, the bullets whistling un

pleasantly close to our ears. Suddenly I fjlt

a shock and a stinging

sensation in my

shoulder.

" ' I'm hit!' I cried,

sinking on my knees.

" ' Courage !' shouted

the corporal, as he stood

behind the gun, his eye

along the sights and

the lanyard of the firing-

tube in his hand. We

were running along a

straight piece of line.

The moment had come.

" ' Now !' he cried.

" ' Bang !' went the

gun. I looked rearward

through the smoke, nor

shall I ever forget the

scene that met my eyes.

The corporal had aimed

V.il. xvi.- 86

his gun only too well, and the shell struck

the pursuing engine dead in the centre

under the chimney, entering the boiler and

exploding with a fearful crash. There was

a cloud of steam, a roar like thunder, a

confused mass on the metals, and I turned

my eyes from the sickening sight. The

two truck-loads of Prussians must have

been plunged into death agonies in the

midst of the ruins caused by the awful

combined explosion of fire and steam -

projectile and engine.

" Leaving me on the floor of the truck,

the corporal rushed forward to take the

engine in charge only just in time, as I

afterwards heard, for there was a block ahead,

caused by a train-load of French troops

retreating to Sedan.

" We were now in the midst of friends,

having run the gauntlet of the Prussian

advanced guard, and bringing with us three

of the guns that had been destined to be

sent on by rail with the Prussian advance.

I was taken into Sedan and treated for my

wound. September ist ushered in the awful

battle, in which I was unable to take part,

but Corporal Bosquet perished in the fight.

So, after all, I became a prisoner when the

capitulation took place.

" This, then, is the story of how I received

a wound in front while retreating in haste.

Ah ! I hear the bell signalling the train. I

must bid monsieur 'good-night,' and trust

that he will have a more comfortable journey

than we three fugitives did on' the day that

.we fired that terrible shot. And if it was a

retreat, I am sure monsieur will allow that it

was an honourable one ! "
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LISABETH, Queen of Rou-

manin, known to lovers of

literature as Carmen Sylva,

reveals on close acquaintance

a personality of great strength

and power of will.

The following personal details (kindly

supplied to us by a lady of Her Majesty's

most intimate entourage) will give our readers

a glimpse of Her Majesty as a woman and a

Queen. Queen Elisabeth rises at three o'clock

in the morning, and begins her day's work

answered, and it is pleasing to remark that

every communication, however humble, is

noticed and replied to by the Queen herself.

This is only possible, of course, owing to Her

Majesty's tremendous energy; she always

manages to get through the maximum of

work in the minimum of time.

Her Majesty conies into personal contact

with a great number of her subjects, and for

that reason, whatever scheme she may under

take, mostly in the cause of charity, brings

her the help of all who are in a position

CARMEN SVLVA IN HER STUDIO.

with musicâ��Bach is her favouriteâ��and she

spends many an hour in the study of the

great master's works. From three till 8.30

Her Majesty wanders from piano to writing-

desk, and back again according to the

inspiration of the moment.

At 8.30 the Queen proceeds to her toilet,

and breakfasts with the King. His

Majesty receives his Ministers from ten till

one, whilst the Queen works with her secre

tary. There are innumerable letters to be

[K Jfawiy, BachareO.

to assist her. Of this we have a striking

example.

When Her Majesty heard from her vener

able mother, the Dowager Princess of Wied,

that the latter was organizing a Fancy Fair

at Keuwied, in aid of an orphanage for deaf

and dumb children, and requested her

daughter to send her a few dolls dressed

in the Roumanian national costumes, as a

contribution to the Fair, the Queen took up

the matter with extraordinary enthusiasm.
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Her Majesty made it known

throughout Ron mania that

she would be glad to receive

contributions of dolls for

the Fair. From that day

forward, dolls of every

description have been pour

ing in upon the Royal

Household by van loads,

and amoti!' them are to be

-

found veritable works of art.

For instance, we present on

this page an illustration of

an exquisite model of the

Queen's coronation carriage.

Every detail in the decora

tion of the equipage, of the

magnificent trappings of the

horses, and so forth, has

been obtained from docu-

.4,

ments describing the

actual ceremony, and

also from the memory of

those who were present

at the time. Queen

Elisabeth may be seen

sitting on the right, with

the Grand Mistress of

Ceremonies on her left

and two Maids of

Honour facing her. The

massive silver-mounted

harness is also true to

detail.

No less elaborate is

the next scene, which is

a rural one and extremely

picturesque. It is a

wedding procession pas

sing through a prettily

situated hamlet. Far in

the background we see

the Butchege Mountains,

a magnificent range of

snow-capped peaks; in

the distance also stands

Castle Pelesh, the sum

mer residence of their

Majesties. Several

cartloads of villagers are

to be seen pacing the

main road. On the right

we have a wealthy pea

sant's house, and on the

left the local inn, with

its landlady eagerly

awaiting the merry

makers in the doorway.

Near the village inn we

can also distinguish a

somewhat primitive

Ferris wheel, full of

children. There are

also two examples of the

peculiar but very useful

see-saw wells so common

in Roumanian villages.

Vegetation typical of the

country has not been

forgotten, and the pine

forests which surround

Castle Pelesh in the

distance are a perfect

counterpart of their

originals.

Next comes a more

detailed view of the

wedding party. The

picture is nothing more
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I'AKTY FROM THF. DISTRI

a I'tuito. by Mawly, Ifitclmr

or less than the actual wedding - cart,

probably the gift of the bridegroom's parents.

In Roumania, perhaps more than in any

other country, marriage is the peasant's great

event in life ; it is looked forward to with

eagerness and worked for with a will. The

peasant women and girls work as hard as the

men, if not harder. However humble her

position may be, a peasant girl must have

a dowry of some kind, and so every penny is

saved up, every available asset is collected

and converted into coin, either gold, silver,

or bronze, according to the wealth of the

intending bride. And very pretty they look,

for on every possible occasion, be it a

From a]

RELATIONS OF THE WEDU

christening, a

wedding, or a

funeral, the village

girls turn out in

their finest, and

not only are they

exceedingly pret

tily dressed in

their national

costume, but

around the neck

and in her hair

every damsel

wears her dowry.

There were, of

cou rs e, ma n y

wedding proces

sions sent to the

Queen, but no

two of them were

alike. They came

from every pro

vince, the figures

in each dressed

in the particular

style peculiar to each district. In this

wedding-cart, which is one from the district

of llfov, we see the bride and bride

groom in the centre. Directly behind

them rises a kind of May-pole arrangement,

so that all may distinguish from afar the

most important party in the procession.

The beautiful milk-white oxen, a colour

almost universal in Roumanian cattleâ��ex

cepting, of course, the buffaloes, which are

black as coalâ��are modelled from nature,

and are evidences of perfect workmanship.

Our next illustration shows the relations of

the wedding party with the more bulky part

of the wedding procession. A huge oak
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Prom a]

WEDDING FROM THE DISTRICT OF VLASHCA.

chest, probably brass-bound, is filled with

blankets, sheets, wearing apparel, all of which

are the work of the bride, her parents and

relations. Securely fixed on the top we

discern what forms a very important item in

a mairiage feastâ��a cask of Tsuica, the native

whisky, made from the juice of plums, which

are abundantly grown in the mountainous

districts round the town of Ploesci, perhaps

the most im

portant centre

of Tzuica manu

facture.

The young

man in charge

of the team is

fully aware of

his responsi

bilities, and he

looks it. He is

slightly startled,

however. Per

haps it is a case

of love at first

sight !

We now come

to another wed

ding procession,

preceded by two

gorgeously at

tired outriders.

The wedding is

an example from

one of the most

wealthy districts

in R o u m a n i a,

namely Vla-

shca. It will

readily be per.

ceived that all

the arrange

ments, dresses,

ana so on, are h,rom a

inrl <;n nn nrf THE LAST OK THE "OUJ ciÂ°*RD;

on a much larger and more expensive

scale than in the case of the previous one.

The beautiful embroidery on the overcoat of

the gallant rider on the right is a little work

of art. The bride is very gorgeous, and in

this case the coins on her head-gear are

numerous and easily distinguishable. The

oxen, two of which,.are black, the other

two spotlessly white, are also decorated

A HIGHLANDER, AN'D OTHERS.

about the head

with strings of

beads and arti

ficial flowers.

The very fact of

having two

teams to the

wedding - cart

proclaims it to

be an event of

some import

ance. The

decorated pine-

tree at the back

of the cart is

also noticeable,

whilst the foot

man behind is a

decided luxury.

An imposing

group comes

next. We have

here an accurate

representation

of one of Napo-

leon's Old

Guard. The

old - time uni

form, the well-

know n b u s b y

and the musket,

are copied from

old prints, and

every detail
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gathered from reliable sources. Looking

away rather ungiaciously from the gallant

warrior stands a lady dressed in the style of

forty years ago. There is also an umbrella

or sunshade, but in what manner it is kept

in position remains a mystery.

Above all the others, as usual holding a

high position, stands one of our gallant

Highlanders, and it may be interesting to

explain how this figure found a place in the ex

hibition. Ever since the marriage of the Crown

Prince of Roumania to Princess Marie of

Edinburgh, Roumanian society has taken an

extraordinary interest in nil things English.

Her Royal Highness has already succeeded

in making a place for herself in the hearts of

placing a wreath of wild roses around the

head of the grand old nigger, whilst most of

the other well-known characters are also

grouped around the venerable figure, notably

Miss Ophelia, and Topsy.

The famous Hoyards and Voivides, who fill

the pages of Roumanian history with many

a gallant deed, also take a prominent place

among the contributions sent to Her Majesty.

It seems only natural that the Roumanians

of to-day should show their well - known

patriotism in so marked a manner. Hence

we see in this picture one of these grand

fellows, clad in an elaborate white cloak

trimmed with expensive furs. His huge

cacin/a, or fur cap, made of the same expen-

ROUMANIAN BOYARDS AND THEIR BAHUSâ��THE SHAH OF PERSIA.

the Roumanian people ; hence it is not

astonishing to note that, no doubt as a

compliment to Her Royal Highness, many

figures in costumes more or less relating to

her mother country have been contributed

to the collection, notably this Highlander,

whose uniform is wonderfully accurate.

Another amiable compliment, paid no

doubt to the Dowager Princess of Wied, is a

remarkable scene taken from " Uncle Tom's

Cabin," her favourite book. Uncle Tom's

log cabin, with its palm-leaf roof and its quaint

surroundings, forms a fitting background for

the old man sitting on a bale of cotton.

Little Eva is gracefully posed in the act of

sive material, is a sine qua noiiâ��ior every

gentleman farmer weirs this typical head-gear

during the winter months, and occasionally

throughout the year. The peasants wear

scarcely anything else in the way of head

gear, though on occasions of high cere

monial they appear in hats of peculiar

pattern, examples of which may be noticed

in the wedding procession figures. Their

bards " by appointment "â��for many a Boyard

in past times had a Court of his ownâ��are

seen in the foreground; the popular and

peculiar reed instruments so common among

the /aufarfs, or street musicians, are notice

able in two cases, whilst the guitar is
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prominent in the possession of the musician

on the left of the picture. Looking on

with a marked sense of his own importance

stands no less a personage than the Shah of

Persia. His love of personal adornment is

well exemplified in the gorgeous uniform and

the jewelled weapon hanging at his side; the

fez, covering part of his ample locks, bears the

familiar aigrettt and diadem of the Shahs.

One of the most elaborate groups in point

of dress, however, is a fancy-dress ball scene.

The personages in their various travesties are

numerous and prettily arranged. The dresses

are expensive, and all made by the leading

dressmaker in Bucha

rest. The indignation

of the pianist is a

revelation of doll land.

The shy little lady on

his left is patiently

waiting for a partner,

who, let us hope, will

soon make an appear

ance. The curtain in

the rear, embroidered

with the arms of

Roumania, makes a

pretty and effective

background.

\Ve now come to what is perhaps the

finest individual creation in the whole collec

tion. The imposing figure under notice is

no less a person than the Primate or Arch

bishop of all Roumaniaâ��head of the Greek

Orthodox religion in that country. His

gorgeous robes are covered with exquisite

designs, symbols of his high position, and

are accurate to the minutest details. From the

magnificent mitre to the gold-mounted crook

which he holds in his right hand, he is the

most perfect specimen of religious dignity and

gorgeousness ever made on so small a scale.

Altogether the Queen of Roumania's doll-

show at the Neuwied

Fancy Fair has proved

a signal success, and

Her Majesty is to be

heartily congratulated

on the splendid help

which she, together with

her many indefatigable

co-workers, has been

the principal means of

providing for little deaf

and dumb children

now under the loving

care of the Dowager

Princess of Wied.

THE 1'RIMATE OF KOUMANIA.

from a Photograph.



Miss Cay ley's Adventures.

BY GRANT ALLEN.

X.â��THE ADVENTURE OF THE CROSS-EYED Q.C.

HE "cold weather," as it is

humorously called, was now

drawing to a close, and

the young ladies in sailor

hats and cambric blouses

who flock to India each

autumn for the annual marriage-market

were beginning to resign themselves to a

return to Englandâ��unless, of course, they

had succeeded in "catching." Sol realized

that I must hurry on to Delhi and Agra, if

I was not to be intercepted by the intoler

able summer.

When we started from Moozuflernuggar

for Delhi and the East,

Lord Southminster was

starting for Bombay

and Europe. This

surprised me not a

little, for he had con

fided to my unsympa

thetic ear a few nights

earlier, in the Maha

rajah's billiard - room,

that he was "stony

broke," and must wait

at Moozuffernuggar for

lack of funds " till the

oof-bird laid" at his

banker's in England.

His conversation en

larged my vocabulary,

at any rate.

" So you've managed

to get away ?" I ex

claimed, as he dawdled

up to me at the hot and

dusty station.

" Yaas," he drawled,

fixing his eye-glass, and

lighting a cigarette.

" I've â�� p'f â�� managed

to get away. Maharaj

seems to have thought

â�� p'f â�� it would be

cheepah in the end to â�¢â�¢ HE MR,,â�¢, â�¢. EXPECT

pay me OUt than to ENGLAND AND

keep me."

" You don't mean to say he offered to lend

you money ? " 1 cried.

" No ; not exactly that: / offahed to

borrow it."

" From the man you call a nigger? "

His smile spread broader over his face

than ever: " Well, we borrow from the Jews,

yah know," he said, pleasantly, " so why the

jooce shouldn't we borrow from the heathen

also? Spoiling the Egyptians, doivt yah

see?â��the same as we used to read about in

the Scripchah when we were innocent kiddies.

Like marriage, quite. You borrow in haste

â��and repay at leisure."

He strolled off and took his seat. I was

glad to get rid of him at the main line

junction.

In accordance with my usual merciful

custom, I spare you the details of our visit

to Agra, Muttra, Be

nares. At Calcutta,

Elsie left me. Her

health was now quite

restored, dear little soul

â�� I felt I had done that

one good thing in life

if no otherâ��and she

could no longer with

stand the higher mathe

matics, which were

beckoning her to

London with invisible

fingers. For myself,

having so far accom

plished my original

design of going round

the world with two

pence in my pocket, I

could not bear to draw

back at half the circuit;

and Mr. Elworthy

having willingly con

sented to my return by-

Singapore and Yoko

hama, I set out alone on

my homeward journey.

YOU TO COME BACK TO

MAKHV ME." "

Harold wrote me from

London that all was

going well. He had

found the will which I

drew up at Florence in

his uncle's escritoire,

and everything was left

to him ; but he trusted, in spite of this

untoward circumstance, long absence might

have altered my determination. " Dear

Lois," he wrote, " I expect you to come back

to England and marry me ! "
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It was brief, but categorical. Nothing,

meanwhile, had altered my resolve. I did

not wish to be considered mercenary. While

he was rich and honoured, I could never take

him. If, some day, fortune frownedâ��but,

thereâ��let us not forestall the feet of

calamity : let us await contingencies.

Still, I was heavy in heart. If only it had

been otherwise ! To say the truth, I should

be thrown away on a millionaire; but just

think what a splendid managing wife a girl

like me would have made for a penniless

pauper!

At Yokohama, however, while I dawdled

in curiosity shops, a telegram from Harold

.startled me into seriousness. My chance at

last! I knew what it meant; that villain

Higginson !

" Come home at once. I want your evidence

to clear my character. Southminster opposes

the will as a forgery. He has a strong case;

the experts are with him." . . ,,

Forgery! That was clever. I never

thought of that. I suspected them of try

ing to forge a will of their own ; â�¢â�¢ i

but to upset the real oneâ��to throw

the burden of suspicion on Harold's

shouldersâ��how much subtler and

craftier !

I saw at a glance it gave them

every advantage. In the first place,

it put Harold virtually in the place

of the accused, and compelled him

to defend instead of attackingâ��an

attitude which prejudices people

against one from the outset. Then,

again, it implied positive criminality

on his part, and so allowed Lord

Southminster to assume the air of

injured innocence. The eldest son

of the eldest brother, unjustly set

aside by the scheming machinations

of an unscrupulous cousin! Primo

geniture, the ingrained English love

for keeping up the dignity of a

noble family, the prejudice in favour

of the direct male line as against

the femaleâ��all were astutely utilized

in Lord Southininster's interest.

But worst of all, it was / who had

type-written the willâ�� I, a friend of

Harold's, a woman whom Lord

Southminster would doubtless try

to exhibit as \\\&_fiatifee. I saw at once how

much like conspiracy it looked : Harold and

I had agreed together to concoct a false

document, and Harold had forged his uncle's

signature to it. Could a British jury doubt

when a Lord declared it ?

Vol. xvi. â��C7.

Fortunately, I was just in time to catch

the Canadian steamer from Japan to Van

couver. But, oh, the endless breadth of

that broad Pacific ! How time seemed to

lag, as each day one rose in the morning, in

the midst of space; blue sky overhead;

behind one, the hard horizon ; in front of one,

the hard horizon ; and nothing else visible :

then steamed on all day, to arrive at night,

where ?â��why, in the midst of space ; starry

sky overhead ; behind one, the dim horizon;

in front of one, the dim horizon; and

nothing else visible. The Nile was child's

play to it. ,

Day after day we steamed, and night after

night were still where we beganâ��in the

centre of the sea, no farther from our starting-

peint, no nearer to our goal, yet for ever

steaming. It was endlessly wearisome ; who

could say what might be happening mean

while in England ? â�¢ .

â�¢ At last, after months, as it seemed, of this

slow torture, we reached Vancouver. There,

in the raw new town, a telegram awaited me.

"Glad to hear you are coming. Make all

haste. You may be just in time to arrive for

the trial."

Just in time! I would not waste a

moment. I caught the first train on the

Canadian Pacific, and travelled straight
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through, day and night, to Montreal and

Quebec, without one hour's interval.

I cannot describe to you that journey

across a continent I had never before seen.

It was endless and hopeless. I only know

that we crawled up the Rocky Mountains and

the Selkirk Range, over spider-like viaducts,

with interminable effort, and that the prairies

were just the broad Pacific over again. They

rolled on for ever. But we did reach Quebec

â��in time we reached it ; and we caught by

an hour the first liner to Liverpool.

At Prince's Landing-stage another telegram

awaited me. " Come on at once. Case

now proceeding. Harold is in court. We

need your evidence.â��GF.ORGINA FAWLEY."

I might still be in time to vindicate

Harold's character!

At Euston, to my surprise, I was met, not

only by my dear cantankerous old lady, but

also by my friend, the magnificent Maha

rajah, dressed this time in a frock-coat and

silk hat of Bond Street glossiness.

"What has brought you to England?" I

asked, astonished. " The Jubilee?"

He smiled, and showed his two fine rows

of white teeth. " That, nominally. In

reality, the cricket season (I play for

Berks). But most of all, to see dear Tilling-

ton safe through this trouble."

" He's a brick!" Lady Georgina cried,

with enthusiasm. " A regular brick, my

dear Lois! His carriage is waiting outside

to take you up to my house. He has stood

by Haroldâ��well, like a Christian !"

" Or a Hindu," the Maharajah corrected,

smiling.

" And how have you been all this time,

dear Lady Georgina ? " I asked, hardly daring

to inquire about what was nearest to my

soulâ��Harold.

The cantankerous old lady knitted her

brows in a familiar fashion. " Oh, my dear,

don't ask : I haven't known a happy hour

since you left me in Switzerland. Lois, I

shall never be happy again without you ! It

would pay me to give you a retaining fee of

a thousand a yearâ��honour bright, it would,

I assure you. What I've suffered from the

Gretchens since you've been in the East has

only been equalled by what I've suffered

from the Mary Annes and the Ce'lestines.

Not a hair left on my scalp ; not one hair, I

declare to you. They've made my head into

a tabula rasa for the various restorers. George

R. Sims and Mrs. S. A. Allen are going to

fight it out between them. My dear, I wish

you could take my maid's place ; I've always

said "

I finished the speech for her. " A lady

can do better whatever she turns her hand to

than any of these hussies."

She nodded. " And why ? Because her

hands are hands ; while as for the Gretchens

and the Mary Annes, ' paws ' is the only word

one can honestly apply to them. Then, on

top of it all comes this trouble about Harold.

So distressing, isn't it ? You see, at the

point which the matter has reached, it's

simply impossible to save Harold's reputa

tion without wrecking Southminster's. Pretty

position that for a respectable family ! The

Ashursts hitherto have been quite respectable :

a co-respondent or two, perhaps, but never

anything serious. Now, either Southminster

sends Harold to prison, or Harold sends

Southminster. There's a nice sort of dilemma !

I always knew Kynaston's boys were born

fools ; but to find they're born knaves, too, is

hard on an old woman in her hairless dotage.

However, you've come, my child, and ymill

soon set things right. You're the one person

on earth I can trust in this matter."

Harold go to prison ! My head reeled at

the thought. I staggered out into the open

air, and took my seat mechanically in the

Maharajah's carriage. All London swam

before me. After so many months' absence,

the polychromatic decorations of our English

streets, looming up through the smoke,

seemed both strange and familiar. I drove

through the first half mile with a vague con

sciousness that Lipton's tea is the perfection

of cocoa and matchless for the complexion,

but that it dyes all colours, and won't wash

clothes.

After a while, however, I woke up to the

full terror of the situation. "Where are you

taking me ? " I inquired.

"To my house, dear," Lady Georgina

answered, looking anxiously at me; for my

face was bloodless.

"No, that won't do,'' I answered. " My

cue must be now to keep myself as aloof as

possible from Harold and Harold's backers.

I must put up at an hotel. It will sound so

much better in cross-examination."

" She's quite right," the Maharajah broke in,

with sudden conviction. "One must block

every ball with these nasty swift bowlers."

" Where's Harold ? " I asked, after another

pause. " Why didn't he come to meet me ? "

" My dear, how could he ? He's under

examination. A cross-eyed Q.C. with an

odious leer. Southminster's chosen the

biggest bully at the Bar to support his con

tention.''

" Drive to some hotel in the Jermyn Street
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district," I cried to the Maharajah's coach

man. "That will be handy for the law

courts."

He touched his hat and turned. In a sort

of dickey behind sat two gorgeous-turbaned

Rajput servants.

That evening Harold came round to visit

me at my rooms. I could see he was much

agitated. Things had gone very badly. Lady

Georgina was there; she had stopped to

dine with me, dear old thing, lest 1 should

feel lonely and give way; so had Elsie

Petheridge. Mr. Elworthy sent a telegram

of welcome from Devonshire. I knew at

least that my friends were rallying round me

in this hour of trial. The kind Maharajah

himself would have come too, if I had

allowed him, but I thought it inexpedient.

They explained everything to me. Harold

had propounded Mr. Ashurst's willâ��the one

I drew up at Florenceâ��and had asked for

probate. Lord Southminster intervened and

opposed the grant of probate on the ground

that the signatures were forgeries. He

propounded instead another will, drawn

some twenty years earlier, when they were

both children, duly executed at the time,

and undoubtedly genuine; in it,

testator left everything without re

serve to the eldest son of his eldest

brother, Lord Kynaston.

" Marmy didn't know in those

days that Kynaston's sons would

all grow up fools," Lady Georgina

said tartly. " Besides which, that

was before the poor dear soul

took to plunging on the Stock

Exchange and made his money.

He had nothing to leave then

but his best silk hat and a

few paltry hundreds. After

wards, when he'd feathered his nest

in soap and cocoa, he discovered

that Bertie â�� that's Lord South-

minster â�� was a first - class idiot.

Marmy never liked Southminster,

nor Southminster Marmy. For after

all, with all his faults, Marmy was

a gentleman ; while Bertie â�� well,

my dear, we needn't put a name

to it. So he altered his will, as

you know, when he saw the sort

of man Southminster turned out,

and left practically everything he

possessed to Harold."

" Who are the witnesses to the will ?

asked.

I

" There's the trouble. Who do you think ?

Why, Higginson's sister, who was Marmy's

masseuse, and a waiterâ��Franz Markheimâ��

at the hotel at Florence, who's dead they

sayâ��or, at least, not forthcoming."

" And Higginson's sister forswears her

signature," Harold added gloomily ; " while

the experts are, most of them, dead against

the genuineness of my uncle's."

" That's clever," I said, leaning back, and

taking it in slowly. " Higginson's sister !

How well they've worked it. They couldn't

prevent Mr. Ashurst from making this will,

but they managed to supply their c-vn tainted

witnesses ! If it had been Higginson himself

now, he'd have had to be cross-examined;

and in cross-examination, of course, we could

have shaken his credit, by bringing up the

episodes of the Count de Laroche-sur-Loiret

and Dr. Fortescue-I^angley. But his sister !

What's she like? Have you anything against

her ? "

" My dear," Lady Georgina cried, " there

the rogue has bested us. Isn't it just like

him ? What do you suppose he has done ?

Why, provided himself with a sister of tried

respectability and blameless character."

" And she denies that it is her hand

writing? " I asked.

THE CROSS-EYED Q.C. UKGGED HIM TO HE VERY CAREFUL.

" Declares on her Bible oath she never

signed the document! "

I was fairly puzzled. It was a stupen

dously clever dodge. Higginson must have
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trained up his sister for forty years in the

ways of wickedness, yet held her in reserve

for this supreme moment.

" And where is Higginson ? " I asked.

I/ady Georgina broke into a hysterical

laugh. " Where is he, my dear? That's the

question. With consummate strategy, the

wretch has disappeared into space at the last

moment."

"That's artful again," I said. "His pre

sence could only damage their case. I can

see, of â�¢?: urse, Lord Southminster has no

need of him."

" Southminster's the wiliest fool that ever

lived," Harold broke out bitterly. " Under

that mask of imbecility, he's a fox for

trickiness."

I bit my lip. "Well, if you succeed in

evading him," 1 said, "you will have cleared

your character. And if you don'tâ��then,

Harold, our time will have come : you will

have your longed-for chance of trying me."

"That won't do me much good,'' he

answered, "if I have to wait fourteen years

for youâ��at Portland."

Next morning, in court, I heard Harold's

cross-examination. He described exactly

where he had found the contested will in

his uncle's escritoire. The cross-eyed Q.C.,

a heavy man with bloated features and a

bulbous nose, begged him, with one fat

uplifted forefinger, to be very careful. How

did he know where to look for it?

"Because I knew the house well : I knew

where my uncle was likely to keep his valu

ables."

"Oh, indeed ; not because you had put it

there ? "

The court rang with laughter. My face

grew crimson.

After an hour or two of fencing, Harold

was dismissed. He stood down, baffled.

Counsel recalled Lord Southminster.

The pea-green young man, stepping briskly

up, gazed about him, open-mouthed, with a

vacant stare. The look of cunning on his

face was carefully suppressed. He wore, on

the contrary, an air of injured innocence

combined with an eye-glass.

" You did not put this will in the drawer

where Mr. Tillington found it, did you ?"

counsel asked.

The pea-green young man laughed. " No,

I certainly didn't put it theah. My cousin

Harold was man in possession. He took jolly

good care /didn't come neah the premises."

" Do you think you could forge a will if

you tried ? "

Lord Southminster laughed. " No, I

don't," he answered, with a well-assumed

naivete. "That's just the difference between

us, don't yah know. Tin what they call a

fool, and my cousin Harold's a precious

clevah fellah."

There was another loud laugh.

" That's not evidence," the judge observed,

severely.

It was not. But it told far more than

much that was. It told strongly against

Harold.

" Besides," Lord Southminster continued,

with engaging frankness, " if I forged a will

at all, I'd rake jolly good care to forge it

in my own favah."

My turn came next. Our counsel handed

me the incriminated will. " Did you draw

up this document ? " he asked.

I looked at it closely. The paper bore

our Florentine water-mark, and was written

with a Spread-Eagle. " I type-wrote it," I

answered, gazing at it with care to make

sure I recognised it.

Our counsel's business was to uphold the

will, not to cast aspersions upon it. He

was evidently annoyed at my close exami

nation. " You have no doubts about it ? "

he said, trying to prompt me.

I hesitated. "No, no doubt," I answered,

turning over the sheet and inspecting it still

closer. " I type-wrote it at Florence."

" Do you recognise that signature as Mr.

Marmaduke Ashurst's?" he went on.

I stared at it. Was it his ? It was like it,

certainly. Yet that k? and those j's? I

almost wondered.

Counsel was obviously annoyed at my

hesitation. He thought I was playing into

the enemy's hands. " Is it his, or is it not ? '"

he inquired again, testily.

" It is his," I answered. Yet I own I was

troubled.

He asked many questions about the

circumstances of the interview when I took

down the will. I answered them all. But I

vaguely felt he and I were at cross-purposes.

I grew almost as uncomfortable under his

gaze as if he had been examining me in the

interest of the other side. He managed to

fluster me. As a witness for Harold, 1 was a

grotesque failure.

Then the cross-eyed Q.C., rising and

shaking his huge bulk, began to cross-

examine me. " Where did you type-write

this thing, do you say ? " he said, pointing to

it contemptuously.

" In my office at Florence."

" Yes, I understand ; you had an office in

Florenceâ��after you gave up retailing bicycles
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on the public roads. And you had a partner,

I thinkâ��a Miss Petherick, or Petherton, or

Pennyfarthing, or something ? r>

" Miss Petheridge," I corrected, while the

Court tittered.

â�¢' Ah, Petheridge, you call it! * Well, now,

answer this question carefully. Did

your Miss Petheridge hear Mr.

Ashurst dictate the terms of his

last will and testament ? "

"l WAS A GROTESQUE FAILURE.

"No," I answered. "The interview was

of a strictly confidential character. Mr.

Ashurst took me aside into the back room at

our office."

" Oh, he took you aside ? Confidential ?

Well, now we're getting at it. And did

anybody but yourself see or hear any part

whatsoever of this precious document ? "

" Certainly not," I replied. " It was a

private matter."

" Private ! oh, very ! Nobody else saw it.

Did Mr. Ashurst take it away from the office

in person ? "

" No ; he sent his courier for it."

" His courier? The man Higginson ?"

"Yes; but I refused to give it to Higgin-

son. I took it myself that night to the hotel

where Mr. Ashurst was stopping."

" Ah ! You took it yourself. So the only

other person who knows anything at first

hand about the existence of the alleged will

is this person Higginson ?"

" Miss Petheridge knows," I said, flushing.

"At the time, I told her of it."

" Oh, you told her. Well, that doesn't

help us much. If what you are swearing

isn't true â�� re

member, you are

on your oath â��

what you told

Miss Petherick

or Petheridge or

Pennyfarthing,

' at the time,'

can hardly be

regarded as cor

roborative evi

dence. Your

word then and

your word now

are just equally

valuable â�� or

equally worthless.

The only person

who knows be

sides yourself is

Higginson. Now,

I ask you, where

is Higginson?

Are you going to

produce him ?"

The wicked

cunning of it

struck me dumb.

They were keep

ing him away,

and then using

his absence to

cast doubts on

my veracity. " Stop," I cried, taken aback.

" Higginson is well known to be a rogue, and

he is keeping away lest he may damage your

side. I know nothing of Higginson."

" Yes, I'm coming to that in good time.

Don't be afraid that we're going to pass over

Higginson. You admit this man is a man of

bad character. Now, what do you know of

him ? "

I told the stories of the Count and of Dr.

Fortescue-Langley.

The cross-eyed cross-examiner leant across

towards me and leered. " And this is the

man," he exclaimed, with a triumphant air,

" whose sister you pretended you had got to

sign this precious document of yours ? "

"Whom Mr. Ashurst got to sign it," I

answered, red-hot. " It is not my document."

" And you have heard that she swears it

is not her signature at all ? "
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"So they tell me. She is Higginson's

sister. For all I know, she may be prepared

to swear, or to forswear, anything."

" Don't cast doubt upon our witnesses

without cause! Miss Higginsoo is an

eminently respectable woman. You gave

this document to Mr. Ashurst, you say.

There your knowledge of it ends. A signa

ture is placed on it which is not his, as our

experts testify. It purports to be witnessed

by a Swiss waiter, who is not forthcoming,

and who is asserted to be dead, as well as

by a nurse who denies her signature. And

the only other person who knows of its

existence before Mr. Tillington 'discovers'

it in his uncle's desk" isâ��the missing

man Higginson. Is that, or is it not, the

truth of the matter?"

" I suppose so," I said, baffled.

" Well, now, as to this man Higginson.

He first appears upon the scene, so far as

you are concerned, on the day when you

travelled from London to Schlangenbad ? "

" That is so," 1 answered.

" And he nearly succeeded then in stealing

Lady Georgina Fawley's jewel-case ? "

" He nearly took it, but I saved it." And

I explained the circumstance.

The cross-eyed Q.C. held his fat sides with

his hands, looking incredulously at me, and

smiled. His vast width of waistcoat shook

with silent merriment. "You are a very

clever young lady," he murmured. "You

can explain away anything. But don't you

think it just as likely that it was a plot

between you two, and that owing to some

mistake the plot came off unsuccessful ? "

" I do not," I cried, crimson. " I never

saw the Count before that morning."

He tried another tack. " Still, wherever

you went, this man Higginsonâ��the only

other person, you admit, who knows about

the previous existence of the willâ��turned up

simultaneously. He was always turning up

â��at the same place as you did. He turned

up at Lucerne, as a faith-healer, didn't he?"

" If you will allow me to explain," I cried,

biting my lip.

He bowed, all blandness. "Oh, certainly,'

he murmured. " Explain away everything !''

I explained, but of course he had dis

counted and damaged my explanation.

He made no comment. "And then," he

went on, with his hands on his hips, and

his obtrusive rotundity, " he turned up at

Florence, as courier to Mr. Ashurst, at the

very date when this so-called will was being

concocted ? "

" He was at Florence when Mr. Ashurst

dictated it to me," I answered, growing

desperate.

" You admit he was in Florence. Good !

Once more he turned up in India with my

client, Lord Southminster, upon whose youth

and inexperience he had ma.iaged to impose

himself. And he carried him off, did he not,

by one of these strange coincidences to which

you are peculiarly liable, on the very same

steamer on which you happened to be travel

ling?"

" Lord Southminster told me he took

Higginson with him because a rogue suited

his book," I answered, warmly.

" Will you swear his lordship didn't say

' the rogue suited his book 'â��which is quite

another thing?" the Q.C. asked blandly.

"I will swear he did not,'' I replied. "I

have correctly reported him."

" Then I congratulate you, young lady, on

your excellent memory. My lud, will you

allow me later to recall Lord Southminster

to testify on this point?"

The judge nodded.

" Now, once more, as to your relations

with the various members of the Ashurst

family. You introduced yourself to Lady

Georgina Fawley, I believe, quite casually,

on a seat in Kensington Gardens ? "

" That is true," I answered.

" You had never seen her before ? "

"Never."

" And you promptly offered to go with her

as her lady's maid to Schlangenbad in

Germany ?"

" In place of her lady's maid, for one

week," I answered.

" Ah ; a delicate distinction ' ' In place of

her lady's maid.' You are a lady, I believe :

an officer's daughter, you told us : educated

at Girton ? "

"So I have said already,'' I replied,

crimson.

" And you stick to it ? By all means.

Tellâ��the truthâ��and stick to it. It's always

safest. Now, don't you think it was rather

an odd thing for an officer's daughter to do

â��to run about Germany as maid to a lady

of title ? "

I tried to explain once more ; but the jury

smiled. You can't justify originality to a

British jury. Why, they would send you to

prison at once for that alone, if they made

the laws as well as dispensing them.

He passed on after a while to another

topic. " I think you have boasted more than

once in society that when you first met Lady

Georgina Fawley you had twopence in your

pocket to go round the world with?"
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" I had," I answeredâ��" and I went round

the world with it."

" Exactly. I'm getting there in time.

With itâ��and other things. A few months

later, more or less, you were touring up the

Nile in your steam dahabeeah, and in the lap

of luxury: you were taking saloon-carriages

on Indian railways, weren't you?"

I explained again. '' The dahabeeah was

in the service of the Daily Telephone" I

answered. " I became a journalist."

He cross-questioned me about that. " Then

I am to understand," he said at last, leaning

" Is that matter relevant ?'' the judge

asked, sharply.

" My lud," the Q.C. said, in his blandest

voice, " I am striving to suggest to the jury

that this ladyâ��the only person who ever

beheld this so-called will till Mr. Harold

Tillington â�� described in its terms as

'Younger of Gledcliffe,' whatever that may

beâ��produced it out of his uncle's deskâ��I

am striving to suggest that this lady isâ�� my

duty to my client compels me to sayâ��an

adventuress."

He had uttered the word. I felt my

" THE JUKY SMILED."

forward with all his waistcoat, " that you

sprang yourself upon Mr. Elworthy at sight,

pretty much as you sprang yourself upon

Lady Georgina Fawley ? "

"We arranged matters quickly," I ad

mitted. The dexterous wretch was making

my strongest points all tell against me.

" H'm ! Well, he was a man : and you

will admit, I suppose," fingering his smooth,

fat chin, " that you are a lady ofâ��what is

the stock phrase the reporters use?â��con

siderable personal attractions ? "

" My Lord," I said, turning to the Bench,

" I appeal to you. Has he the right to

compel me to answer that question ? "

The judge bowed slightly. " The question

requires no answer," he said, with a quiet

emphasis. I burned bright scarlet.

" Well, my lud, I defer to your ruling,"

the cross-eyed cross-examiner continued,

radiant. "I go on to another point. When

in India, I believe, you stopped for some

time as a guest in the house of a native

Maharajah."

character had not a leg left to stand upon

before a British jury.

" I went there with my friend, Miss

Petheridge " I began.

"Oh, Miss Petheridge once moreâ��you

hunt in couples ? "

" Accompanied and chaperoned by a

married lady, the wife of a Major Bal-

mossie, on the Bombay Staff Corps.''

" That was certainly prudent. One ought

to be chaperoned. Can you produce the

lady?"

" How is it possible ?" I cried. " Mrs.

Balmossie is in India."

" Yes; but the Maharajah, I understand,

is in London ? "

" That is true," I answered.

" And he came to meet you on your

arrival yesterday."

" With Lady Georgina Fawley," I cried,

taken off my guard.

" Do you not consider it curious," he

asked, "that these Higginsons and these

Maharajahs should happen to follow you so
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closely round the world?â��should happen to

turn up wherever you do ? "

" He came to be present at this trial," I

exclaimed.

"And so did you. I believe he met you

at Euston last night, and drove

you to your hotel in his private

carriage."

"'THE QUESTION REQUIRES NO ANSWER, HE S

" With Lady (ieorgina Fawley,'' I answered,

once more.

"And Lady Georgina is on Mr. Tillington's

side, I fancy ? Ah, yes, I thought so. And

Mr. Tillington also called to see you ; and

likewise Miss Petherickâ��I beg your pardon,

Petheridge. We must be strictly accurateâ��

where Miss Petheridge is concerned. And,

in fact, you had quite a little family party."

" My friends were glad to see me back

again," I murmured.

He sprang a fresh innuendo. " But Mr.

Tillington did not resent your visit to this

gallant Mah.-rnjah ? "

<: Certainly not," I cried, bridling. " Why-

should he ? "

" Oh, we're getting to that too. Now

answer me this carefully. We want to find

out what interest you might have, supposing

a will were forged, on either side, in arranging

its terms. We want to find out just who

would benefit by it. Please reply to this

question, yes or no, without prevarication.

Are you or are you not conditionally engaged

to Mr. Harold Tillington?"

" If I might explain " I began, quiver

ing.

He sneered. " You have a

genius for explaining, we are

aware. Answer me first, yes

or no ; we will qualify after

ward."

I glanced appealingly at the

judge. He was adamant.

" Answer as counsel directs

you, witness," he said, sternly.

" Yes, I am," I faltered.

" But "

â�¢' Excuse me one moment.

You promised to marry him

conditionally upon the result

of Mr. Ashurst's testamentary

dispositions ? " i

" I did," I answered :

Â« but "

My explanation was drowned

in roars of laughter, in which

the judge joined, in spite of

himself. When the mirth in

court had subsided a little, I

went on : "I told Mr. Tilling

ton I would only marry him

in case he was poor and with

out expectations. If he

inherited Mr. Marmaduke

Ashurst's money, I could

never be his wife." I said it

proudly.

The cross-eyed Q.C. drew

himself up and let his rotundity take care

of itself. " Do you take me," he inquired,

" for one of Her Majesty's horse marines?7'

There was another roar of laughterâ��

feebly suppressed by a judicial frownâ��and I

slank away, annihilated.

" You can go," my persecutor said. " I

think we have gotâ��well, everything we

wanted from you. You promised to marry

him, if all went ill! That is a delicate

feminine way of putting it. Women like

these equivocations. They relieve one from

the onus of speaking frankly."

I stood down from the box, feeling, for the

first time in my life, conscious of having

scored an ignominious failure.

Our counseldid not care to re-examine me ;

I recognised that it would be useless. The

hateful Q.C. had put all my history in such

an odious light that explanation could only

make matters worseâ��it must savour of
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apology. The jury could never understand

my point of view. It could never be made

to see that there are adventuresses and

adventuresses.

Then came the final speeches on either side.

Harold's advocate said the best he could in

favour of the will our party propounded ; but

his best was bad; and what galled me most

was thisâ��I could see he himself did not

believe in its genuineness. His speech

amounted to little more than a perfunctory

attempt to put the most favourable face on a

probable forgery.

As for the cross-eyed Q.C., he rose to

reply with humorous confidence. Swaying his

big body to and fro, he crumpled our will and

our case in his fat fingers like so much flimsy

tissue-paper. Mr. Ashurst had made a disposi

tion of his property twenty years agoâ��the right

disposition, the natural disposition : he had

left the bulk of it as childless English gentle

men have ever been wont to leave their

wealthâ��to the eldest son of the eldest son

of his family. The Honourable Marma-

duke Courtney Ashurst, the testator, was

the scion of a great house, which recent

agricultural changes, he regretted to say, had

relatively impoverished; he had come to

the succour of that great house, as such a

scion should, with his property acquired

by honest industry elsewhere. It was fitting

and reasonable that Mr. Ashurst should

wish to see the Kynaston peerage regain,

in the person of the amiable and accom

plished young nobleman whom he had the

honour to represent, some portion of its

ancient dignity and splendour.

But jealousy and greed intervened. (Here

he frowned at Harold.) Mr. Harold Tilling-

ton, the son of one of Mr. Ashurst's married

sisters, cast longing eyes, as he had tried to

suggest to them, on his cousin Lord South-

minster's natural heritage. The result, he

feared, was an unnatural intrigue. Mr. Harold

Tillington formed the acquaintance of a

young ladyâ��should we say young lady ?â��

(he withered me with his glance)â��well, yes,

a lady, indeed, by birth and education, but

an adventuress by choice â�� a lady who,

brought up in a respectable, though not (he

must admit) a distinguished sphere, had

lowered herself by accepting the position of a

lady's maid, and had trafficked in patent

American cycles on the public high-roads of

Germany and Switzerland. This clever and

designing woman (he would grant her ability

â��he would grant her good looks) had

fascinated Mr. Tillington â�� that was the

theory he ventured to lay before the

Vol.

jury to-day; and the jury would see for

themselves that whatever else the young

lady might be, she had distinctly a certain

outer gift of fascination. It was for them to

decide whether Miss Lois Cayley had or had

not suggested to Mr. Harold Tillington the

design of substituting a forged will for Mr.

Marmaduke Ashurst's undeniable testament.

He would point out to them her singular

connection with the missing man Higginson,

whom the young lady herself described as a

rogue, and from whom she had done her very

best to dissociate herself in this courtâ��but

ineffectually. Wherever Miss Cayley went,

the man Higginson went independently.

Such frequent recurrences, such apt juxta

positions could hardly be set down to mere

accidental coincidence.

He went on to insinuate that Higginson

and I had concocted the disputed will

between us ; that we had passed it on to our

fellow-conspirator, Harold; and that Harold

had forged his uncle's signature to it, and

had appended those of the two supposed

witnesses. But who, now, were these wit

nesses? One, Franz Markheim, was dead

or missing; dead men tell no tales:..the

other was obviously suggested by Higginson.

It was his own sister. Perhaps he forged

her name to the document. Doubtless he

thought that family feeling would induce her,

when it came to the pinch, to accept and

endorse her brother's lie; nay, he might even

have been foolish enough to suppose that

this cock-and-bull will would not be disputed.

If so, he and his master had reckoned with

out Lord Southminster, a gentleman who

concealed beneath the careless exterior of

a man of fashion the solid intelligence of

a man of affairs, and the hard head of a

man not to be lightly cheated in matters of

business.

The alleged will had thus not a leg to

stand upon. It was " type-written '' (save

the mark !) " from dictation " at Florence, by

whom ? By the lady who had most to gain

from its successâ��the lady who was to be

transformed from a shady adventuress, tossed

about between Irish doctors and Hindu

Maharajahs, into the lawful wife of a wealthy

diplomatist of noble family, on one condi

tion onlyâ��if this pretended will could be

satisfactorily established. The signatures

were forgeries, as shown by the expert

evidence, and also by the oath of the one

surviving witness.

The will left all the estateâ��practicallyâ��to

Mr. Harold Tillington, and five hundred

pounds to whom?â��why, to the accomplice
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Higginson. The minor bequests the Q.C.

regarded as ingenious inventions, pure play

of fancy, " intended to give artistic verisimi

litude," as Pooh-Bah says in the opera, " to

an otherwise bald and unconvincing

narrative." The fads, it was true, were

known fads of Mr. Ashurst's : but what sort

of fads ? Bimetallism ? Anglo-Israel ? No,

braces and shoe-hornsâ��clearly the kind that

would best be known to a courier like

Higginson, the sole begetter, he believed, of

this nefarious conspiracy.

The cross-eyed Q.C., lifting his fat right

hand in solemn adjuration, called upon the

jury confidently to set aside this ridiculous

fabrication, and declare for a will of undoubted

genuineness, a will drawn up in London by a

firm of eminent solicitors, and preserved ever

since by the testator's bankers. It would

then be for his lordship to decide whether in

the public interest he should recommend the

Crown to prosecute

on a charge of for

gery the clumsy

fabricator of this pre

posterous document.

The judge summed

up â�� strongly in

favour of Lord South-

minster's will. If the

jury believed the

experts and Miss

Higginson, one ver

dict alone was possi

ble. The jury retired

for three minutes

only. It was a fore

gone conclusion. They

found for Lord South-

minster. The judge,

looking grave, concurred

in their finding. A most

proper verdict. And he

considered it would be

the duty of the Public

Prosecutor to pursue Mr.

Harold Tillington on the

charge of forgery.

I reeled where I sat.

Then I looked round for

Harold.

He had slipped from the court, unseen,

during counsel's address, some minutes

earlier!

That distressed me more than anything

else on that dreadful day. I wished he had

stood up in his place like a man to face this

vile and cruel conspiracy.

I walked out slowly, supported by Lady

Georgina, who was white as a ghost herself,

but very straight and scornful. "I always

knew Southminster was a fool," she said,

aloud ; " I always knew he was a sneak; but

I did not know till now he was also a par

ticularly bad type of criminal."

On the steps of the court, the pea-green

young man met us. His air was jaunty.

" Well, I was right, yah see," he said, smiling

and withdrawing his cigarette. " You backed

the wrong fellah ! I told you I'd win. I

won't say moah now ; this is not the time or

place to recur to that subject; but, by-and

bye, you'll come

round ; you'll think

bettah of it still ;

you'll back the

winnah !"

" 1 REELED WHERE I SAT."

I wished I were a

man, that I might

have the pleasure of

kicking him.

We drove back to

my hotel and waited

for Harold. To my

horror and alarm, he

never came near us.

I might almost have

doubted himâ��if he

had not been Harold.

I waited and waited.

He did not come at all.

He sent no word, no

message. And all that

evening we heard the

newsboys shouting at the

top of their voice in the

street, " Extra Speshul!

the Ashurst Will Kise;

Sensational Develop

ments ! Mysterious Dis

appearance of Mr. 'Arold

Tillington."



Diving Elks.

BY EMORY JAMES.

{From Photographs by Waltermire, Sioux City, Iowa.}

ASCENDING FOR THE DIVE.

HE word " remarkable " is a

big word, and ought always to

be used with caution. But

we doubt if it could be more

appropriately used than in

describing these diving elks

â��probably the most remarkable trained

animals in the world. For decades people

have been pestered with trained horses,

elephants, seals, pigeons, cats, dogs, fleas,

and lionsâ��all in a greater or less degree of

training; but it has remained for the last

decade of this century to produce the diving

elks.

With all their opportunities for knowledge,

however, people are sometimes wrong. They

have looked upon the moose as the stupidest

of animals, and have given him credit for

little else than the mere brute instinct

common to his race. We fancy that the

illustrations in this article, and our verbal

attempt to show how the diving elks were

raised up to their present elevated position,

will prove that the moose knows something

after all. First, however, let us say that the

credit of educating these clumsy and some

what vilified aniirals belongs to Mr. Will H.

Barnes, of Sioux City, Iowa, who, after three

years of patient labour and the expenditure

of considerable money, now exhibits his pets

in various parts of the United States. There

is no deception about them. They do what

they start out to do, and they are accorded a

reception of wonderment and enthusiasm

wherever they appear.

Like many others, Mr. Barnes had heard

of the elk's dulness, and it was on this

account that he was prompted to train the

animal. "The fact," he writes, "that the

undertaking seemed almost impossible of

successful accomplishment gave additional

zest to my task, which was to train a team of

elks to do the most remarkable thing I could

think of, compatible with the nature of the

animal."

Mr. Barnes got his elks when they were

first captured, full grown, and perfectly wild.

He put them in a small inclosure, from which

they could not leap out, and he then forced

his kind attention upon them until they

finally allowed themselves to be petted and

fed by the hand. Next arrived the thorny

days when " Ring " and " Ringlette " were

introduced to harnessâ��an introduction not

so easily consummated as it seems. Measure

ments were taken, and two sets of harness
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were ordered, but it was not for many months

that the elks would consent to be dressed up

for a drive, and not till many months after

this that they would consent to be driven.

At last, however, the trainer succeeded in his

purpose, and the harnessed elks became a

"It was while

I was break

ing them to

harness," he says,

"that I conceived

the idea of en

deavouring to

give public exhibi

tions of high leap

ing. The idea

suggested itself

from the seeming

indifference of the

elks as to what

they jumped from

or over while in

training. When

ever they could

do so they would

always make a

break for the Big

Sioux River, and

would go plung

ing head-foremost

into the water from any height. The first

dive they ever made was from a high bank

into the Sioux River, on which occasion,"

the writer naively adds, " I went after them."

This sudden and alert appreciation of

a fact in the elk's nature, and the deduc-

THE BLUNGE.

curious feature on the public streets of this

Western city. In Mr. Barnes's own words

we may now describe how the harnessed elks

took the next step in their interesting career,

and became the diving elks.

tions so quickly drawn therefrom, are

what lift a circus-attraction into the realm

of things worth knowing and seeing.

The object now with the trainer was to

get his elks to do permanently, and for the
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public, what they heretofore had done

privately and spasmodically. Accordingly,

Mr. Barnes first arranged a short chute on

the river bank, and by dint of persistence,

and a little prodding, got them to run

when Mr. Barnes arrived at this point in the

tuition of his pets, he took them to New

Orleans on account of the coldness in Iowa

and the possible danger to the elks after

immersion in a cold river. Here, in New

HALF WAY.

through the chute into the water. This

persistence had, of course, to be exercised

kindly, else the trainer would have lost

the elks' confidence, which, after con

siderable labour, he had obtained.

Gradually the animals got used to the

chute, and just as gradually Mr. Barnes

insidiously raised the end of the chute above

the water. Foot

by foot and day

by day he raised

it until he finally

had the elks run

ning up a steep

inclined plane to

the height of thirty

feet. As it was

the only place

from which they

could get into the

water they began

to look upon it at

first as great sport,

and the elevation

of the platform did

not offer so many

difficulties as the

trainer at first

supposed.

Two years ago,

Orleans, he perfected his teaching, and

gradually had the satisfaction of seeing his

elks reach the position where they could be

safely and satisfactorily exhibited to the

public.

We may pause for a moment to look at

the inclined plane, or "chute," which, after

considerable study, Mr. Barnes arranged for

THE SPLASH.
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the performance. Our illustrations show

clearly the horizontal platform upon which

the elks rest before jumping into the water.

At first they jumped directly from this plat

form, but as time went on they learned to

put their front feet on a cleat attached to a

movable footboard; and, with their hind

feet against a cleat on the top platform, they

braced themselves for the plunge. It was

necessary, of course, that the elks should

make this plunge head-first or at an angle,

as otherwise they might have been injured

by sudden contact with the flat surface of

the water after falling from such a height.

It is interesting to note that one of the

elks, Ringlette, is a more expert diver than

his brother. He seemed by instinct, accord

ing to Mr. Barnes, to get the true diving

idea of making his plunges head-first, with

front feet extended. He now goes head

foremost, and strikes exactly in the centre

of the tank, which, in lieu of a river, Mr.

Barnes has to carry with him on his exhibi

tion trips. This tank is i6ft. square, and

i aft. deep. The elk Ring, adds Mr. Barnes,

" is beginning to dive almost as expertly as

his brother, and I am sure, before the year is

over, that he will dive headforemost, with his

feet extended, as does Ringlette."

We may believe Mr. Barnes when he says,

" I did not realize what a sensation the elks

would create, as I have put in so much rime

training them and raising the elevation foot

by foot that I have become, like the elks,

used to it. But I have since been told

thousands of times that it is one of the most

wonderful feats ever accomplished with

animals."

The elks are carried from point to point

in the United States in a specially con

structed stock car, which, when not in use,

lies near the station in Sioux City. We

have before us a photograph showing this

car with the elks standing before it in their

shining harness attached to a carriage upon

which the trainer sits with pardonable pride.

To show how the most remarkable things

fail to draw a crowd when they become

objects of daily observation, we may add that

there are no figures in the photograph except

one of the railway servants, who seems to have

nothing to do; whereas, when Mr. Barnes

takes his elks to any other part of the country,

his unique carriage and pair attract general

attention, and their progress through the

streets is celebrated by an effervescence of

hilarity and yells on the part of thousands of

boys.

SWIMMING FOR SHORE.



HE REVEREND CHARLES

CARADOC was tramping in

from Heidelberg : not the old-

world German city, but that

pleasant Melbourne suburb

which was idyllic before it

became a suburb at all. Then the line was

only talked about, and you had to walk home

if you missed the last 'bus. Caradoc had

missed it with his eyes open, and was revel

ling in the two hours' penalty. Through the

wintry starlight his face beamed pink with

good-humour and enthusiasm ; on the hard,

undulating road his step was the tattoo of

health and strength, of infinite confidence

and complete youth.

Yet there were younger men, and even

curates, as there were thousands more pre

possessing in appearance. Caradoc was

eight-and-twenty, and he wore a moustache,

which is seldom in its place upon a barrister,

a jockey, a man-servant, or a clergyman.

This moustache was reddish and of the

horse-shoe order, but not heavy enough to

hide the wearer's good, but rather prominent,

front teeth. Caradoc had also very good

blue eyes, but these again were a little

prominent; altogether you will picture him

no Apollo. He had, however, a deep chin,

a man's mouth, and one of the kindliest,

most ingenuous, least self-conscious expres

sions ever worn between a clerical collar and

a soft felt hat.

But he was a very new chum, having

come out with Archdeacon Huntley, who

had been home to England for a few months'

holiday after thirty years' ministry in the

colony. Greedy for honest work, and im

patient of what went by that name in his

country curacy, Caradoc had fallen in with

the Archdeacon at a garden party, had

confessed his discontent, and been promised

his heart's desire if he would come to

Melbourne. He was getting it among the

larrikins of Carlton and of Fitzroy; in the

tide of riff-raff that flowed southward, with

thickening scum, to the confines of Little

Bourke Street itself.

So his head and his hands were full; so

his heart and his step were light; and the

quick music of his youth and energy had

drummed through Ivanhoe and Alphington,

and was ringing down the hill to Diamond

Creek, when that happened which stopped

it for the moment and changed it for the

night. Curiously enough, Caradoc was

thinking of a story told him that afternoon

by the driver of the omnibus, the story of a

man shot dead by a notorious bushranger at

this same Diamond Creekâ��when history

flattered itself with a weak repetition : a

weedy figure flew out from the shadows, and

a revolver was presented at the curate's

head.

" Bail up!" cried a nasal voice, hoarse

with excitement.
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Caradoc stepped back, marking the lethal

barrel. This was agreeably short, and the

starlight scarcely shimmered in its rust;

moreover, it was not covering him.

" Bail up ? What do you mean ?"

" Yer money or yer life !" came in the still

older formula and still thicker voice.

" My life," said Caradoc, calmly, " if you

can hit me from where you stand."

" I willâ��my word ! "

"I don't think your barrel's long enough."

The muzzle was spinning in circles like a

midge. The curate laughed as he stepped

towards it.

" I'll come nearer. Now try."

And he fixed his good blue eyes on the

hungry brown ones of a pitiful stripling, seen

" HE (iAVE CHASE."

more clearly every instant in the starlight,

and every instant a more painful exhibition

of insufficient effrontery and oozing courage.

The end was in keeping with the rest: in

stead of being fired, the pistol was flung at

Caradoc's head, whizzed over it, and went off

like a squib as it clattered in the road behind

him. When he rose from ducking, two bare

feet flashing under the stars was all he

could see of his assailant. He gave chase in

his well-soled boots, and for a time the music

was very fast; it rattled over the bridge across

the creek, and up-hill indomitably on the

other side; but towards the top it stopped

suddenly, and turned into a duet of gasps.

"Am I to hang on to you," panted the

curate, " or do you give in ? "

" Oh, Lord! I give yer bestâ��I give yer

best!"

" Then we go back to Melbourne together.

I can either twist your arm behind your back

and force you along "

"Ow! ow!"

" Or we can go arm-in-arm as though we

were old friends. You prefer that, eh ? Then

come on !"

They went on without a word. Gradually

their hard breathing subsided, and the parson

took out his handkerchief and mopped his

face; the captive did much the same with

the back of his sleeve, only it was his eyes

that required most attention.

" Whimpering at the thought of gaol,"

mused Caradoc. " Let him whimper ! "

On the outskirts of the city he hailed a

cab, pushed his prisoner into it, and told the

man where to drive in a voice inaudible

within ; not until they stopped at his lodgings

in Carlton did he hear that nasal voice again.

" Where are you bringin' me ? "

" Come out, and you'll see."

Caradoc's supper was laid in his room, for

he had only gone to Heidelberg to deliver

a letter of introduction, and had said posi

tively that he would be back; but he had

reckoned without his kind colonial host, and

had fared sumptuously before leaving the

farm. Yet he rubbed his hands at sight of

the cold sliced mutton, the loaf and butter,

the pickles, and the cheese.

" Capital!" he cried. " I've had my sup

per, Mar)', but here's a fellow who I fancy

has not. It just fits in."

And Mary withdrew without comment; for

this was not the first dilapidated visitor that

the curate had introduced during his short

tenancy ; and he had given fair warning that

there would be more.

"Now," continued Caradoc, "sit down

and have at it!"
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Instead of doing so, the lad stood trembling

like a. frightened colt ; his dark eyes big, and

his brown skin blenched, with a deeper and a

keener fear than even this coward had dis

played on the road.

" What are you givin' us?" he gasped, in

yet another formula.

" Mutton and damper, I believe you call

it," replied the curate, looking for his pipe.

"Ain't you goin' to gimme to the coppers?"

"That remains to be seen. Not till

you've had something to eat, at all events.

Matches gone, as usual; got one about you,

by any chance ? "

" No."

â�¢ "Ah! I've found'em. Mind if I smoke

while you're eating ? "

"/ain't pgoin' to eat."

Caradoc took a single glance at the set

and sullen face; then he struck a match,

and answered as he lit his pipe, with his

back turned :â��

"Don't be a young fool. (Puff, puff.)

I know very well why you stuck me up to

night. (Puff, puff, pn'f-f-f.) Isn't that the

expression ? Or is that only when you're a

bushranger ? If you're a bushranger (puff),

I'm disappointed in 'em ; but I should be

sorry to think you were one, for their sake

as well as yours. All I believe you are is a

half-starved larrikin-

" That's all, so help me !"

" Then there's your supper. Stow it away !

But, look here, if you turn on the water

works, I will send for the police- like a shot."

An hour later, the curate and the larrikin

were seated at opposite sides of the fire.

The curate was in his third pipe ; the larrikin

would not smoke; and, though the pale,

brown face was almost serene in its physical

satisfaction, the dark brown eyes reached

ever furtively for the door.

Caradoc took his pipe from his teeth,

catching the glance.

'â�¢ Must you go back to Diamond Creek

to-night ? "

" My word !"

" You could have that sofa if you'd stop."

The larrikin fidgeted, looked down in

discomfort, looked up in blunt inquiry.

" Hut you was goin' to get me run in ? "

" Oh, no, I wasn't."

He must have known it; he only sighed

relief.

" Then you'll let me clear ? The old

man'd give me hell if I didn't go home !"

Caradoc took no notice of the word.

" So there's an old man, and a home, too,

eh?"

Vol. xvi.-89.

" Not much of one," laughed the larrikin.

"Plucky home!"

" Do you know that you haven't told me

the old man's name, or yours ? "

" Wot's the good, when he has so many ? "

" But he must call you something," re

marked the curate, smiling behind his red

moustache.

" He calls me things wot'd make your hair

curl !" replied the larrikin, and Caradoc

showed those prominent white teeth of his

as he laughed outright in his own despite.

Next moment he was particularly grave; as

shyness wore off on the other side, it was his

habit to drop a certain familiarity which he

had found indispensable for putting the

Melbourne larrikin at his ease ; so now he

suddenly ceased smoking at two pipes and a

half, and stood up stiffly on his hearthrug,

with his long coat-tails to the fire.

" If you like it better," said he, rather

loftily, " what am I to call you ? "

"/ don't see as you'll have much chance

of callin' me anythink," replied the other,

with a snigger.

" Very good. Then you certainly sha'n't

clear out. Now, what's your name ? "

The reply was slow, sullen, and uncertain.

"William, eh? Well, William, you shall

clear out, as you call it, on certain hard-and-

fast conditions which you'll break at your

peril. Refuse them, and I give you in

charge.'1

" Willyum ! "

He felt it a mean threat, an ignoble

coercion ; but if any end could justify any

means, surely it was the end which he had

in view. Nevertheless, when William had

accepted the inevitable, with a sudden

desperation following upon a frank reluct

ance, and equally suggestive of sincerity, the

master of the situation felt a genuine relief,

and made haste to adopt a less terrible tone.

"Know Lygon Street, William?"

" My word ! "

" Know St. Cuthbert'sâ��half-way down?"

" Outside," said William, with a fine un

godliness.

" You shall know the inside too before

I've done with you," the curate promised

him. " But one thing at a time. There's a

mission - room a little lower down on the

same sideâ��a red-brick affair. You've got to

know the inside of that first; you're to let me

see you there every Wednesday and Saturday

evening, at eight o'clock, till further orders !"

William sighed.

" To-day's Tuesday," continued Caradoc.

" You begin to-morrow nightâ��and I don't
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think you'll hate it half as much as you think.

The other fellows don't. Lots comeâ��lots of

greater villains than you. I shouldn't care

to be stuck up by some of them, Williamâ��

they wouldn't mean it for a joke ! " he added,

HE CALLS ME THINGS WOT D MAKE YOUK HAIR CURL,

REPLIED THE LAKKIKIN."

as the boy turned a warmer brown. " But

they aren't such bad fellows either; they

come and play bagatelle and draughts and

dominos; we let them smoke, but kick them

out if they swear ! "

Caradoc was disappointed. He had hoped

that the programmeâ��the Wednesday and

Saturday evening programmeâ��the kinder

garten class in elementary decencyâ��would

appeal to this larrikin in the mere prospect

as it had done to others. He was mistaken.

William did not brighten ; he had been

brighter before. All he did was to sit and

stare into the fire, crass and unattracted.

" I forgot," said Caradoc. " You don't

smoke, and you won't swear. Perhaps you

can read ? "

" My word '. "

" Then you can read there to your heart's

content. One end of the room's for nothing

else: magazines, books, papers, and no talk

ing allowed."

The effect was magical: it brought William

to his feet.

" I'll be there to-morrow night."

" You promise ? "

" My oath."

" Then that's a bargain ; your

hand on it, William. . . . And now

there's just one more thing I want

to know, and you shall go. I want

a plain answer to a plain question :

you mustn't be hurt. Supposing I'd

given you my money on the roadâ��

it's the last time I'll speak of it-

would the old man have got it or

would he not ? "

The look was enough ; it was a

look of swift, open-eyed amazement

at Caradoc's insight. He smiled

and nodded, rather proud of it him

self.

" I thought as much. So he

sends you out to make money ? "

"Day an'.night."

"That way?"

" That's my look-out.'

"He wouldn't know, eh ? "

" No, nor care ! "

" I see," said Caradoc, looking into the

bright brown eyes, and disliking their

moisture in a lad who was almost a man.

" 1 quite understand ; and there's nothing

to take to heart so much as all that, my good

boy. It wasn't your faultâ��I don't blame you

a bit. But, I say, you'd better take some

money back, hadn't you ? Look here, you

shall see what you'd have got .... Three -

and-seven exactly - a noble haul ! Take it,

my dear fellow, it'll be better than nothing :

and one of these days you shall earn it

honestly and pay me back. We must put

you in the way of earning something, of

course: but you shall come in to-morrow

night and have another square meal to walk

back on ; and we'll talk it over then if you

won't be such a baby ! "

And Caradoc stood impatiently on the

landing while the bare feet stumbled down

stairs and over the linoleum ; when the

front-door slammed, he returned to his room

and re-filled his pipe.

" If he wasn't such an infernal baby ! " he

muttered, as he struck the match. Yet the

baby grew on him as he sat and smoked and

put up his feet on the empty chair opposite.

The site had been bought, the room built,

the mission started, by Archdeacon Huntley's
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sonsâ��fine, hearty fellows, who did almost as

much good in Melbourne as that dear divine

himself. It was the young men who had

gathered in the larrikins, and the young men

who had taught them to appreciate their

privileges by kicking them out again as often

as necessary. At first the necessity had been

almost nightly ; the character of the place

very nearly non-religious, as it still was on

Wednesdays and Saturdays ; but gradually it

had become possible to establish a specific

ideal, to accentuate this as time went on,

until the mission-room could afford to avow

its allegiance to the church hard by. So the

enterprise flourished, until it grew beyond

the surplus energies of mere laymen, and

Caradoc on landing found his work cut out

for him ; what was better, he might himself

have been cut out for the work. (lood-

humoured and yet firmâ��but his qualities

need no bush. Of -the highest order they

were not; but for dealing with the Melbourne

larrikin they proved a well-nigh perfect

combination.

And yet a certain innate bluffness, which

stood Caradoc in stead with the ruck, did

not always serve him with the individual :

certainly it did not answer with the half

hearted desperado, the incomplete adventurer,

who had attempted to stick him up on the

Heidelberg road. The lad came regularly to

the room, but Caradoc never knew how long

he would continue coming. He did not

grow more manly on further acquaintance ;

yet the curate did not like him less. He

was not popular with the other boys: he was

shrinking and self-conscious in their midst;

yet Caradoc liked him well enough to ask him

sometimes to his rooms, to resent his invari

able refusals, to lend him his own books

instead, to see him on the way to Diamond

Creek, to feed his mind as they walked. And

he seldom laid himself out to feed the mere

minds of the rest; all his time was taken

up in purifying their hearts.

Quite in the bush, down the Gippsland

line, Archdeacon Huntley had a twenty-acre

selection, and a wattle-and-dab hut to which

he and his sons would repair, now for hard,

solitary work, now for complete rest and

change. It was only thirty miles by rail ;

then there was a drive; and in a couple of

hours all told you were in the heart of the

So the short winter ended, and the long

summer began ; but before the great heat a

feast-day was fixed, and the date announced

by Caradoc to his larrikins, amid astonishing

enthusiasm ; for some of them knew, though

he did not, the kind of day that it would be.

wilderness, amid huge boulders and forest

ferns, and trees taller than any steeple in the

Southern Hemisphere. Hither, once a sum

mer, Archdeacon Huntley brought his choir

boys for the day ; and here the larrikins had

their separate outing, with the Archdeacon

and all his available sons to keep them in

order.

There was a sound repast on the grass be

hind the hut ; there were games, competitions,

tree-climbing, stick-whittling, an organized

exploration of the wilds ; and before tea, a

general and compulsory bathe in the big

waterhole. The young fellows acted as

whips, but their office was a sinecure: the

difficulty was not to persuade the boys to go

in, but to induce them to come out again.

Caradoc suggested a strict time-limit, and

stood watch in hand on an adjacent boulder,

christened the Tarpeian Rock by the classical

Archdeacon, who stood beside him smiling

benignly upon the brown hands and faces

and the white bodies of the boys, wet and

flashing in the sun. But the curate did

not smile ; he frowned ; and his frown was

blackest when he closed his half-hunter with

a vicious snap.

" There's one fellow cut it, after all! "

" Indeed ? " said the Archdeacon. "Which

boy is that ?''

" His name is William."

"William what?"

" Nobody knows ; he refused me his sur

name when I first got hold of him, and I

have never pressed him for it."

" So he is one of your boys ?" said the

Archdeacon, kindly. "I hear there are so

many of them already ! You are doing a

very noble work, Caradoc; it was a good

day for us all when I fell in with you."

Neither the Archdeacon nor his sons

knew under what circumstances Caradoc

had fallen in with the missing larrikin.

" I fancy his father is a great villain," con

tinued the curate, blushing at the praise.

" The lad himself is all right- if only he

were more of a sportsman. This is so

characteristic of him! Goodness knows

where he is! I am sorry," he added, with

less emphasis, and more to himself: " I have

a soft corner for the fellow, in spite of it."

Yesâ��In spite of the very faults he could

least endure- it was a softer corner than the

curate could understand. His own toler

ance puzzled him. Another skulker he had

lashed with his contempt; another muff he

had tormented into manliness, long weeks

before this. It was as though the very bad

ness of this lad's beginning, the abortive
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highway robbery, had imbued the object of

that outrage with a special lenience towards

him, less paradoxical than it might appear,

since anything short of crime must in him

henceforth assume a merit.

Not that Caradoc argued thus: he was

one of the least introspective of mortals.

His subtlest feeling was a slight impatience

with himself, a naive wonder that his day

should be so easily spoilt. Yet he never

hesitated as to what he should do : when

the boys were finally in the brake, and the

cheering at its height, it was the curate who

ran up last and hottest.

" May I have one word, Mr. Archdeacon ?

I can't rind that boy anywhere ! "

" God bless my soul !"

" I fear, something has happened to him ;

or he's run away to avoid going back to town.

But we can't allow that ; he must be found."

" He must, indeed," said the

Archdeacon, looking at his watch ;

" but we must also catch our train.

There is no other to-night. I think

the best thing will be for one of

my sonsâ��

" If you will permit me, sir, I

would much rather stay myself. I

know this lad ; he has a peculiar

disposition ; but I believe I can

manage him. I should deem it

such a kindness if you could spare

me to find him and to bring him

back."

So the brake waddled down the

rough track, and Caradoc was left

behind, waving back to the waving

lads, and returning their cheers

until the great trees swallowed

them ; then he ran back into the

selection, and mounted the Tar-

peian Rock, which was its highest

point.

The sun had long been among

the trees, but then the trees were

so tall. It might be light for the

better part of another hour. Caradoc stood

on -the rock, the golden glare showing

the day's dust upon his black clothes, the

day's own coat of red upon his heated

face; the prominent white teeth were parted,

the prominent blue eyes filled with anxiety

and distress. And as he stood, the sounds

of the bush, drowned all day long by those

of a city, broke upon him for the first time:

the whisper of leaves and grasses, the chit

chat of parakeets, the guffaw of a laughing

jackass, the chirrup of locusts invisible, in

numerable. But of the sounds for which he

listenedâ��a timid hailâ��a swishing of the

fernsâ��the breaking of a branchâ��not one

fell upon his straining ear.

It was his very first day in the bush : but

he had met old bushmen in Melbourne, had

visited them in the parish, and got on terms

by a genuine eagerness to hear of the wilder

ness and all its ways. Now something that

he had heard came back to him : he was off

the rock in an instant, and following the

posts and rails that inclosed the Archdeacon's

twenty acres. If the fugitive had crossed

the fence, he should find the place, the

trail; but he never did ; nor was there need.

From a brake of ferns two glittering eyes

drew his : the green fronds rustled as in a

sudden wind; the hapless William was run

to earth.

"Thank (iod ! " gasped Caradoc, but with

that cry his tone changed. " Come out of it,

you young idiot! What the

mischief do you mean ? "

William showed his face

â��very brown and sullen,

"COME OUT OF IT, YOU YOUNG IDIOT!'

and his shouldersâ��round with shame. But

the brake was breast-high, and he evinced no

disposition to come out.

The dark head hung lower, and in the

red-gold glare there was a sudden glitter of

" Why did you do it ? " cried the curate.

" Are you so frightened of cold water ?:>
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tears, that fell like great diamonds upon the

greater emeralds of the sunlit ferns.

" Is there no manhood in you ? " pursued

Caradoc ; but even as he spoke the scorn fell

out of his voice ; and the question, that had

broken from him as a harsh taunt, died

away a whispered question and nothing more.

The answer was a wild covering of the hot,

brown face by the tremulous, brown hands,

a pitiful heaving of the high shoulders, and

such a storm of sobbing as might have wrung

a heart of stone. Caradoc stared and listened

as though he had been stone all over. And

the crimson killed the gold in the failing

light; and it warmed the withering fingers,

and what of the wet face they failed to hide,

to the hue of burnished copper.

" So you have deceived me all these

months !"

He was kept so long waiting that he was

forced to repeat the question. He repeated

it in a sterner tone, of which he felt instantly

ashamed; but even this only elicited a

whisper, inaudible, incoherent.

" I can't hear," said Caradoc, gently ; " I'm

sorry. I'll come nearer."

" It was all the old man," the girl's voice

whispered. " He didn't care so long's I

brought something home . . . there were

worse ways . . . he didn't care ! "

" You shall never go back to him," said

Caradoc, a tremor in his own firm voice.

" That was what I meant. That's why I

boltedâ��that and "

" I know. Know, by George ? I under

standâ��everything ! "

" What do you think you understand ? "

And at last the brown eyes met his,

drowned in their shame, but so keenly

inquisitive, that, to the male mind, their look

was a confirmation in itself.

"I understand," he said, "why I've liked

you so much in spite of your unmanliness.

It was because of it all the time ! "

" But you won't like me any more ! "

" Won't I ?" And the bracken broke

before his stride â�� broke louder than his

hurried whispered words.

" What are you givin' us ? " There spoke

the larrikin of old days. " It ain't true ! "

" But it is; it must have been true all

along, without my knowing it. I swear it is

now."

" It'll dish you up ! "

"I don't think it. The Archdeacon will

forgive me; he's a man himself, the most

sympathetic of men. Besides, I needn't go

back to him; there are other fields. Butâ��

you ? Is itâ��isn't itâ��true of you ? "

The answer came with the last red beams

of the dying day, in the first hush of the

twilight forestâ��

" My word !"

And now all that remains of that romance

is a genial rector in the Old Country, with a

wife who is not the less popular for being con

sidered just a little colonial by the county.
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HIS is a story of chivalry on the

part of an old rooster, repaid by

the lifelong affection of an 'old

Cochin hen.

These birds, with a number of

other hens and one young cockerel, were the

property of Mr. Shepherd, the artist. The

old Cochin hen was called " Granny," and

for long was chief of all the hens in Mr.

Shepherd's stable-yard ; till at last she met

with an accident. The master was setting out

for a ride, and, as usual, all the fowls in the yard

crowded about his mare's feet as he mounted.

But this time the mare made an unlucky step,

and brought her hoof down on poor old

Granny's foot. After that she was always lame.

Now, it is a melancholy fact, but a fact

nevertheless, that in the animal world the

weak and the helpless receive little mercy

from their fellows. No sooner was the

old hen rendered incapable of defend

ing herself than her life became a misery

A I

VI.

in consequence of the abominable treat

ment of all the other hens. From first

place among them, she at once fell to last,

and was the butt and pecking-block of the

whole crowd. The other hens would sur

round the poor old thing and peck her

unmercifully, drive her from her food, and

generally make her miserable, the loutish

young cockerel looking on and rather enjoy

ing the fun, till the old cock came by. He,

however, would instantly stalk in to the

rescue, driving the persecutors away in a

clucking mob. So things went for long,

the old cock being Granny's one con

stant friend and protector; till at last

the cock himself fell ill. Then it was

Granny's turn. She kept by him through it

all, tending him and bringing him food,

while the other hens disregarded the king cf

the yard altogether, and looked after them

selves. And at last, when the old cock was

found lying dead, there was poor old Granny,

PERSECUTION.
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nestling close down by his side, forlorn and young cockerel, now chief of the yard,

grief-stricken, but faithful to the end, and lorded it in mighty style, the other hens

refusing to leave the corpse, notwithstanding following him admiringly, altogether forgetful

all inducements. Meanwhile, the loutish of the dead master.

FIDELITY AND DISSOLUTION.
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HIS pug was the property of Mrs.

Rowe, living at the time at West

Hill, Putney. "Suto" was his

name, and he was the greediest of

all pugs, and one of the most

conceited. The sight of any living thing

eating (except himself) was agony insupport

able for Suto. A large raven was kept in a

I WON T SEE IT.

cage in the gardenâ��a raven gifted with all

his share of the sardonic cunning and love

of mischief peculiar to his kindâ��perhaps,

indeed, he had rather more than other

ravens. The greedy pug became the daily butt

of his malicious humour. Indeed, it seemed

that the raven needed some sort of mis

chievous excitement to stimulate his appetite,

and was always disinclined to eat till it

had tormented the pug.

'OH! BUT HIE SMELL!"
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THEREâ��i CAN'T HELP ITâ��

Daily, at three o'clock, the raven was given plunged at the wires in a mad attempt to

a lump of steak, and Suto would always be snatch the meat. Of course, the thing was

hovering about at the timeâ��he hovered near hopeless â��his blunt nose could never pene-

everything eatable. The raven knew his trate the wire-netting. But tke raven's beak

shameful greediness, and made fine sport of could! Instantly the bird would swoop on

T^&WYUI

it. At first Suto, though in torments of glut

tony, would feign indifference. The raven

would put the steak close against the wires,

and Suto's agony would get past bearing.

Then the raven retired with a chuckle. At

this all Suto's self-control was gone, and he

him, and drive in one on that greedy pug's

nose. With that, Suto would hurl him

self furiously at the ravenâ��hopelessly ever,

for he could never touch the tormentor.

The tormentor, in fact, danced and jumped

in an ecstasy of delight, driving in dig

BANG 1
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after dig at the dog's unhappy counter)- happen every time; but his master-passion

ance, and getting well home at every of gluttony was too strong for him â��

\

dig; till at last poor Suto retired, pecked he could not keep his nose away from

and beaten. Then the raven, happy that meat,

and content,

his appetite well

whetted, swallowed

his steak at one

gulp, while Suto

hid behind a tree

or anything else

opaque, that he

might not have the

pain of witnessing

the operation. Day

after day the per

formance was re

peated in every

detail, and the

dog must have

known what would " OH. WHAT AGONY ! BUT i WON'T SEE IT !"



The Looting of the Convoy.

BY WALTER WOOD.

HERE are some things," said

the captain, " which a soldier

may value even more than

life itself; and one of them

is the discharge to the very

letter of the trust which has

been reposed in him by a superior officer."

The subaltern rol.ed a fresh cigarette with

his fingers, and stuck it between his teeth at

an angle which made it like a tiny flag-staff.

"You haven't been in charge of a convoy

before, have you ? " asked the subaltern.

"No," responded Malcolm, "and that's

why I feel the responsibility and honour of it

so keenly. You know that the very greatest

care is shown in choosing officers for the com

mand of the convoys down the pass; and I am

very proud, indeed, at the confidence which

the General has

reposed in me."

" Sort of makes

you feel a man,"

said Duncan. " I

know the sensation

I had it when I

first appeared in my

kilt. I thought the

heart of the world

stood still for the

occasion."

"Don't be idiotic,

Duncan," said the

captain, shortly.

" It's gospel, or I

shouldn't mention

it to you, especially

as you're such a

one for facts. I'm

sure that your own

sensations now are

equal to my own

were when, as I

say, I first appeared

in "

" Really," inter

rupted the senior,

impatiently, " you

do at times make

the most absurd

comparisons."

" But it's honourableâ��it's the tartan," pro

tested Duncan, greatly enjoying this unex

pected chance of exasperating his dearest

friend. " Lord ! " he added, with mock

dismay. " You don't mean to say you're

turning traitor to the cause of the kilt and

the bonnet ? "

" I never suggested it," said the captain, in

great haste, and very gravely. He was a

sober, steady Scotchman of strong Presby

terian tendencies, and held such levity as

Duncan's in horror.

" Why," continued Duncan, " you'll be

false to the nickname and the march next.

What should we be without our ' Dirty

Knees' and ' Come to me, and I will

give you flesh' ? You

put us into trousers at

might

once."

DON T HF. IDIOTIC, DUNCAN, SAID THE CAPTAIN, SHORTLY.

as well

"You wilfully

misunderstand me,"

said Malcolm. " No

man believes more

in the regiment and

its traditions and

rights than I do,

and no man tries

more to uphold

them."

Duncan gave a

shout ot laughter,

which rang down the

pass. " How easy

it is to rag you," he

said. " And what a

temptation ! Who

could stand against

it?"

"Silence there,"

ordered the captain,

as the men's laugh

rang out also. They

had no clear per

ception of what

they were amused

at, but the sub

altern seemed to

be tickled, and,

being very sympa

thetic, they rejoiced

with him.
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A colour-sergeant of the party, who had

laughed louder than any one of the rest, on

the strength of being a remote member of

the subaltern's clan, became wooden-visaged

on hearing the captain's order, and repeated

it with the additional request that the men

should stop their " daft blether " generally.

"You're a proper one forgoing baldheaded

for duty," said Duncan, admiringly. " You

couldn't make it clearer to a fellow if you put

a nail in his head, and hammered it."

" You are demoralizing the convoy," said

the captain, severely. " This is hardly the

place for joking. We're in the land of the

enemy, and no man knows when he may be

cut off. I wonder how people can laugh

and make fun in these gloomy hills. It isn't

in keeping with the spirit of the place."

"By Jove," grumbled the somewhat sub-,

dued subaltern, '' it would be a drear)' region

if we couldn't venture on a joke sometimes.

Those who brought you up didn't give you

much elastic on the Sabbath."

The captain marched on in dignified

silence, scorning to take notice of Duncan's

method of expressing himself, and for some

time the kilts swayed monotonously, and

brown, bare knees peeped out from them as

the men toiled along the narrow, dangerous

mountain pathway.

" We are," said the captain, after a pause,

" in a region which may be said to live with

danger. We are in an out-of-the way spot in

a very dangerous pass, and liable at any

time to attack from a strong, relentless tribe.

A convoy like this, remember, is worth

much in the way of loot to the hillmen,

carrying, as we do, stores and ammunition.

It was about here that a convoy of laden

mules, under a British officer, escorted by

only a dozen native soldiers, was cut to

pieces. Ever)- soldier and muleteer was put

to the knife, and the officer, rather than run

for it, and save his own life, as he could have

done, died fighting and trying to protect the

wounded. You remember the incident ? "

The subaltern nodded. " It seems to me,"

he said, " that the chap oughtn't to have

been sent with a mere handful of men on

an errand like thatâ��and the men natives,

too. Now, if they'd been a dozen of

Ours "

" It would have been better," Malcolm

interrupted, graciously; "but the natives

fought like men to the end."

" I wonder what would happen if we were

put in the same boat ? " said Duncan, question-

ingly.

" The same thing," replied the captain.

" Meaning ? " queried the subaltern.

" That if we were attacked we should

stand by the stores and ammunition."

"And each other?"

" That goes without saying."

"That would let sense out, instead of

driving it in," rejoined the captain, almost

with a laugh. " But," he added, repressing

any suspicion of levity, " this is no place for

merriment. Don't these hills remind you of

the Highlands?"

"They're quite as dismal, if that's what

you mean," said the subaltern. "And they've

got another resemblanceâ��they're infested by

clansmen. I suppose that when we've quite

civilized them they'll swarm with illicit

whisky-stills."

There was a gruff laugh from the rear of

the officers, a laugh which showed that the

conversation was being followed with admir

ing attention by the sergeant and the men.

" More than one of these fellows have

been there, evidently," continued the sub

altern, in a low voice, regardless of Malcolm's

reproving look. "And still would go, I

suppose. I'll warrant a few of them would

like to undertake a bit of good missionary

work of that sort. Why not ? There are

worse things than the barley bree. And

think, as a good Scot, of the profit of it."

As he spoke they got out of the foot of

the pass and emerged, in a straggling little

column, upon a small plain.

The last mule had left the shelter of the

rocky path, and every animal and man was

in the open, when a shot was heard, and

looking at the side of the hill at his right,

the captain saw a puff of smoke. The little

cloud rose as he gazed, a cloud in which he

saw a tiny tongue of fire. A second later he

heard the crack of the jezail.

" Ah ! " exclaimed Malcolm.

" Loot! " said the subaltern. " That's the

meaning of it. And this, in view of the fact

that only a week ago two hillmen were

hanged for attacking an escort. It shows

how little they care for the moral of lessons,

even when they're taught by the British

Army. Now I've done chattering. Com

mand me."

"You shall have the post of honour," said

the captain, quickly, but coolly. " Take Mill

and half the men to the rear, and cover the

convoy. Keep well in the middle of the

plain. And whatever you do, see that no

ammunition is left, or any wounded. If an>

of us are killedâ��then it can't matter."

The subaltern, Colour-Sergeant Mill, and

half the small force hurried smartly to the
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rear, and the muleteers thrashed their hardy-

little beasts on.

Meanwhile, shots rang from the hills on

each side of the convoy. They were few and

scattered at first, and came from unseen

marksmen, but soon there was a rousing rattle

in the valley, and a ceaseless fusillade.

A mule laden with stores, near the head of

the convoy, was shot by a slug through the

forelegs. He stumbled and rolled over, then

struggled upon his knees and rolled over

again.

"Leave him!" shouted Malcolm, "and

never mind the stores."

A moment later another mule went down,

shot through the head.

This carried ammuni

tion, and in obedience

to Malcolm's orders

the burden was trans

ferred to another

animal similarly laden.

" Push on ahead

there!" shouted the

captain, but the mule

teers required no goad

ing. They knew what

fate awaited them if

they fell into the hands

of the enemy.

"Don't waste a

shot," cried Malcolm,

as his own men, follow

ing the lead of the

rear - guard, blazed at

the spurts of fire among

the rocks.

A private near him

gave a loud cry, and

fell upon his face.

The captain raised his

head, and saw that a

bullet had entered the

brain.

A PRIVATE NEAR HIM

KELL UPON

" Push on !" he shouted, letting the poor

clay fall, and with a great pity surging up

within him. " Remember that we are only

three miles off the camp. Push on ! "

The mules trotted on across the plain, and

the men kept well alongside. Duncan, the

colour-sergeant, and the rest of* the rear-guard

followed rather more slowly.

" Push on !" was the commander's order,

and the stern necessity of obeying it was

borne upon those who remained unhurt.

Bullets pinged about the convoy, and knocked

down here and there a man and beast. If

the soldier lived he was put upon a mule ;

if dead, they left him where he fell, though

Malcolm, knowing what must follow from

the hillmen's knives, yearned as much to

carry them with him as if they still had

breath. If the mule carried stores, both were

left, but ammunition was transferred, in

obedience to the captain's will. Come what

may, Malcolm vowed that such a deadly aid

should not fall into the power of the enemy.

Every bullet might mean a countryman's life

later, for he knew, as well as his people knew,

that amongst the clans were those who had

the guns for which these very cartridges were

made.

" Push on !" he cried once more, casting

an anxious look to see how Duncan and the

rear - guard fared. So

far as he could tell,

the subaltern, the

colour - sergeant, and

the men were yet un

injured, or at any rate

not so severely wounded

that they could not fight

and retire together.

GAVE A LOUD CRY, AND

HIS FACE."

A bullet struck the

captain in the ankle.

" Push on, men ! " he

cried, conquering his

pain, and hobbling

over the rough and

rocky ground.

" I've toppled an ugly nigger over, sir," said

a bronzed, sturdy private named Gladwin,

who had halted for an instant to fire a shot.

" He came a mucker from a ledge a hundred

feet up. He'll shoot slugs no more."

Another shot laid a

muleteer at his feet.

"He's dead, or I

wouldn't leave him,"

he shouted, for the

encouragement of the

rest. " Push on, and

through the little pass

there, before the hill-

men cut us off. God

helps those who

help themselves,

and we can get over

the ground faster than they can."

" Pot as hard as you like when the chance

comes," said Malcolm; " but don't forget

what we've to do. Push on !"

" It's a rum sort of order, an' not in the

Drill Book," said Gladwin to a comrade.

" But even the very mules seem to under

stand it. Push onâ��yes, by George, we'll

have to, if the niggers all get along like

that.. Look!"
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He pointed to a narrow, straight ledge of

rock, along which a line of men was gliding.

The first was already preparing to descend at

a point which would enable him to reach the

ground and get in front of the convoy before

it entered the narrow gorge leading to the

vale beyond, in which the head-quarters camp

was pitched.

v-

" Push on ! " shouted the captain, " before

he gets to the ground and the others follow."

" I know a good trick, sir, if you'll let me

stop a bit an' play it," said Private Gladwin.

" What is it ?" demanded Malcolm,

hobbling on. "Get ahead there! Don't

stop, at your peril ! "

" This, sir," shouted Gladwin, exultantly ;

" but I want another rifle to do it properly.

The player of this game has to be sort of

fed."

He crouched behind a little loose rock

near him, and sheltering himself carefully,

presented his rifle deliberately at

the leading hillman, and fired.

The target toppled over and

bounded down the hillside.

Gladwin's rifle crackled again

and the bullet

claimed its man.

A third hissed

from the muzzle,

and the unerring

marksman

brought his

quarry down.

"I'm a proper

sort of rear-guard

for you," shouted

Gladwin. "Can

you trust yourself

to shove on, sir,

an' leave 'em to

me till Mr. Dun

can comes up ? "

By way of

answer the

captain roared,

" Push on, we're sure to do it

now. They'll never live on that

ledge. You, Mark, and I will

lie down with Gladwin and shoot

them as they run." "TH\

" It's a jolly game of pick

and choose," said Gladwin. "This

is where the magazine comes in handy.

Crumbs ! They're firm' like a pepper-castor '

Watch !"

He put his helmet on his bayonet-point,

and stuck it cautiously above the rock.

Instantly a little shower of bullets flattened

themselves against the stone. The helmet

was riddled, and the hackle was shot away.

"That's a trophy to show," said Gladwin,

laughingly. " Only even my head isn't

thick enough to make anybody believe that

I wore it when the shots came."

" Keep under shelter," cried Malcolm,

warningly.

" We've ragged 'em, it's true," said Glad-

win. " Lead's cheap to-day."

He presented cautiously, and picked

another man off.

" That's settled 'emâ��they've turned tail !

Hooray ! "

He jumped up and blazed at the line,

which was now hurrying back to better

shelter, and abandoning the attempt to

annihilate the head of the convoy and inter

cept the passage to the camp.

The head of the convoy staggered on

towards the mouth of the gorge, and

SETTLKD EM â�� THEY VE

TI'KNKU TAIL:"

hurried through

it into the vale

beyond.

A tall High

lander, one Max

well, headed it,

and took unto

himself the command. " You rush on

to camp, thin 'unâ��you ought to be able

to cut it, judgin' from the way you've

legged it so farâ��an' tell 'em we want a

troop o' cavalry."

He addressed a dazed muleteer, and, so
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that the man might collect his wits, struck

him with a great fist in the back and sent

him reeling over the plain in the right

direction.

" Push on !" roared the Highlander.

" Captain's orders ! "

In a sort of frenzy he seized each muleteer

as he emerged from the gorge, and smote

him as he had smitten the first, who was now

tearing towards the still, white tents, feeling

very much more comfortable than he had

been when under fire. By way of further

encouragement. Maxwell gave each passing

mule a resounding slap.

There was a break in the progress of the

convoy, Maxwell's vigour having got the

head in advance of the tail. He turned

back into "the gorge to hurry on and help

the rear, and as he did so the last of the

string of hillmen that (iladwin had

shot rolled clown to his feet.

"That settles the ledge

dodge ! " he exclaimed. " I hope

it's the last of a bad lotâ��the

murdering, looting thieves !'

He looked up the hillside and

saw that the line of demorali/ed

clansmen had turned and was

hurrying back to join in a last

desperate assault upon the rear

guard.

" Head part safely through,

sir," reported Maxwell. " I'll go

and help to get the tail on."

He dashed towards the rear as

if he might have been taking

part in some exhilarating game,

and did with the muleteers and

mules there as he had done with

those who were now on the safe

side of the valley.

" A queer show, upon my

word !" said Duncan, with a

laugh, as Maxwell thumped the

beasts and the drivers. " I'll

give you the finest bottle of

Scotch you ever tasted when we

get out of this."

" That's something to work

for ! " shouted Maxwell. " Here,

laddie, no living men are

going to be left behind while

Donald Maxwell stands on two undamaged

legs!"

said I )uncan, with a fierce admiration burn

ing within him. " Here, give me your rifle."

He ran up and took the weapon.

By this time they were at the rock behind

which the captain, Gladwin, and Mark had

sheltered. The privates were standing, but

Malcolm remained in his lying posture.

" Hurt ? " asked Duncan, anxiously, for by

this time the hillmen were working fiercely

up.

" A bit," responded Malcolm, bravely.

He tried to rise, but fell to the ground,

HE SEIZED A COMRADE WHO

HAD BEEN SHOt IN THE LEG."

He seized a comrade who had been shot

in the leg and had stumbled, hoisted him

upon his broad shoulders, and began to walk

off with him.

" I double my offer. It'll be two bottles ! "

grip that ! "

groaning, in spite of

himself. "It's no

use," he said, " I can't

walk. You'll have

to leave me to take

my chance. Thank

God, the convoy is all right

now."

The subaltern opened wide

his eyes in anger. " Leave

you ! " he echoed. " Not if

you deliberately ordered it,

and the men heard you ; and

not if ten thousand of these

blood - stained brutes came

upon us. Not me! Here,

we can't afford to leave it -

he ordered, in tones that left

no opening or question.

He thrust the rifle into the captain's hand,

and put a strong arm around his waist.

" Now, just you hop as best you can on the

one leg."

The captain obeyed. It was almost absurd,
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but they were not able just then to appreciate

the humour of it.

" If you'll push on, sir," said Gladwin,

" me an' the others '11 keep 'em back. We

can easily do it. I never was in such fine

form. This sort o' thing's a treat, after

foragin' an' guardin' lines o' communication."

" Come, we must," said Duncan, seeing

that Malcolm hesitated, and so that the

captain might have no chance to answer in

the negative, he hurried him over the rough

ground, regardless, for the moment, even of

his wounded ankle.

" The stores will keep them back a bit,"

said Duncan. " See how they're scrambling

and worrying each other to get them. They'll

have a bit of loot, after all."

" But precious little, sir," said Gladwin,

reloading his magazine. " I hear cavalry.

win. " Lord, how they'll scatter 'em and

pick 'em out of the holes with the lances !

It's a time like this that makes a chap feel

that the horseman is nearly as good as the

kilted man."

He fired two or three parting shots, and

then ordered his rifle with the air of a man

who had done his duty.

" We can stay here safely now," said

Malcolm. " Thanks, old fellow. I don't

know that we need be ashamed of the affair.

I've acted up to my ethics."

" The affair will be hard to beat in this

little war, anyhow," answered Duncan. " But

what would you have done, suppose things

hadn't turned out so well ? How would you

have prevented the ammunition from getting

into their hands?"

I had arranged

" THERE WAS A ROAR ANU RUSH OK HORSEMEN.

Just listen to the poundin' o' the hoofs on

the rocks. That's what I call music."

" Thank God ' " exclaimed the captain,

fervently.

" Look out! " cried Gladwin. " Give 'em

a fair field."

There was a roar and rush of horsemen

through the gorge and across the plain, the

glitter of sun on steel, and the shout of

excited men as a troop of lancers swept past.

" Just in time !" sang out the leader of

the troop as he rushed on at the head,

waving his sword. " Thanks for giving us a

chance like this."

"It'll be like playin' polo," opined Glad-

all thatâ��I should

have blown it up."

Duncan gazed

admiringly. " And

ourselves with it, I

suppose ? "

" Well, we should

have taken the risk."

" Which is more

than an insurance

office would have

cared to do," said the

subaltern. " Good

old ethics. But what

a plan â�� now, I

should never have

thought of that, al

though, mind you, I

should prefer to keep

my skin as it is: and

blowing up wouldn't

have allowed me."

"It's a good finish.

They're coming

back. Ah! I'm

glad they're bring

ing our poor fellows in with them."

" They didn't give us a chance," growled

the troop-leader, as he rode up. " Scurried

off like rabbitsâ��wouldn't face the lances. But

they got a bit of loot. Never mind, they've

paid for it. Take my saddleâ��I'll walk."

He dismounted, and helped the unwilling

and protesting Malcolm to take his seat.

They walked back, lancers and Highlanders

together, and men cheered them enthusiasti

cally as they approached the camp.

But when they saw what lay across some

of the saddles the huzzas died away, and

some of those who cheered the loudest

turned their heads aside.
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BY ALFRED WHITMAN.

[With Illustrations Jrom Old Prints.]

F one wished to express the

condition of affairs in England

during the twelve months of

the year 1798 by one word,

the word selected would prob

ably beâ��unrest. What with

the continuation of that terrible and lasting

struggle for supremacy between this country

and our neighbour, France; the financial

difficulties within our own borders, and the

disastrous revolution in the sister kingdom

of Ireland, the people were kept in constant

suspense, fearing lest enemies should present

made for a descent upon our shores, and the

first illustration (engraved from the model

presented to the French Directory) shows us

the Great Raft that was building there to

form part of the expedition.

This leviathan was to be nearly half a mile

long, and it was to carry a complete equip

ment of men and materiel. Like a residential

flat, it was to be " self-contained." An

English seaman, returning from the coast of

France, reported : "A kind of flotilla is being

built, constructed of nine old ships, lashed

together with cables, covered with a platform,

THE GREAT RAFT FOR THE INVASION OF ENGLAND, AUGUST, 1798.

themselves from even the most unexpected

quarters, a condition that was intensified by

the slow rate of transmitting news.

The hatred engendered by war was heartily

reciprocated between England and France,

and while we were making every effort

to resist invasion, the Paris paper L'Echo

tells us, "Thirty ships of the line, nearly

ready for use, are now in the road and port

of Brest. A few months longer and England

must be undone." It was at Brest that the

greatest naval and military preparations were

Vol. xvi.-9l.

on which is a raised battery to be mounted

with 500 cannon and to carry 20,000 men.

There are to be steam-engines to propel it,

with wheels to go in the water." Another

seaman, who had escaped from Brest, after

working on the raft for six weeks at the

beginning of the year, told a similar story.

To find adequate means in this country

to supply the great demands on the British

war-chest was a constant source of anxiety to

Ministers, and it was a most difficult task

to devise schemes to replenish the exchequer.
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Early in 1798 the people came voluntarily to

the aid of the Government, and offered con

tributions to swell the public purse. The

subscription books were opened at the Bank

of England in January, but at the commence

ment great timidity was experienced by the

public, and on the first day not a penny was

subscribed. Matters, however, improved

later, the King gave Â£20,000, and societies,

>B333S^^-
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It was in 1798 that the well-known duel

between William Pitt and George Tierney

took place. Tierney was an Opposition

man, who employed his talents in worrying

Ministers ; and the immediate trouble arose

over the Bill for manning the Navy. Tierney

played his usual heckling game, and brought

down Pitt's wrath upon him; and among

others who took part in the discussion that

THE DUEL BETWEEN WILLIAM 1'ITT, M.P., AND GEORGE TIERNEV, M.P., MAY 27, 1798.

On February loth a great City meeting

was held on the hustings at the Royal

Exchange, which brought in nearly .Â£47,000.

Among the contributors at this meeting was

"a young gentleman about eleven years old,

who insisted on emptying his purse, the

contents of which amounted to Â£i 8s. 3d.,

all in new silver, apparently the fruits of

juvenile economy." By August 13* the

grand total of the fund had reached over

two millions and a half. It is curious to

note that, during this trying financial year,

Drury Lane had a record season ; the pro

prietors of Vauxhall Gardens and the Hay-

market Theatre were well satisfied with their

results; while Kemble's "theatrical excursion"

was most successful "both in fame and

emolument."

companies, and wealthy individuals con

tributed large sums.

followed was Sir Matthew White Ridley!

An explanation from Pitt was asked for and

refused, with the result that the Prime

Minister and Tierney met at a distance of

twelve paces on Putney Heath, on Sunday,

May 27th, the eve of Pitt's thirty-ninth

birthday. The opponents harmlessly fired

a couple of shots apiece, Pitt at the second

venture discharging his pistol into the air.

This duel was the cause of much lam

pooning, and we give Gillray's caricature

upon the event.

Besides matters of war, affairs of peace

found the ear of the House of Commons

during this year of grace, and William Wil-

berforce was prosecuting his efforts for the

liberation of the slave. The Times for January

2gth had quoted the following New York

advertisement: " For Sale. A healthy Negro

Wench, sixteen years old. She is capable of
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all kinds of work, and will be sold cheap for

cash, or will be exchanged for a fashionable

riding-chair or merchandise, as the owner is

leaving the State. Apply from 8 to 9 a.m.,

or from 3 to 4 p.m." With a condition

of affairs thus revealed, one can well

understand Wilberforce's desire for abolition.

On April 4th he brought forward a motion

which was supported by Canning, and in a

House of 170 members was lost by only four

votes. Though this motion was defeated, the

year saw some slight modifications in the laws

relating to slaves.

The three following items will appear of

interest in the year just closing, as illustrating

the well-worn adage that history repeats itself.

April 5th: " The Prince of Wales has been

confined since Monday at Carlton House

with a sprained ankle occasioned by his foot

accidentally slipping in coming downstairs."

Sticklers for exactness will complain that the

injury was to the ankle and not to the knee.

Well, this discrepancy was made good by his

youngest sister, the Princess Amelia, whose

knee gave her much trouble during several

months, and of whom, under date August

3rd, when she was leaving for the seaside,

we read: " Princess Amelia did not reach

Worthing till 10.40 last night. There were

repeated stoppages on the road on account

of so much pain in the knee."

In these days of vaccination controversy,

it is interesting to recall that in 1798 the

Prince of Wales's daughter was inoculated for

the small-pox. The operation was performed

on Saturday, April I4th. On the 28th, "the

disorder is getting near the height." May ist :

" The Princess Charlotte has been blind

since Sunday with the small-pox." On May

3rd she was past danger, " and in the

fairest way of recovering."

The last of the three items reminds us

of recent Church troubles. In March at a

church in Scarborough a cavalry captain, as

a protest, ordered the trumpeters " to sound

the regiment out of church," an order " to

which military obedience was duly paid."

The result was a lawsuit: damages claimed,

;Â£io,ooo ; damages awarded, one shilling.

The great event, however, that touched

Englishmen to the quick was the terrible

Irish Rebellion ; but the limits of the pre

sent article forbid details. It is agreed that

from even the time of William III.'s

conquest the island had been sadly neglected ;

and by 1798 discontent was finding practical

expression, and the United Irishmen were

preparing for an insurrection and sending

overtures to the French Directory for assist

ance in the establishment of an Irish Republic.

The month of May witnessed a treason trial

of several prominent Irishmen, including

Arthur O'Connor, at Maidstone, and in this

same month the general rising took place.

The country round Dublin, and the south

east portion of the island, formed the prin-

SCENE ON THE PORTSMOUTH ROAD, JUNE 1O, 1798 \ SOLDIERS ON THE WAY TO QUELL THE IRISH REBELLION.
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cipal theatres of rebellion, and battles of the

fiercest were waged, victory favouring some

times one side and sometimes the other.

Thi illustration at the bottom of

the preceding page depicts the scene

on the road between London and Ports

mouth on June loth, when nearly 2,000

soldiers left the Metropolis in all kinds of

private, hackney, and stage coaches, lent by

their owners, and, covering the seventy-four

miles in ten hours, began to embark at Ports

mouth the same afternoon, and sailed for

Ireland to assist in quelling the rebellion.

The insurrection extended northwards to

Ulster. When at last the rebellion was sub-

hands of the English. The battle is shown

in the accompanying illustration, which has

an added interest in that the sixth vessel, count

ing from the left, the one in the distance, is

Nelson's old ship, the Foudroyant, which went

to pieces off Blackpool only a few months ago.

The demands that were made upon our

military and naval resources, and the continual

drafting of men beyond our shores, provoked

quite a wave of patriotic feeling throughout

this country; and besides the generous

voluntary contributions for national purposes,

the year 1798 is famous for the great impetus

that was given to the Volunteer movement-

Armed associations were formed in all parts

DEFEAT OF THE KKESCH FLEET OFF THE COAST OF DONEGAL, OCTOBER 12, 1798.

dued it was found that altogether some 30,000

lives had been sacrificed, while property to

an enormous value was lost. The French,

whose ends in regard to the rising were not the

same as those of the United Irishmen, and

who were anxious rather to subjugate Ireland

for purposes of their own, made a feeble

attempt at invasion on the north-west of

the island in August, which was speedily

overcome, and on October i2th Sir John

Warren with a squadron encountered a

fleet of nine French ships with troops,

stores, and ammunition off Donegal, and

inflicted such a decided defeat, that no fewer

than seven ships of the flotilla fell into the

of England (the Duke of Bedford, during

one of the weeks of June, raised a corps of

nearly a thousand men in Devonshire), while

in London each ward of the City had its own

association, as well as each outlying district

from Wapping to Wandsworth. Drillings in

open spaces, field-days in the parks, and

church parades were of constant occurrence,

and the next illustration portrays the

presentation of colours to the Isle of Wight

Volunteers at Carisbrooke Castle on Mid

summer Day by Lord Bolton, the governor

of the island. The illustration at the bottom

of the next page shows us the Covent

Garden Volunteer.
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niBSENTATtON OF COLOURS TO THE ISLE OF WIGHT VOLUNTEERS, JUNE 24, 1798.

Turning aside for a moment to less

momentous matters, we notice one or two

items that possess an amount of interest.

The year under review saw the invention

of the admirable and

much - employed art

of lithography by

Aloys Senefelder, the

Austrian, who was

born at Prague. Our

very old friend Isaac

Ingall, whose portrait

we gave two years

ago, breathed his last

on April 4th, when

almost 120 years of

age ! In August we

read that the dreaded

influenza was playing

havoc among the

horses, although "we

are happy to find it

has rarely proved

fatal, which is a fortu

nate circumstance, as

no distemper has ever

been so literally epi

demical." In Feb

ruary "a fellow had

the audacity" to

clamber up the statue

of Charles I. at Char

ing Cross, and taking

the sword from its

',

place, to point it in the monarch's mouth

and there to leave it. In November, 1,272

packs of cards, fraudulently left unstamped,

were publicly burnt in the High Street of

Shoreham. At the

1 end of September a

I
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cricket match for a

hundred guineas was

played between Notts

and Yorks, when the

former won " by five

notches." On Sep

tember iith the

Fighting Temeraire,

immortalized in the

painting by Turner,

was launched from

Chatham Dockyard.

These are a few of

the many interesting

items one discovers

among the records of

the year ; but the

above must suffice,

for the mention of

the Temeraire calls us

off to the Battle of

the Nile, which was

fought on the ist of

August.

Though the French

efforts to subjugate

Ireland were ineffec

tual, and though the
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hopes of a successful descent upon England

were becoming remote, the ardent desire and

determined struggle to gain supremacy- over

this country were none the less pronounced.

To prosecute their designs, the French Direc

tor)-, at the suggestion of Napoleon, decided

to turn their attention towards Egypt and

the East in order to check our widening

influence, and on May igth Napoleon, with

a fleet of forty-four sail, nearly 200 transports,

and about 20,000 men, sailed from Toulon

en route for Alexandria. Admiral St. Vincent,

off Cadiz, deputed Nelson to pursue Napo

leon with a force augmented to about fourteen

ships of the line, giving him a free hand in his

movements and action. Nelson was delighted

at the chance of revenging himself for the

loss of his eye.

Then followed the most desperate game

of hide-and-seek of which we have record.

When the French left Toulon, Nelson was

at Sardinia; and upon receiving his orders

and reinforcements, he sailed first towards

Naples, when he learnt that Napoleon had

gone to Malta. He hurried south, only

to find that the French had seized the island

and departed towards the east. Rightly con

jecturing that Napoleon was making for

Alexandria, Nelson followed, but on arriving

found the French army had landed, while

the navy had left and the bay was deserted.

Nelson next directed his course along the

coast of Asia Minor, but again without

success, and then sailing south of Crete, he

steered for Sicily, where once again he was

baffled. When these repeated failures became

known in England, impeachment was mooted,

and St. Vincent was censured for sending so

young an officer. Nelson in the meantime

resolved to continue his search and to steer

once more for Alexandria.

On August ist he reached the Bay of

Aboukir for the second time, and to his

delight found the French fleet at anchor in

a strong and compact line of battle ready to

receive him. Nelson immediately and in

tuitively decided upon his plan of attack,

which was to pass his ships on either side of

the French line and open fire from both sides

at once. Want of space prevents us from de

scribing the battle in detail, but each English

captain was allowed his own judgment to

attack where he would be most effective.

The French guns exceeded the English by

184, the men by 3,162, and yet hour after

hour the battle raged with the utmost fury,

and it was felt that the occasion had arrived

for the settlement of the question of naval

supremacy between the two countries. Nelson

had six colours flying in his rigging lest they

should be shot away, while the enemy fought

with unexampled courage and skill. Night

THE BATTLE OF THE NILE, AUGUST IST, 1798.
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came on and still the battle raged, and about

ten o'clock the French Admiral's ship,

L'Orient, of 120 guns (the largest English

ship carried but 74), caught fire and

blew up.

This stupendous event (depicted in the

previous illustration) was followed by a silence

of ten minutes, after which the battle was

renewed and continued, though intermit

tently, until about two the next morning.

At sunrise hostilities were recommenced,

but it was soon evident that the English had

gained a decisive and most important victory.

In the end, out of thirteen sail of the French,

eleven were burnt or captured; while

it has been calcu

lated that the loss of

life, on both sides,

exceeded 500 human

beings an hour!

During the engage

ment, Nelson re

ceived a severe

flesh - wound in the

forehead, from which,

at first, fatal results

were feared on ac

count of the great

effusion of blood ;

but upon the sur

geon's examination

the injury was found

to be superficial, and

after the wound was

dressed, Nelson

was able to resume

command.

For two long

months England

waited ere news of

this brilliant achieve

ment reached her

shores, and even

then it first arrived

by rumours through

France. At last, on

October 2nd, the

despatches came to

hand, and we like, in fancy, to follow the

messenger galloping post haste from London

to Weymouth, where the King was staying,

and covering the 128 miles in 9^2 hours that

His Majesty might receive the joyful news at

the earliest possible moment. We can well

imagine the simple-hearted monarch the next

morning, full of emotion and excitement,

walking up and down, and " reading the des

patches aloud four times to different noblemen

and gentlemen on the esplanade." And we

SIR RICHARD CARR GI.YN

NOVEM

can understand that two days later, when

another messenger arrived at Weymouth with

the document for creating Nelson a peer,

" the patent was signed at once, and within

twenty minutes the messenger was on his

way back to London."

In November came the election of Lord

Mayor; and the choice this year gave great

satisfaction, for Sir Richard Carr Glyn, whose

father had been Lord Mayor in 1759, and

whose portrait we reproduce, was not only a

man of great financial strength and partner

of the famous banking firm now known as

Glyn, Mills, and Co., but he was an ardent

leader of the Volunteer movement in the City.

Lord Mayor's Day

was very wet, so that

the show lost much

of its grandeur,

" being almost a pro

cession of walking

umbrellas." But the

banquet and ball

were most success

ful. The ornaments

consisted of trophies

and models in com

memoration of the

recent victories, the

principal decoration

being the French

admiral's sword

which Nelson had

just presented to

the Corporation.

I.ORD MAYOR OF LONDON,

BER, 1798.

With the opening

of Parliament on

November 2oth there

was the revival of

the perennial sub

jects of financial

needs and taxation;

and the two closing

months of the year

were memorable as

witnessing the intro

duction of a new form

of taxation which has

ever remained popular with Governments,

but which the British taxpayer prefers to

regard as iniquitous. Hitherto all taxes had

been levied on expenditure; but now Pitt

devised the novelty of taxing income, and

proposed to Parliament that there should be

a graduated demand on annual incomes of

between ^65 and ^200, and that from

incomes of ^200 and upwards, 10 per cent,

should be deducted for the public purse.

The proposal was followed by phenomenally
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fierce debates, but the strength of the

Government was such that by the last day of

the year the Ministers gained their wishes,

and by large majorities.

In the last illustration we give an authentic

view of a then and now popular water

ing-place as it actually appeared in the

Romney, Alderman Curtis, and others, who

had come on from the Canterbury Races,

were taking part in a sailing-match round the

Goodwin Sands. " The wager is for fifty

guineas, to be spent in a ball given to the

ladies."

Christmas brought its accustomed good

RAMSGATE IN I7Q

year 1798. The original etching was made

by James Ward, R.A., who for some time

stayed at Ramsgate studying sea effects

and shipping. That this Kentish resort was

a favourite one a hundred years ago is

evident from the following : "August 22nd:

Ramsgate is so full of company that lodgings

can hardly be procured "; and under the same

date we learn that the Lord Mayor. Lord

â�¢

cheer, and " one of the Norfolk coaches

absolutely broke down yesterday morning

(December 24th) from being overloaded with

Christmas turkeys"; but the weather was

very cold, for on Christmas Eve there were

fourteen degrees of frost, on Christmas

Day seventeen, on Boxing Day nine

teen, and on the day following there were

twenty.
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ERTRAM EASTFORI) had

intended to pass the shop of

his old friend, the curiosity

dealer, into whose pocket so

much of his money had gone

for trinkets gathered from all

quarters of the globe. He knew it was weak

ness on his part to select that street when he

might have taken another, but he thought it

would do no harm to treat himself to one

glance at the seductive window of the old

curiosity shop, where the dealer was in the

habit of displaying his latest acquisitions.

The window was never quite the same, and

it had a continued fascination for Bertram

Eastford ; but this time, he said to himself

resolutely, he would not enter, having,

as he assured himself, the strength of

mind to forego this temptation. How

ever, he reckoned without his window,

for in it there was an old object newly

displayed which caught his attention as

effectually as a half-driven nail arrests the

hem of a cloak. On the central shelf of the

window stood an hour-glass, its framework of

some wood as black as ebony. He stood

gazing at it for a moment, then turned to the

door and went inside, greeting the ancient

shopman, whom he knew so well.

"1 want to look at the hour-glass you

have in the window," he said.

" Ah, yes," replied the curiosity dealer ;

" the cheap watch has driven the hour-glass

out of the commercial market, and we rarely

pick up a thing like that nowadays."

He took the hour-glass from the shelf in

the window, reversed it, and placed it on a

table. The ruddy sand began to pour

through into the lower receptacle in a thin,

constant stream, as if it were blood that had

been dried and powdered. Eastford watched

the ever-increasing heap at the bottom,
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rising conically, changing its shape every

moment, as little avalanches of the sand fell

away from its heightening sides.

"There is no need for you to extol its

antiquity," said Eastford, with a smile. "I

knew the moment I looked at it that such

glasses are rare, and you are not going to

find me a cheapening customer."

" So far from over-praising it," protested

the shopman, " I was about to call your

attention to a defect. It is useless as a

measurer of time."

" It doesn't record the exact hour, then ? "

asked Eastford.

" Well, I suppose the truth is, they were

not very particular in the old days, and time

was not money, as it is now. It measures

the hour with great accuracy," the curio

dealer went on â��" that is, if you watch it;

but, strangely enough, after it has run for

half an hour, or thereabouts, through some

defect in the neck of the glass, or in the

pulverizing of the sand, it stops, and will

not go again unless the glass is shaken."

The hour-glass at that moment verified

what the old man said. The tiny stream of

sand suddenly ceased, but went on again

the moment its owner jarred the frame, and

continued pouring without interruption.

"That is very singular," said Eastford.

" How do you account for it ? "

" I imagine it is caused by some inequality

in the grains of sand ; probably a few atoms

larger than the others come together at the

neck, and so stop the percolation. It always

does it and, of course, I cannot remedy the

matter because the glass is hermetically

sealed."

" Well, I don't want it as a timekeeper, so

we will not allow that defect to interfere

with the sale. How much do you ask

for it ? "
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" You are very welcome," returned his

host. " Will you be seated ? "

"Thank you, no. I have but a few

moments to stay. I have come for my hour

glass, if you will be good enough to let me

have it."

"Your hour-glass?" ejaculated Eastford,

in surprise. "I think you labour under a mis

apprehension. The glass belongs to me ; I

bought it to-day at the old curiosity shop in

Finchmore Street."

"I admit that, technically, rightful posses

sion of the glass rests with you; but taking

you to be a gentleman, I venture to believe

that a mere statement of my priority of claim

will appeal to you, even though it might have

no effect on the minds of a jury of our

countrymen."

" You mean to say that the glass has been

stolen from you and has been sold ? "

" It has been sold undoubtedly over and

over again, but never stolen, so far as I have

been able to trace its history."

" If, then, the glass has been honestly

purchased by its different owners, I fail to

see how you can possibly establish any claim

to it."

" I have already admitted that my claim

is moral rather than legal," continued the

visitor. " It is a long story; have I your

permission to tell it ? "

" I shall be delighted to listen," replied

Eastford, " but before doing so I beg to

renew my invitation, and ask you to occupy

this easy chair before the fire."

The officer bowed in silence, crossed the

room behind Kastford, and sat down in the

arm-chair, placing his sword across his knees.

The stranger spread his hands before the fire,

and seemed to enjoy the comforting warmth.

He remained for a few moments buried in

deep reflection, quite ignoring the presence

of his host, who, glancing upon the hour

glass in dispute upon his knee, seeing that

the sands had all run out, silently reversed it

and set them running again. This action

caught the corner of the stranger's eye, and

brought him to a realization of why he was

there. Drawing a heavy sigh, he began his

story.

" In the year 1706 I held the post of lieu

tenant in that part of the British Army

commanded by General Trelawny, the

supreme command, of course, being in the

hands of the great Marlborough."

Eastford listened to this announcement

with the idea that there was something absurd

about the statement. The man sitting there

was calmly talking of a time one hundred

and ninety-two years past, and yet he himself

could not be a day more than twenty-five

years old. Somewhere entangled in this

were the elements of absurdity. Eastford

found himself unable to unravel them, but

the more he thought of the matter, the

more reasonable it began to appear, and so,

hoping his visitor had not noted the look of

surprise on his face, he said, quietly, casting

his mind back over the history of England,

and remembering what he had learned at

school :â��

" That was during the war of the Spanish

Succession ? "

" Yes; the war had then been in progress

four years, and many brilliant victories had

been won, the greatest of which was probably

the Battle of Blenheim."

" Quite so," murmured Eastford.

" It was the English," Casper cried,

" That put the French to rout ;

But what they killed each other for,

I never could make out."

The officer looked up in astonishment.

" I never heard anything like that said

about the war. The reason for it was per

fectly plain. We had to fight or acknowledge

France to be the dictator of Europe. Still,

politics have nothing to do with my story.

General Trelawny and his forces were in

Brabant, and were under orders to join the

Duke of Marlborough's army. We were to

go through the country as speedily as possible,

for a great battle was expected. Trelawny's

instructions were to capture certain towns and

cities that lay in our way, to dismantle the

fortresses, and to parole their garrisons. We

could not encumber ourselves with prisoners,

and so marched the garrisons out, patolled

them, destroyed their arms, and bade them

disperse. But, great as was our hurry, strict

orders had been given to leave no strong

holds in our rear untaken.

" Everything went well until we came to

the town of Elsengore, which we captured

without the loss of a man. The capture of

the town, however, was of little avail, for in .

the centre of it stood a strong citadel, which

we tried to take by assault, but could not.

General Trelawny, a very irascible, hot

headed man, but, on the whole, a just and

capable officer, impatient at this unexpected

delay, offered the garrison almost any terms

they desired to evacuate the castle. But,

having had warning of our coming, they had

provisioned the place, were well supplied

with ammunition, and their commander re

fused to make terms with General Trelawny.
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" ' If you want the place,' said the French

man, ' come and take it.'

"General Trelawny, angered at this con

temptuous treatment, flung his men again

and again at the citadel, but without making

the slightest impression on it.

" We were in no wise prepared for a long

siege, nor had we expected stubborn resist

ance. Marching quickly, as was our custom

heretofore, we possessed no heavy artillery,

and so were at a disadvantage when attacking

a fortress as strong as that of Elsengore.

Meanwhile, General Trelawny sent mounted

messengers by different roads to his chief,

giving an account of what had happened,

explaining his delay in joining the main

army, and asking for definite instructions.

He expected that one or two, at least, of the

mounted messengers sent away every day

would reach his chief and be enabled to

return. And that is exactly what happened,

for one day a dusty horseman came to

General Trelawny's head-quarters with a brief

note from Marlborough. The Commander-

in-Chief said :â��

" ' I think the Frenchman's advice is good.

We want the place ; therefore, take it.'

" But he sent no

heavy artillery to aid

us in this task, for he

could not spare his big

guns, expecting, as he

did, an important battle.

General Trelawny

having his work thus

cut out for him, settled

down to accomplish it

as best lie might. He

quartered officers and

men in various parts

of the town, the more

thoroughly to keep

watch on the citizens,

of whose good inten

tions, if the siege were

prolonged, we were by

no means sure.

" It fell to niy lot to

be lodged in the house

of Burgomaster Seidel-

mier, of whose conduct

I have no reason to

complain, for he treated

me well. I was given

two rooms, one a large,

low apartment on the

first floor, and com

municating directly

with the outside, by

means of a hall and a separate stairway.

The room was lighted by a long, many-paned

window, leaded and filled with diamond-

shaped glass. Beyond this large drawing-room

was my bedroom. I must say that I enjoyed

my stay in Burgomaster Seidelmier's house,

none the less because he had an only

daughter, a most charming girl. Our

acquaintance ripened into deep friendship,

to do with what I have to tell you. My story

is of war, and not of love. Gretlich Seidelmier

presented me with the hour-glass you have

in your hand, and on it I carved the

joined hearts entwined with our similar

initials."

and afterwards into but that has nothing

" So they are initials, are they ?" said

Eastford, glancing down at what he had mis

taken for twining serpents.

" Yes," said the officer; " I was more

accustomed to a sword than to an etching

tool, and the letters are but rudely drawn.

One evening, after dark, Gretlich and I were

whispering together in the hall, when we

heard the heavy tread of the general coming

up the stair. The girl fled precipitately, and

I, holding open the door, waited the approach

LIEUTENANT, HE SAID, ' IT IS MY INTENTION TO CAPTURE THE CITADEL TO-Nir.HT.
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of my chief. He entered and ctfrtly asked

me to close the door.

" ' Lieutenant,' he said, ' it is my intention

to capture the citadel to-night, (let together

twenty-five of your men, and have them

ready under the shadow of this house, but

give no one a hint of what you intend to do

with them. In one hour's time leave this

place as quietly as possible, and make an

attack on the western entrance of the citadel.

Your attack is to be but a feint and to draw

off their forces to that point. Still, if any of

your men succeed in gaining entrance to the

fort they shall not lack reward and promotion.

Have you a watch ? '

"' Not one that will go, general; but I

have an hour-glass here.'

" ' Very well, set it running. Collect your

men, and exactly at the hour lead them to

the west front; it is but five minutes' quick

march from here. An hour and five minutes

from this moment I expect you to begin the

attack, and the instant you are before the

western gate make as much noise as your

twenty-five men are capable of, so as to lead

the enemy to believe that the attack is a

serious one.'

" Saying this, the general turned and made

his way, heavy-footed, through the hall and

down the stairway.

" I set the hour-glass running, and went at

once to call my

men, stationing

them where I had

been ordered to

place them. I re

turned to have a

word with Gretlich

before I depart

ed on what I

knew was a

dangerous mis

sion. Glancing

at the hour

glass, I saw that

not more than

a quarter of the

sand had run

down during

my absence. I

remained in the

doorway, where

I could keep an

eye on the hour

glass, while the

girl stood lean

ing her arm

against the

angle of the

dark passage-way, supporting her fair cheek

on her open palm ; and, standing thus in the

darkness, she talked to me in whispers. We

talked and talked, engaged in that sweet, end

less conversation that murmurs in subdued

tone round the world, being duplicated that

moment at who knows how many places.

Absorbed as I was in listening, at last there

crept into my consciousness the fact that the

sand in the upper bulb was not diminishing

as fast as it should. This knowledge was

fully in my mind for some time before I

realized its fearful significance. Suddenly

the dim knowledge took on actuality. I

sprang from the door-lintel, saying :â��

"' Good heavens, the sand in the hour

glass has stopped running !'

" I remained there motionless, all action

struck from my rigid limbs, gazing at the

hour-glass on the table. Gretlich, peering in

at the doorway, and looking at the hour

glass and not at me, having no suspicion of

the ruin involved in the stoppage of that

miniature sand-storm, said, presently :â��

"' Oh, yes, I forgot to tell you it does

that now and then, and so you must shake

the glass.'

I RKMAINED TIIKRE MOTIONLESS, (;AZIN<; AT THE llnUR-C.LASS.

" She bent forward as if to do this when

the leaden windows shuddered, and the

house itself trembled with the sharp crash

of our light can

non, followed

almost immedi

ately by the deeper

detonation of the

heavier guns from

the citadel. The

red sand in the

glass began to fall

again, and its liber

ation seemed to

unfetter my para

lyzed limbs. Bare

headed as I was, I

rushed like one

frantic along

the passage and

, down the stairs.

The air was

resonant with

the quick - fol -

lowing reports

of the cannon,

and the long,

narrow street

was fitfully lit

up as if by sud

den flashes of
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summer lightning. My men were still

standing where I had placed them, (jiving

a sharp word of command, I marched

them down the street and out into the

square, where I met General Trelawny

coming back from his futile assault. Like

myself, he was bareheaded. His military

countenance was begrimed with powder-

smoke, but he spoke to me with no trace of

anger in his voice.

" ' Lieutenant Sentore,' he said, ' disperse

your men.'

" I gave the word to disband my men, and

then stood at attention before him. '

"' Lieutenant Sentore,' he said, in the

same level voice, ' return to your quarters

and consider yourself under arrest. Await

my coming there.'

" I turned and obeyed his orders. It

seemed incredible that the sand should still

be running in the hour-glass, for ages had

passed over my head since last I was in that

room. I paced up and down, awaiting the

coming of my chief, feeling neither fear nor

regret, but rather dumb despair. In a few

minutes his heavy tread was on the stair,

followed by the measured tramp of a file of

men. He came into the room, and with

him were a sergeant and four soldiers, fully

armed. The general was trembling with rage,

but held strong control over himself, as was

his habit on serious occasions.

"' Lieutenant Sentore,' he said, ' why

were you not at your post ?'

"'The running sand in the hour-glass'

(I hardly recognised my own voice on hearing

it) 'stopped when but half exhausted. I did

not notice its interruption until it was too

late.'

" The general glanced grimly at the hour

glass. The last sands were falling through

to the lower bulb. I saw that he did not

believe my explanation.

" ' It seems now to be in perfect working

order,' he said, at last.

" He strode up to it and reversed it,

watching the sand pour for a few moments,

then he spoke abruptly : â��

" ' Lieutenant Sentore, your sword.'

" I handed my weapon to him without a

word. Turning to the sergeant, he said :

' Lieutenant Sentore is sentenced to death.

He has an hour for whatever preparations

he cares to make. Allow him to dispose

of that hour as he chooses, so long as he

remains within this room and holds converse

with no one whatever. When the last sands

of this hour-glass are tun, Lieutenant Sentore

will stand at the other end of this room and

meet the death merited by traitors, laggards,

or cowards. Do you understand your duty,

sergeant ?'

" ' Yes, general.'

" General Trelawny abruptly left the

room, and we heard his heavy steps echoing

throughout the silent house, and later more

faintly on the cobble-stones of the street.

When they had died away a deep stillness set

in, I standing alone at one end of the room,

my eyes fixed on the hour-glass, and the

sergeant with his four men, like statues at the

other, also gazing at the same sinister object.

The sergeant was the first to break the

silence.

" ' Lieutenant,' he said, ' do you wish to

write anything ? '

" He stopped short, being an unready man,

rarely venturing far beyond ' Yes' and ' No.'

" ' I should like to communicate with one

in this household,' I said, ' but the general

has forbidden it, so all I ask is that you shall

have my body conveyed from this room as

speedily as possible after the execution.'

" 'Very good, lieutenant,' answered the

sergeant.

" After that, for a long time no word was

spoken. I watched my life run redly through

the wasp waist of the transparent glass, then

suddenly the sand ceased to flow, half in the

upper bulb, half in the lower.

" ' It has stopped,' said the sergeant ; ' I

must shake the glass.'

" ' Stand where you are !' I commanded,

sharply. ' Your orders do not run to that.'

"' Send one of your men to General

Trelawny,' I said, as if I had still the right

to be obeyed. ' Tell him what has happened,

and ask for instructions. Let your man

tread lightly as he leaves the room.'

" The habit of obedience rooted the ser

geant to the spot.

" The sergeant did not hesitate a moment,

but gave the order I required of him. The

soldier nearest the door tip-toed out of the

house. Probably more than half an hour

passed, during which time no man moved ;

the sergeant and his three remaining soldiers

seemed afraid to breathe ; then we heard the

step of the general himself on the stair. I

feared that this would give the needed

impetus to the sand in the glass, but, when

Trelawny entered, the status quo remained.

The general stood looking at the suspended

sand, without speaking.

" ' That is what happened before, general,

and that is why I was not at my place. I

have committed the crime of neglect, and

have thus deservedly earned my death ; but
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I shall die the happier if my general believes

I am neither a traitor nor a coward.'

"The general, still without a word,

advanced to the table, slightly shook the

hour-glass, and the sand began to pour again.

Then he picked it up in his hand, examining

it minutely, as if it were some strange kind

of toy, turning it

over and over. He

glanced up at me

and said, quite in

his usual tone, as

if nothing in par

ticular had come

between us:â��

" ' Remarkable

thing that, Sentore,

isn't it ?'

" ' Very,' I an

swered, grimly.

" He put the

glass down.

"' Sergeant, take

your men to quar

ters. Lieutenant

Sentore, I return to

you your sword ;

you can perhaps

make better use of

it alive than dead.

I am not a man

to be disobeyed,

reason or no reason.

Remember that,

and now go to bed.'

" He left me with

out further word,

and buckling on

my sword, I pro

ceeded straightway

to disobey again.

" I had a great

liking for General

made my plans, intending to ask the general's

permission to risk this venture, but now I

resolved to try it without his knowledge or

consent, and thus retrieve, if I could, my

failure of the foregoing part of the night.

Illi HCKKO IT LT IN HIS HAXU, EXAMINING IT MINUTELY.

Trelawny. Knowing how he fumed and raged

at being thus held helpless by an apparently

impregnable fortress in the unimportant

town of Elsengore, I had myself studied the

citadel from all points, and had come to

the conclusion that it might be successfully

attempted, not by the great gates that

opened on the square of the town, nor by

the inferior west gates, but by scaling the

seemingly unclimbable cliffs at the north

side. The wall at the top of this precipice

was low, and owing to the height of the

beetling cliff, was inefficiently watched by

one lone sentinel, who paced the battlements

from corner tower to corner tower. I had

" Taking with me a long, thin rope which

I had in my room, anticipating such a trial

for it, I roused five

of my picked men,

and silently we

made our way to

the foot of the

northern cliff. Here,

with the rope

around my waist, I

worked my way

diagonally up along

a cleft in the rock,

which, like others

parallel to it,

marked the face of

the precipice. A

slip would be fatal.

The loosening of a

stone would give

warning to the

sentinel, whose

slow steps I heard

on the wall above

me, but at last I

reached a narrow

iedge without acci

dent, and standing

up in the darkness,

my chin was level

with the top of the

wall on which the

sentry paced. The

shelf between the

bottom of the wall

and the top of the

cliff was perhaps

three feet in width,

and gave ample

room for a man careful of his footing.

Aided by the rope, the others, less expert

climbers than myself, made their way

to my side one by one, and the six of

us stood on the ledge under the low

wall. We were all in our stockinged

feet, some of the men, in fact, not even

having stockings on. As the sentinel

passed, we crouching in the darkness

under the wall, the most agile of our

party sprang up behind him. The soldier

had taken off his jacket, and tip-toeing

behind the sentinel, he threw the garment

over his head, tightening it with a twist that

almost strangled the man. Then seizing his
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gun so that it would not clatter on the stones, "'There was nowhere eise to put it,'

held him thus helpless while we five climbed replied the sentinel, ' unless they left it in the

up beside him. Keeling under the jacket, I open courtyard, which would be quite as

put my right hand firmly on the sentinel's unsafe.'

throat, and nearly choking the breath out of

him, said : -

1 Is the door to the lower room in the

tower bolted ?'

1 Your life depends on your actions now. "'There is no door,' replied the sentry,

" HE lltlLU HIM HliLl'I I WHII-K WK I-'IVK CLIMUKI) Ul' HESll)!-: HIM."

Will you utter a sound if I let go your

throat ?'

" The man shook his head vehemently,

and I released my clulch.

"' Now,' I said to him, ' where is the

powder stored ? Answer in a whisper, and

speak truly.'

" ' The bulk of the powder,' he answered,

' is in the vault below the citadel.'

" ' Where is the rest of it ? ' 1 whispered.

" ' In the lower room of the round tower

by the gate.'

"'Nonsense,' I said; 'they would never

store it in a place so liable to attack.'

' but a low archway. This archway has not

been closed, because no cannon-balls ever

come from the northern side.'

"' How much powder is there in this

room ?'

"' I do not know; nine or ten barrels, I

think.'

" It was evident to me that the fellow, in

his fear, spoke the truth. Now, the question

was, how to get down from the wall into the

courtyard and across that to the archway at

the southern side? Cautioning the sentinel

again, that if he made the slightest attempt

to escape or give the alarm, instant death
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would be meted to him, I told him to guide

us to the archway, which he did, down the

stone steps that led from the northern wall

into the courtyard. They seemed to keep

loose watch inside, the only sentinels in the

place being those on the upper walls. But

the man we had captured not appearing at

his corner in time, his comrade on the

western side became alarmed, spoke to him,

and, obtaining no answer, shouted for him,

then discharged his gun. Instantly the

place was in an uproar. Lights flashed, and

from different guard-rooms soldiers poured

out. I saw across the courtyard the archway

the sentinel had spoken of, and calling my

men made a dash for it. The besieged

garrison, not expecting an enemy within, had

been rushing up the stone steps at each side

to the outer wall to man the cannon they

had so recently quitted, and it was some

minutes before a knowledge of the real state

of things came to them. These few minutes

were all we needed, but I saw there was no

chance for a slow match, while if we fired

the mine we probably would die under the

tottering tower.

" By the time we reached the archway and

found the powder barrels, the besieged, find

ing everything silent outside, came to a

realization of the true condition of affairs.

We faced them with bayonets fixed, while

Sept, the man who had captured the sentinel,

took the hatchet he had brought with him

at his girdle, flung over one of the barrels on

its side, knocked in the head of it, allowing

the dull black powder to pour on the cobble

stones. Then filling his hat with the explo

sive, he came out towards us, leaving a thick

trail behind him. By this time we were

sorely beset, and one of our men had gone

down under the fire of the enemy, who shot

wildly, being baffled by the darkness, other

wise all of us had been slaughtered. I seized

a musket from a comrade and shouted to

the rest:â��

"'Save yourselves,' and to the garrison, in

French, I gave the same warning; then I

fired the musket into the train of powder,

and next instant found myself half stunned

and bleeding at the farther end of the court

yard. The roar of the explosion and the

crash of the falling tower were deafening. All

Elsengore was aroused by the earthquake

shock. I called to my men when I could

find my voice, and Sept answered from one

side, and two more from anothe-r. Together

Vol. xvi.-9a

we tottered across the aÂ¥^/-/jr-strewn court

yard. Some woodwork inside the citadel

had taken fire and was burning fiercely, and

this lit up the ruins and made visible the

great gap in the wall at the fallen gate. Into

the square below we saw the whole town

pouring, soldiers and civilians alike coming

from the narrow streets into the open quad

rangle. I made my way, leaning on Sept,

over the broken gate and down the causeway

into the square, and there, foremost of all,

met my general, with a cloak thrown round

him, to make up for his want of coat.

"' There, general,' I gasped, ' there is

your citadel, and through this gap can we

march to meet Marlborough.'

"' Pray, sir, who the deuce are you ?' cried

the general, for my face was like that of a

blackamoor.

" ' I am the lieutenant who has once more

disobeyed your orders, general, in the hope

of retrieving a former mistake.'

" ' Sentore !' he cried, rapping out an oath.

' I shall have you court-martialled, sir.'

"' I think, general,' I said, ' that I am

court-martialled already,' for I thought then

that the hand of death was upon me, which

shows the effect of imagination, for my

wounds were not serious, yet I sank down at

the general's feet. He raised me in his

arms as if I had been his o\vn son, and thus

carried me to my rooms. Seven years later,

when the war ended, I got leave of absence

and came back to Elsengore for Gretlich

Seidelmier and the hour-glass."

As the lieutenant ceased speaking, East-

ford thought he heard again the explosion at

the tower, and started to his feet in nervous

alarm, then looked at the lieutenant and

laughed, while he said :â��

" Lieutenant, I was startled by that noise

just now, and imagined for the moment that I

was in Brabant. You have made good your

claim to the hour-glass, and you are welcome

to it."

But as he spoke, he turned his eyes

towards the chair in which the lieutenant

had been seated, and found it vacant.

Gazing round the room, in half somnolent

dismay, he saw that he was indeed alone.

At his feet was the shattered hour-glass,

which had fallen from his knee, its blood-red

sand mingling with the colours on the carpet.

Eastford said, with an air of surprise :â��

" By Jove !"



Underground Passages and Trap-Doors.

BY GRANT ALLEN.

IKE the Reverend Robert

Spalding in the play, " I don't

like London." There is so

little life there, compared with

the country. And I can't get

on without life. Tis that that

makes London so dull. All the streets are

flagged with big square stones, or paved with

dead pavement of wood or asphalt: hardly a

green thing grows ; hardly an insect stirs :

life is crushed clean out of it. The whole

place is given over to two species alone

out of the countless myriads that diversify

our earthâ��man, and the cab-horse. In the

country, on the contrary, one sees so much

life. Every hedge-row teems with it. I go

out upon a broad breezy moor near "my

house, and see living things by the dozen at

each step I take. Flies flit among the dry

heather; beetles scurry away to their deep

holes in the sandstone soil; innumerable

spiders' webs glisten and wave in the autumn

sunshine from twig to twig of the ling

and the brushwood. All is buzzing with

activity, from the burly bumble-bees that

bluster among the belated flowers to the

gauze-winged midges that entangle them

selves from time to time in the floating snares

so deftly spread for them. You have comedy,

tragedy, pantomime, all in one. The insect

Columbine in flimsy many-hued dress who

just darts for a

moment across

the stage of our

view is caught

and devoured

next instant by

some ruthless

enemy, with jaws

like the shark and

a maw like the

hyena.

But it is not

above ground

alone that Nature

displays these her

moving dramas:

the whole soil

beneath our feet

is tunnelled and

burrowed through

out to a depth of

many inches by

the subterranean

passages of end-

less half-unknown and unsuspected engineers.

It is a hidden city. There the earthworm

works unseen in his neatly-lined galleries, or

retires for rest to his comfortable cell, which

is paved with pebbles as regularly and care

fully as the streets of London. There the

carnivorous slug or testacella tracks him

to his lair like a sleuth - hound, while

the centipede hunts him down, and the

sand-wasp pursues her prey along the under

ground corridors. Earth is a series of living

catacombs. Most people know the burrows,

of rabbits, and the long subways which the

mole drives through the turf in pursuit of

earth-worms ; but few people remember also

the endless lizards and beetles and mason-

bees and devil's coach-horses which equally

tunnel through the yielding soil with their

ramifying passages. Every inch of sward is

honey-combed with life ; even- square foot is

a warren of insect burrows.

I am going in this present article to intro

duce you to a set of the most remarkable

among these unseen subterranean creatures

â��the trap-door spidersâ��whose habits and

manners I have watched for years in

Southern Europe and North Africa.

" Eyes," says our old school friend, Hero

dotus, " are more trustworthy teachers of

fact to men than ears'' : so before I begin

telling you about the habits of the race, I

I.â��DOOR OF AN UNDERGROUND TUNNEL.

will ask you, in the

time-honoured

language of the

showman, to "cast

your eye on the

picture," No. i,

where my col-

1 e a gu e , Mr.

Enock, has repre

sented for us the

open door of a

neat and com

modious nest con

structed by one

of these singular

builders. I call

your attention to

the door before

taking you inside

the eligible family

residence, both

because that is

the most ordinary

way of entering
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the house, and

also because it is

as a rule the first

part of a trap-door

spider's nest to

attract the tour

ist's or the natur

alist's notice. You

may be seated

under an olive-

tree by some bank

of earth in the full

southern sunshine

at Nice or Can

nes, and may

happen to observe

on the surface of

the exposed earth

a tiny round

line, about the

diameter of a six-

penceor a shilling.

The thing looks

like a lid, and

2.â��THE TUNNEL WITH PART

.'ALL REMOVED.

somehow suggests to you the idea that it

might possibly lift or open. You try it with

a pin or the point of a pocket-knife, and sure

enough, you find that your hasty surmise was

right : it yields to pressure at a certain point,

like the door of the Forty Thieves' cave when

AH Baba uttered the mystic words, " Open

Sesame ! " You

discover that the

lid is an extremely

neat and well-

finished trap-door,

with a delicately

bevelled edge,

hinged at one side,

and carefully made

to resemble the

soil around it by

means of cunning

devices which I

shall describe here

after.

Your curiosity

thus once aroused,

you desire further,

like AH Baba after

the robbers de

parted, to inspect

the interior. But

as the door is

somewhat too

small to admit you

entire, you are

compelled to

employ your burg-

larious knife in

order to lay bare

the wall and show

you a section of

the admirable

tunnel to which

this strange portal

gives instant

access. No. 2

represents for you

a portion of a

nest thus exposed

in part, but in

part only : for the

tunnel runs in

ward and down

ward for some

eighteen inches

or more into the

heart of the

earth-bank. You

now perceive that

the neat little

door is but the

entrance to a long and exquisitely wrought

underground passageâ��a miniature St. (Jott-

hard â��every part of which has been excavated

through the soil in a perfectly regular cylin

drical tube, and lined throughout with soft

silk like the web of a spider. This may

haply give you a first clue to the nature of

the clever and in

dustrious little

engineer who con

structs these mar

vellous nests in the

bowels of the

earth; but in order

to satisfy yourself

absolutely as to

the truth, you

must dig her out

â��for she is a lady

â��and examine her

carefully.

In my own case,

however, that was

not exactly the way

in which I first

becameacquainted

with this quaint

subterranean

weaver. I hap

pened one morning, at Hyeres, to begin

prising open a door which I had found,

employing as lever the end of my pocket-

knife, as you see in No. 3 ; when, suddenly,

I became aware of a slight downward

pull against me, as if one of the Forty
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Thieves were holding the door from within,

and attempting to resist the magic word of

opening. In a moment I divined that the

maker of the nest resented my intrusion,

and was defending her home with all

the legs at her disposal. As these are

no less than eight in number, and as

she is a remarkably muscular and power

ful lady for her size, the amount of re

sistance I experienced when she pulled

against me in this tug of war was far greater

than you would imagine. I wanted to catch

sight of her, however: so instead of " crack

ing her crib " by main force with my jemmy

(like a big burglar that I was) I withdrew

my knife, and pretended to pull rather more

gently with a pin,

so as to keep her

engaged, lest she

should retreat and

dodge me. Then

I opened the large

blade of the knife,

and plunged it

obliquely into the

earth about half an

inch behind and

below her, so as to

cut off her retreat

to the bottom of

her fortress. The

spider thus found

herself boxed in

between her own

trap-door and my

intercepting knife.

After that, I prised

the door open with

my pin, and cap

tured my specimen

without further diffi

culty. I have always found this the easiest

way to secure the animal, though in some

cases she resolutely refuses to be " drawn,"

and then there is nothing for it but to go to

work with a spade or trowel and eject her

bodily.

4.â��COKK-LIKE TRA1--DOOR, \VITH CLAW-MAKKS.

It is the habit of these spiders, when dis

turbed, to rush up to the door in this fashion

and hold the fort, if possible, against all

comers. That is to say, they will do so if

you first knock gently to rouse their atten

tion, and then attempt to open the trap with

out unnecessary haste or display of strength :

for trap-door spiders are no fools : the

moment they see you are much too strong

for them, they bolt outright, and take refuge

sulkily in the inaccessible recesses of their

buried stronghold. But that is only when

an unwonted enemy like man appears upon

the sceneâ��a foe as unexpected to the dweller

in the tunnel as Mr. Wells's mechanical Mar

tians were to the inhabitants of London.

With their natural enemies, on the contrary,

the spiders show fight as long as possible.

The hereditary raiders of their houses are

centipedes, lizards, and wasps, which enter

the nests with a general view to devouring its

inhabitants. To guard against these hungry

assailants, the spiders make little foot-holds

with their sharp claws and jaws both in the

trap-door itself and in the wall of the tunnel

opposite the hinge : these foot-holds are well

shown in No. 4 : they give the householder

the benefit of the leverage, and as she is mus-

cularly strong, and

has gravity on her

side, she can usually

keep her front door

firmly locked by

their means against

all ordinary in

truders. It is only

when miraculous

naturalists, armed

with Sheffield

blades, tumble upon

her from the sky, so

to speak, that she

finds herself wholly

unable to continue

the unequal contest.

The nests are

seldom or never

built on quite level

soil: in nine cases

out of ten they are

constructed in slop

ing or perpendicular

banks, such as

abound in countries where olives are culti

vated. In all such cases, the hinge is at the

top, and the door, when left to itself, shuts by

its own weight, thus saving the occupier the

trouble and expense of an indiarubber spring.

It is clever of the little beasts thus to utilize

the force of gravity. The door is first con

structed of a few threads of web, stretched

across the open mouth of the tunnel : it is

then cemented together with bits of earth

and moss, moistened, I think, by a gummy

secretion, and as soon as it is complete, the

scaffolding threads which prevent it from

opening are cut across, while the hinge is

thickened. But the whole of the tunnel and

door are not made at one time. The spider

begins when it is a baby with a very small

tube, having a door scarcely bigger than a
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pin's head : it goes on adding to and enlarg

ing its house and portal till in some cases

which I have measured the corridors attain

a diameter of nearly two inches. The number

of layers of silk in

the lid correspond

roughly to the num

ber of successive

enlargements.

Trap-door spiders

are mostly nocturnal.

They stop at home

by day, but seem to

wander out at night

in search of prey,

which they probably

stalk on the open.

All trap - door

spiders, however, are

not of one kind.

There are many

genera and species,

more or less ad

vanced in engineer

ing knowledge. Some of them make their trap

doors in the manner already described, with

bevelled edges, thick and hard, so as to fit

the tube like a cork ; and these are

usually spoken of as forming doors of

the cork type. But there are others,

less highly civilized, which construct

loose membranous doors, composed

of plates of silk, woven together with

fragments of moss, and not tight-

fitting. These somewhat inferior traps

are generally described as of the wafer

type. One of them is illustrated in

No. 5 ; its lid shuts down loosely on

the tube, and is far less artistic than

the cork-like pattern. At the same

time, I may add that in Algeria, where

I have observed these wafer-lidded

nests very closely, they are often much

harder to find than the cork-type

doors. They have no definite circular

edge to betray them, and as they are

usually built in mossy banks and

plastered over with living and growing

moss for concealment, they are most

difficult of detection. All the doors

alike require sharp eyes to find them,

but the wafer kind sometimes almost elude

the keenest enemy. You will observe that

in No. 5, too, the door is marked internal!}

by claw-holes, wrhich enable the owner to

hold it against all comers.

.JSXC^ 5.â��\\AI-KH TRAP-DOOR, ALSO WITH CI-AW-M

So far, I have only considered the actual

trap-doors, which are externally the most

visible part of the whole structure. But

some spiders have pushed their constructive

ingenuity a step further. They make an

outer door to keep off intruders from without,

and then they arrange a second line of

defence a few inches

down the tunnel.

Mr. Moggridge, an

indomitable natu

ralist, who passed

the last years of an

invalid life at Men-

tone in watching

and describing these

quaint little beasts,

has pointed out in

his admirable work

a number of such

protective devices.

One of these clever

secondary barri

cades is shown in

No. 6. Here, the

outside door stands

concealed among a

little thicket of moss : and so ingenious are

the eight-legged architects that, when they

have completed their front door, they actually

plant small bits

of moss upon

it, so that it may

exactly resemble

the groun c

around it. The

moss grows and



742

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

spreads, sometimes externally overlapping the

edge of the door. Inside, the spider weaves

from her spinnerets a continuous web of silk ;

with this she papers, as it were, the walls of

her tunnels, which are thus covered by a

perfect-fitting cylinder of tapestry. Still,

even so, those troublesome ichneumon-fly

creatures will intrude and poke their noses

into other people's business ; and if they

find the natural owner of the burrow, they

will promptly devour her. To deceive these

persistent and inquisitive foes, this particular

species of spider builds a second trap-door,

which acts in fact as a false bottom.

The false bottom is made of mud, well

concreted together, and surrounded by a

bag, or net-work, of spider-silk. You will

observe that it is slightly hollowed on its

upper surface, so that when it is closed it

produces an illusive appearance of being the

end of the tube -

has the same effect

as the bottom of

the tunnel. If an

undesirable visitor

manages to open

the front door, and

intrudes on her

privacy, our spider

closes this inner

door upward,

slamming it hard,

so that it jams

3Â£Â£?rv?

n

tight against the

silk wall of the jr/--<YV-i':$Rv,"-v

tunnel. She then ^KKBaSa

puts her back

firmly against the

door, holds on by

her eight claws to

the surrounding rv-^p'tvj

wall, and resists $$&?$

the invader with f&Ts^vli

all her power. The

enemy thinks he

has got to the

bottom of the

nest, and con

cludes that the

lady is not at

home ; so he turns

tail after a while,

emerges by the

hall-door, and tries another tunnel.

You will notice, once more, in No. 6, that

there is a tab or ragged end of silk web left

hanging below on the under surface of the

second door or false bottom. â�¢ What is that ?

Why, can't you guess ?â��it is the door

handle ! The upper or front door opens

upward, you see; and, inasmuch as it can be

pushed open from below by the spider, and

shuts down again by its own weight, it has no

need of a handle beneath ; while above, it does

not require one, because the spider never

shuts it when she quits her nestâ��that would

be too dangerous : she leaves it open so that

she may bolt back at once in case of need,

like a rabbit to its burrow. She doesn't

want to be shut out of her own house at

a moment of peril. But the lower or inner

door opens dozvnward, and when it is shut,

the spider is always below it. Hence, she

has to leave a handle by which she may pull

it down again when the danger is past:

especially as she always slams this inner

door very tight, so as to prevent her enemy

from suspecting the stratagem. Everything

depends upon its looking like the real

bottom of the

tunnel. It is like

those hidden doors

in the walls of

houses which give

access to a secret

chamber.

You will observe

that I speak always

of the female

spider alone. The

male of these

types does not

seem to construct

a nest, but hunts

his prey in the

open. I shall speak

of the male spider

more fully, how

ever, when I come

to consider our

English tunnel-

maker.

This second

trap-door or false-

bottom nest is cer

tainly a very ingenious device; but there

is yet another group of very advanced

spiders--the Brunels and Edisons of their

cunning raceâ��who have hit out a still more

clever variation on the simple long tunnel of

the primitive pattern. The nest built by

these most inventive little beasts is excel

lently illustrated in No. 7. You see here

the round outer door at the top of the

corridor, the long silk-lined straight tube,

and the spider herself lurking at ease

in her comfortable den at the bottom.

But besides her main tunnel this acute little

7.â��NEST WITH CHAMHFK OF

KKFUl.E. OK SECOND TLNNKL.
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creature constructs a. second subterranean

passage, leading off upward obliquely at an

angle. It is a chamber of refuge. Its

passage is closed by a hanging door, hinged

at its upper side, and composed of a mud

cushion inclosed in a thick silken cover like

a pillow-case. When an enemy enters,

having managed somehow to prise open

the first or outer door, the spider lifts the

second door, and blocks the main passage, as

in the case already noted. But if the enemy

is too strong for her, then she lets the second

door drop quietly, and takes refuge herself

in the inner or upward-pointing gallery.

The door in that case slips back of itself

against the wide mouth of this gallery of

escape, and the unsuspecting enemy walks

straight down the main tunnel, only to find

at the end that his quarry has mysteriously

disappeared and that the nest is empty. You

â�¢will see at once that this is precisely the

policy of the subterranean passages which in

the Middle Ages often connected the keep of

a castle with some

secondary fortress or

some revered sanc

tuary.

It is easy for the

spider who has taken

refuge in the second

or oblique corridor to

push down the door

again by her own

weight, because she is

inside : but it would

be very difficult for the

enemy to force it open

from outside, as it is

weighted by the heavy

lump of clay, and also

it fits the mouth of

the tube so well that

he is not likely to dis

cover it. Note that in

this instance too the

popular objects of observation and research ;

but till a very recent period it was not known

that we possessed in England a native speci

men of these tunnel-building little beasts.

Quite lately, however, a species of tunnel-

digger closely allied to the trap-door spiders

has been discovered in England ; and though

it cannot be properly called by their name,

because it does not actually construct a door

to its nest, its habits in other ways are quite

as curious and interesting as those of its

better-known southern relations. It has been

thoroughly studied by our friend Mr. Knock,

who has done more to tell us all about its

queer life-history than any other naturalist.

i.â��THE ENGLISH TUNNEI.-SHDEK

door has a flapping handle of loose silk, so

that when it is used to close the main tunnel

it may be readily opened again from below.

Sometimes the second tunnel actually affords

a means of escape into the open air ; it is

continued right up to the surface. But when

this is done, the wily proprietor takes great

care to cover the exposed end with dead

leaves and mosses, so that while she can

crawl out by it, no inquisitive enemy can

make use of it as a means of attacking the

inner fortress by the back-door or postern.

For years the trap-door spiders of the

Riviera and the West Indies have been

A portrait, I hold, ought always to be pre

fixed to a biography ; so in No. 8 I have

induced Mr. Enock to give us the counter

feit presentment of this singular English

tunnel -making spider. Our distinguished

fellow-subject's scientific name is Atypus;

she inhabits sandy moors and basking earth-

banks, and she is so far from shy of the

busy haunts of men,

that numbers of her

comrades are to be

found as near London

as Hampstead Heath.

The portrait here pub

lished is taken from

belowâ��that is to say,

it represents our

friend's under-surface.

You can easily see the

eight strong legs, the

swollen, glossy, egg-

shaped body, and the

curious spinnerets

behind, with which she

spins the white silken

lining to her tunnel.

But what I want you

particularly to notice

just now is her im

mense head. This por

tion of the body is always exceptionally

big in tunnel-building spiders, because the

work of excavating the corridor is chiefly or

entirely performed by the huge jaws or falces.

These jaws are, to the whole group of trap

door spiders, pretty much what hands are to

human beings. They are sharp, strong, and

powerful, and are represented in the portrait

as one sees them when at restâ��that is to

say, folded against the neck, so to speak, at

moments of leisure. A later picture will

show you how these formidable weapons look

when their possessor raises them to strike a

blow at a victim. It is a peculiarity of the
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whole tunnel-making group of spiders, in

deed, that the jaws strike downwards, not

sideways. In ordinary house or field spiders,

the movement is lateral ; but this special

power of downward movement, with fangs

like the teeth and jaws of a tiger, elevates

9. â�� NEST Ol

ABOVE THE SUKKACE.

the trap-door spider group into the veritable

tigers of the subterranean world. I believe

the true trap-door spiders rely mainly upon

their jaws for holding their doors shut against

the attacks of enemies.

No. 9 is a small view of the underground

home of our English species. It is from

eight to twelve inches in depth. You will

see at once that here there is no door at all

â��a peculiarity closely connected with the

habits and manners of this particular spider.

Most of the nest in this case is buried in

the ground ; it consists only of a tunnel,

with a woven tube lining the corridor; but

the upper or aerial portion protrudes from

the soil, and is made up of brownish web

alone, plastered with sand, and imitating a

stick or dry twig ; it is indeed so incon

spicuous that both men and flies are con

tinually deceived by it. In point of fact, it

takes sharp eyes like Mr. Enock's to see

through the deception. The upper end of

the tunnel, or rather of the projecting woven

web, is pointed and conical. It is fastened

to the ground or to some neighbouring bush

by threads of silk at its top. There is abso

lutely no door for egress or ingress.

How then, you will say, does the spider

get out to catch her prey ? The answer is,

she does not. She lives permanently in her

nest, which she never quits for any purpose.

How she fed was a mystery till Kir. Enock

solved the problem. The walls of the web

are loose and thin, and they can be readily

broken when their owner desires it. And

she does desire it from time to time, as the

next illustration will amply show you.

This graphic and dramatic sceneâ��No. i o

-gives you at once an interior and exterior

view of the top of the tube when prey aj>-

proaches. The outer part is lined with grains

of sand, brought from the bottom of the

tube, and pushed through the meshes of the

silken covering. The spider usually lurks in

the bottom of the nest when nothing is

stirring, but she keeps her feet fixed on a

certain silken thread like a telegraphic wire,

which gives her information of what is

happening on the surface. By - and - by

an incautious fly happens to alight on the

exposed conical portion of the tube. In

stantly, some little tremor of the telegraphic

web informs the lurking beast of prey of the

presence of a victim. She rushes up to the

top, and stands, as you see in the illustration

(No. 10), just opposite him, though inside

the tube, and with her deadly fangs raised,

in act to strike him. This vivid picture sets

before you very admirably the formidable

nature of the big sharp fangs, and the

E ITS VICTIM.
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powerful jaws which work them : you can also

observe what force is given to the blow by the

up-and-down movement. The spider does

not see her prey ; she merely feels it through

the silken web. The unconscious blow-fly,

meanwhile, is wholly unaware of its enemy's

near presence ; it feels, if anything, only a

faint tremor of the supposed twig on which

it has alightedâ��such a tremor as blow-flies

are accustomed to feel on the surface of the

wind-swept plants that form their habitual

resting-places. In a second more, the deadly

fangs descend with a frightful force, and

strike through the web to the victim's body,

both wounding and poisoning it.

The poison disables the fly at once ; but

how now can the spider get at her victim ?

She has a way of meeting this obvious

difficulty. She tears apart the loose web of

her own wall, and drags the wounded fly

through it into her hidden tunnel. This

leaves a gaping hole in the wall of the

exposed tube, of course ; but to so mighty a

spinner, that is a matter of small moment.

For the present she

disregards it: a little-

later, she becomes

once more the careful

housewife : her exist

ing attitude is merely

that of the blood

thirsty slaughterer.

It is not the habit

of the Atypus spider,

however, to eat her

flies on the spot

where she catches

them. She is far too

much of a lady for

that. She drags them

down to the bottom

of her nest, into what

I will venture to des

cribe (after a popular

poem) as her own

parlour, and there

parleys with them.

The proceedings, I

fear, are very one

sided. As soon as

she has quite disabled

her victim, she hangs

it up in her larder;

then she mounts

her tube again, moves very cautiously

towards the rent edges, and brings the ragged

ends together once more with her powerful

jaws, which are thus employed like pincers

or nippers. When she has arranged the

Vol. xvi.- 94.

II.â��THE SPIDER DRI

LITTLE

torn portions neatly in this manner, she next

backs down a little, twists herself round the

other way, and brings her spinner apparatus

close up to the torn edge on one side. She

can move her spinnerets about almost as

easily and flexibly as we move our fingers ;

so by their aid she takes hold of the broken

edge, pulls it still tighter together, and then

proceeds to weave a number of cross-strands

which effectually darn the hole, thus leaving

the tube in its original condition. The jaws

in this case act like pins or tacking threads

in a lady's needlework ; while the spinnerets

perform the more important function of the

final hemming or stitching.

You will see from what I have said that

the female spider can never quit her home,

and also that she can never eat without tear

ing down part of the wall of her house to let

the food come inâ��a strangely wasteful

arrangement. Every time she catches a fly

or bee, she rends her tube in this curious

way, and then patches the breach up again,

first with silk and afterwards with particles of

earth and sand, plas

tered over it and

patted with her feet,

so as to complete

the deception.

NGS ITS PREY INTO ITS

PARLOUR.

In No. 11 we see

the unhappy blow-fly

safely landed in the

fatal pantry, while the

formidable captor is

just about to make

a meal of her help

less victim. If you

examine the action

of the jaws in these

two last figures you

will realize that the

trap-door or tunnel-

digging group of

spiders are really

what I have called

them: the tigers of

the smaller world in

which they live. No

great existing beast

of prey has teeth pro

portionately so big;

the only parallel is to

be found in that huge

extinct carnivore, the

sabre-toothed lionâ��a hunter of the prime so

excessively perfect for his own purpose that

he seems first to have eaten up all the

herbivorous creatures of his own epoch

which were suited for his food, and then
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13.â��THE JAW SEEN IN A CROSS-SECTION.

incontinently to have died of starvation

in the desert which he had himself depopu

lated.

These prodigious jaws of the tunnel-digging

spider are such marvellous instruments and

implements, used alike for excavation, for

slaughter, and for domestic purposes, that

Mr. Enock has given us in No. 12 a very

enlarged view of how one of them looks

under the microscope when cut down the

middle to exhibit its structure. The main

portion of the jaw consists of the very close

and solid striated muscle, which is used to

move the whole mechanism, and which gives

the spider the necessary force for her fierce

downward blow when she strikes her victim.

At the end of this claw-like jaw comes a

movable fang, which can be raised or

retracted much like a cat's claws. The

fang, you will observe, is hollow through

out, and is connected by a duct with

the big poison-bag, which secretes the dan

gerous venom. The tip of the fang is,

of course, perforated, so as to let the poison

dart out. When the spider strikes, as in

illustrations 10 and 11, she elevates the

fang, brings it down with a great muscular

spasm, and buries it through her web in the

victim, at the same time ejecting a small

drop of the poisonous fluid. The poison-

bag is, in fact, a gland which secretes its

own venom. The edge of the jaw is also

saw-like, and is provided with toothed pro

cesses : these seem to be used in tearing

the prey, and also in arranging the silk of

the web when torn or ruptured. The food

of these spiders consists chiefly of flies and

various wild bees, though late in the season

they will eat "earwigs, flavoured with a few

wood-lice."

But what of the male spider meanwhile ?

Well, as is usual among spider-kind, he is a

much less important and dignified person

than his ferocious mate, and less is known

about him. In the first place, he is a great

deal smaller. He inhabits a separate little

nest of his own till he has arrived at years of

indiscretion ; then he quits his tube once in

his life, on the fateful occasion when he goes

a-wooing. This, you will soon see, is a very

serious and critical business for him. He

seems, from Mr. Knock's observations, always

to sally forth on his courting by night.

When he lights upon the tube of an un

married lady of his race, he stops to collect

his thoughts and brace himself up for his

adventurous courtship. It is fraught with

peril. The Tour de Nesle was nothing to it.

As soon as he can bring himself to begin his

serenade of his doubtful partner, he taps

gently on the exposed portion of the tube in a

manner which the female evidently recognises

as an affectionate overture, for she lies by coyly

in her parlour when she hears the charmed

sound, in maiden meditation, fancy free,

instead of rushing up on the war-path, as she

would do if the visitor were a fly or a bee.

After a moment's pause, to see whether his

first advances are met or not, the suitor begins

tearing open the tube with his jaws, and

effecting a burglarious entry into his lady's

bower. In No. 13 you see him on the out-

â��THE MALE SPIDER KNOCKS AT HIS LADIES DOOS.
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side of his inamorata's front passage, engaged

in courting; he is waiting to decide whether

or not his proposal is likely to be accepted.

No. 14 gives you the next act of the strange

small drama. The impatient suitor has now

arrived at the end of the serenade, and

is eagerly breaking down

the wall of the tube in

its upper conical portion.

The view is, of course,

taken from within, and

the ardent lover is repre

sented in the very act of

pushing his head and

fore legs through the

breach he has effected,

while his egg- shaped

body or abdomen and

his hind legs are still

outside the silken in-

closure.

Even if the male

spider succeeds in charm

ing the lady on whom

he has fixed his young

affections, however, his

married life, like a police

man's lot, " is not a

happy one." He lives,

thenceforthâ��as long as

he canâ��with the wife of

his blind choice (for he

can never see her before

he proposes to her) in

the lady's tube, like a

mere dependent. The

owner of the house repairs

the rent made by her husband's burglarious

entrance, and keeps him by her side strictly

"during good behaviour." As soon as she

gets tired of him, she does not appeal to Sir

Francis Jeune for a divorce, but summarily

settles the question by devouring him off

hand. In one case noted by Mr. Knock, a

male spider managed to spend no less than

nine months of domestic felicity with his

14.â��MAKK1AGE BY

Sl'lDER EFFECTS A

powerful spouse ; at the end of that period,

however, his empty skin, lying sucked dry at

the top of the tube, showed all too clearly

what was the end of his brief dream of

wedded happiness. Sometimes, it is true, an

exceptionally wary male manages to escape

alive from the clutches

of his irate mate; but

the usual rule seems to

be that his end is to

be eaten. Nevertheless,

though the pursuit of

the well-beloved is so

dangerous a pastime, the

ardent young spider

throws himself into the

courtship with such per

fect abandonment that il

you attempt to dissuade

him (with a straw or a

pin) while he is engaged

in tearing down the

barrier that separates

him from the lady of his

young desire, he makes

most ferocious bites at

his would-be preserver's

fingers or implements.

IIURGLAKV : THE MALE

FORCIBLE ENTRANCE.

This is the doom of

the spider whom Cupid

favoursâ��the lucky youth

who has good speed in

his wooing. But how

about the rejected

suitors ? Their fate is

sooner sealed. Spiderland

resembles the Paradise

of the New Women : the fair sex have things

there all their own way. If the lady likes

the look of her admirer, she accepts him on

the spot; if she doesn't, she eats him without

further parley. " It is a beautiful arrange

ment for the good of the race," a fat spider-

bride remarked to me one day. " You marry

himâ��or you eat him. Either way, you

utilize him."
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HE whistle sounded again, and

Colonel Joy leaned from the

carriage window.

" Good-bye, Philippa. I

leave you to the care of the

good doctor."

The girl on the platform made a move

ment of disdain.

"The good doctor, indeed! A horrid

German icicle in spectacles ! If that is all I

am to have, I insist upon going back to

England with you."

Her foot was on the step, but her father

shook his head. " No, no, child. You

must stay here and grow strong. Be quick

about it. I shall be lonely without you,

Philippa."

His voice broke on the name, and the girl

stepped back and blazed up at him.

" Lonely ! " she cried, passionately. " And

what will it be for me? A whole fortnight,

and nothing but snow and pines, snow and

pines!"â��she gulped down her tearsâ��"and

an ice doctor !"

." Snow and pinesâ��death and immortality,"

said her father, slowly. "The ice will melt

in the sun. Be patient till then."

The train began to move. Philippa shook

herself determinedly and called back the

light to her face.

"Good-bye, dear," she smiled. "Don't

worry about me. 1 will console myself with

the good doctor."

She kissed her hand gaily, and her father

brightened, and smiled down at her. This

little girl of his was very charming. He was

smiling still when the train dipped round a

curve and was hidden from view.

Philippa gazed after him, and her eyes

showed conflicting lights â�� remorse, petu

lance, courage.

" Poor dear," she thought, " I didn't mean

to let him see how I hate to be left in this

doleful placeâ��sick people, perpetual snow,

gloomy pines, and a doctor as silent as the

grave, and as cheerful. It's a brilliant

prospect."

She dwelt resentfully on her lot, and tilted
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her head scornfully, repeating : " Good

doctor ! That is the whole man in a phrase.

How unspeakably dull it sounds! As dull

as himself."

She could see Dr. Engel's stooping figure

â��for he carried his height awkwardlyâ��his

shock of curly hair, the iron-grey beard and

moustache hiding his large mouth, the hands

that touched so lightly, the shabby clothes,

always neat and old-fashioned.

The portrait con

trasted unfavourably with

that of her London

doctor. She walked

gloomily back to her

hotel, seeing nothing of

the pine-covered moun

tain that sheltered the

Alpine village. The

snow was blossoming

into crimson ; and where

it met the sky a delicate

tracery of pines laid a

crown upon it. At

sunrise and at sunset an

individual life came into

the trees, so that each

needled point pricked

solitary against the glow.

When the light passed

they-elosed together again

and wreathed the sum

mits with a heavy chaplet.

From the little Catholic

chapel came the sound

of the "Angelus."

Already lights from hotel

and chalet flashed across

the valley, but Philippa

did not notice them to

night. Her face was set,

her eyes were impatient, full of protest.

"DR.

She went into one of the largest hotels,

and walked directly to the balcony. She

could watch the sunset alone : the invalids

always went to their rooms for tea. But the

balcony was not deserted. The Professor

was shuffling down to the door. When he

saw Philippa, he stopped to ask if she had

met Dr. Engel.

" I have not," she answered, shortly. " I

don't concern myself with the doctor's move

ments."

" Might do worse," grunted the Professor.

" Engel knows more about everything than

any man I ever met."

"Well, he ought to," said Philippa, dis

dainfully. " He has been buried in his

books for at least forty years."

" But you might have been buried in a

library for a century, and still you would

know nothing," said the Professor, blandly.

" I know that you are very rude," said

Philippa, pouting.

She liked the Professor. He was the

only man of her acquaintance who did not

pay her compliments.

" Engel's a clever man," the Professor

went on : " but even he could not put any

sense into your small

head. Didn't I hear

you calling him a

fossil?"

" Very probably," said

Philippa, yawning. "And

you will probably hear

me call him a fossil

again. He is hard

enough to belong to the

stone age."

"Engel hard?"

shouted the Professor.

" Engel ! Engel ! " He

looked very fiercely at

Philippa. " Didn't I say

you had no sense in that

head of yours ? "

" You did, Professor;

but a woman needn't

be foolish because she

is pretty."

" Tush ! " said the

Professor, unmoved by

her fascinations. "Pretty

or plain, she's always

foolish. Engel hard ?

Bless my soul ! I've

known him since he

came to the Mittenthal.

He's a friend of mine."

"Two crusty old bachelors!" the girl

mocked. " You have to be friends with

each other because no woman will be friends

with you."

" Eh ! eh ! What do you say ? " fumed

the Professor. " Ask Miss Blakeâ��she's a

particular friend of mine. And as to Engel,

aren't all the women in love with him ? The

dear doctor, the handsome doctor, the

angelical doctorâ��that's how they talk."

The Professor became good-humoured as

he mimicked the mincing feminine speech.

" He would be handsome if he didn't look

so kind," said Philippa, passionately.

" There, now! Yet a minute ago you

said he was hard !"

Philippa put her hands over her ears.

" I am heartily tired of hearing that man's
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name," she cried. " It is enough that he is

six feet high and hideous. Let us talk of

something pretty."

" I knew you wanted to talk of yourself,"

chuckled the Professor. " Little things

please little minds."

Suddenly Philippa put out her hands.

her own across her eyes and glanced defiantly

at him, her face full of broken smiles.

" There, don't tell anyone you saw me making

a fool of myself. I am going inâ��it is horribly

cold," she added, suddenly, seeing Dr. Engel

passing the balcony.

The Professor shuffled off to his interview

"'l KNEW YOU WANTED TO TALK OF YOURSELF,' CHUCKLED THE J'ROFESSOR."

"Ah, don't!" she cried, entreatingly.

"Oh, Professor, I am so miserable. Daddy

has just gone, and I am here all alone."

Her voice broke, and the Professor gazed

at her thunderstruck.

"And I am here all alone, too !" he cried,

at last, inconclusively.

Philippa turned away her head and pre

tended to look at the sunset.

" Bless my soul !" said the Professor.

Then he drew a large bandana from his

pocket and crushed it into her hand.

" Haven't you a handkerchief, child ? " he

asked, testily. " I hate to see a woman cry

untidily."

The girl looked at the gaudy square, and

burst into a sudden peal of laughter.

" Oh, Professor, how funny you are ! I

don't want your handkerchief." She dashed

.with the doctor. It was not strictly pro

fessional, since, before he left, Dr. Engel knew

that Miss Philippa Joy, one of his patients,

thought him a hard old fossil.

In her own room, the animation passed

from Philippa's face, leaving it pinched and

white.

She closed her hand over the balcony rail

as if it was the bar of a cage that she would

crush.

She opened the balcony window and

stood outside, gazing at the white valley and

the white hills and the night of the pine-

wood. Overhead a single star shot from the

deep blue, and from the valley came up the

tinkle of the Grunenwasser. The river moved

under the weight of the ice that edged its

banks, and its music had a deep, sad note

in it which caught the girl's mood.
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" It fs not fair ! " she cried. " Why should

I have to stay here at all ? This place is for

people who have lived their lives ; or for

musty creatures like the Professor and the

doctor who have no life to liveâ��who don't

know what it is to laugh and be glad." Then

her tone changed. " Poor soul! " she went

on, " he has been here for twenty years

buried in snow, and frowned upon by

pines ; no wonder he belongs to the ice age.

Yet he .manages to be unselfish. And he

never has any pleasure but the pleasure of

seeing his patients recover â�� sometimes.

And he is always kind, and always gentle,

and always patient. He has lived here

twenty yearsâ��and I feel ill-used because I

have to stay three months."

She turned her back on the white silence

of the snow, and the warning note of the

Grunenwasser, and went into the room.

She met the cheery welcome of the pinewood

crackling in the stove. The electric light

showed the rugs and curtains, the pictures

and books and piano with which her father

had made the sitting-room as cosy as her own

boudoir at home. No one in the Hotel Baer

had more luxurious rooms. It was as much

as most people could afford to have one

south room with a balcony. Philippa had

two south rooms and two balconies, though

she was not nearly so ill as Major Vickers,

who had a north room, and no balcony at all.

But she gazed round the room, impatient

that she was condemned to it for a whole

winter.

She might have amused herself even in the

Mittenthal, for the life had plenty of colour

and movement. There were robust people

in the valley as well as invalids, and the

roads were always full of gay parties sleighing,

tobogganing, going skating. There were

balls in the hotels, and tournaments, and

many devices for making people forget that

they were in a health resort. But Philippa

had promised her father that her first business

should not be the pursuit of pleasure, but

that of health. He was so anxious that his

only child should escape the disease to which

her mother had been sacrificed.

Sitting drearily in her room that night after

dinner, she began to realize that every hour

was taking him farther from her. She knew

what it had cost him to leave her, even for a

fortnight; and a passionate desire for life, for

his sake, came to her.

" I am glad it is not Daddy who is ill,"

she said to herself. " I would rather suffer

anything than see him suffer. It would be

easier to see him die, than to die and leave

him. He would be so lonely." Then she

lifted herself and laughed a sad little laugh.

" But I am not going to die. I feel the

life in me strongâ��strongâ��a passionate revolt

against death. And Dr. Engel said I only

needed care to be quite well. Well, when

I leave the Mittenthal I shall make up for all

that I have suffered in it."

She bent forward and looked into the fire,

and a smile broke across the wistfulness of her

mouth. What should she do when she left

the Mittenthal ? What should she do ? Live,

of courseâ��live royally, pressing out the wine

of life from her vineyard. All the wealth of

the past should sweeten her grapes. She

would walk with the gods in her vineyard of

life. Yellow sun and trailing green vine and

brown earth should borrow richer colour

from all life that had been lived. The love

of Laura and of Beatrice should flavour her

cup. Hypatia would teach her wisdom,

Sappho her divinest songs. She would

dream with the purest saints, St. Katherine

and St. Cecilia, and her dreams should be of

Heaven. She would do brave deeds, fight

with Joan of Arc, be martyred for her faith,

and live gloriously for ever.

Her vineyard should yield purple grapes.

She did not see the knots on which the

clusters hung. The misshapen roots had

little in common with fairy green and

kingly purple. She demanded the glory and

beauty of life, the pomp of high deeds, for

getting that they belonged to the knotted

strength of defeat and loss, and the blank

lids of suffering.

A knock at the door roused her from her

dreams. Dr. Engel came in and stood

awkwardly before her, a new nervousness

in his manner. He did not speak at

once, and Philippa gazed at 'him, half-

amused, half-wondering, and did not help

him. Her eyes were still the large, deeply-

lighted eyes of one who has just seen a

vision, and the intense light gave force to

her face.

For an instant Dr. Engel wondered if this

was the spoiled child he had known, or even

the girl he had seen that evening crying on

the balcony. But the burden of his errand

weighed over every other feeling.

" I have bad news for you !" he said, at

last, bluntly.

Philippa started up.

" Daddy ? " she cried.

" Yes; I must tell you. There has been

an accident."

"Dead?" she whispered, shrinking from

his pity.
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" No, but hurt-

" Not dead ? " she cried, brokenly. " Ah,

how dare you frighten me so ? "

She drew a long, shuddering breath, and

the colour rushed back to her face.

he put his hands behind him and edged away

from her pleading.

The girl's surprise at the repulse accused

him of cowardice. The only cowardice of

which he accused himself was a fear lest he

" OR. ENGEL CAME IN AND STOOD AWKWARDLY BEFORE HER."

" I thought he was dead," she said, laugh

ing. " Hurt ? My dear Daddy ! I must go

to him at once." She looked hurriedly

round, and caught up a shawl from the sofa.

" Where is he ? Is he much hurt ? "

" He is at Lansing. There is no train to

night," said the doctor.

She paused at the door.

" A sleigh, then. It is only twenty miles."

" You forget. The road is dangerous. No

one would drive you down to-night."

" Then I will walk. Oh, what are you

doing, wasting time ? " she went on, shrilly.

" Don't you know how he will want me ? I

must go to him. And you must come, too.

There will not be a decent doctor down

there." She looked at him, her figure tense

in command.

" Nonsense," he said, roughly. "That is

impossible. A strong man might make the

walk through the snow, but for you "

" But you will go with me?" said Philippa.

She went to him, a child's trust in her eyes.

" Please, come with me."

" Ah, by Himmel, no !" he exclaimed, and

might yield because she had called him a

hard man. He steeled himself against her

entreaty ; and she read refusal in his silence.

" Very well, I shall go alone."

She walked to the door, and he hesitated.

Then he considered how little probability

there was that Colonel Joy would be alive in

the morning. He stopped her at the door.

"Look, then. I will take you in my

sleigh. The road is dangerous. It is no

doubt madness to risk the journey. What

then ? "

He shrugged his shoulders and looked

doubtfully at her.

" Yes, yes, let us go," she entreated. " Oh,

don't waste time talking. Get the sleigh.

Let us start at once."

" Slow, slow," he said, gravely. " You

must put on many wraps. I will come in

ten minutes. Change your gown for a warm

one. It is cold."

Ten minutes after the Professor and his

friend Miss Blake were in the hall to see

Philippa start.

The lights flashed out on the road; the
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bells on the horses jangled gaily. When the

cloaked and hooded figures had disappeared

in the darkness, Miss Blake turned to the

Professor.

" Poor darling," she said, tremulously.

" I trust she will find her father better.

There is something very touching in seeing

the two people set out alone in the star

light to face the unknown."

"Touching? A pair of fools!" growled

the Professor. "They can't see their way;

they will freeze on the road. If Engel was

not such an obstinate fool there might be

some hope. But he will go straight over the

precipice rather than own he has lost his

way."

" Philippa is with him. She will help

him to find it. She is so wise and strong.

Don't you think they will arrive safely, Pro

fessor ? "

" Humph," answered the Professor.

The difficulties of the way did not exist

for Philippa, though she had heard of the

ice-track down which the horses must

stumble and slideâ��dangerous at noon ; at

midnight a menacing peril. It was nothing

to her that they must

plunge into the mid

night, creeping on the edge

of the chasm that slipped

away from the road. She

would have faced worse

dangers for her father.

She sat calmly beside the

doctor, whose brows were

knit over eyes straining

forward.

It was not yet very dark.

Here and there on the

road was a splash of blue

light from an electric

lamp. The Kurhaus at

Mittendorf was still awake.

Above the lights, on the

Mittenberg, there was

screaming and laughing;

some of the people were

tobogganing by starlight.

Dr. Engel spoke to the

horses, and they dashed

up the Mittenberg and

down again into the white

plain of the Mittensee.

The lake slept its winter

sleep of death. The great

tombstones of Schweizberg

and Grauenberg marked

where it lay. There was

no sound in all the vast

Vol. xvi.â��95.

silence but the rhylhmic clash of the

sleigh-bells.

Now that she was fairly on her way to

Lansing Philippa had time to dwell on her

father's accident. The meagre details she

had snatched from Dr. Engel only fed wonder

and alarm.

"Dr. Engel," she cried, suddenly, "you

have not told me all. I want to know exactly

what has happened."

Engel hesitated. He wished to spare her

the anxiety that tightened his throat, and

made the twenty miles between the Mitten-

thai and Lansing a long-drawn-out horror.

"It is impossible to say exactly what has

happened," he answered. "The telephone

message was sent by Colonel Joy. He had

fallen from the carriage in alighting."

" If he could telephone, it could not be so

very serious," said Philippa, thoughtfully.

The doctor remained silent. He busied

himself with the horses, which were waist-

deep in snow. The sleigh lights streamed

out, showing the drift; the air slashed like

knives across their faces.

Philippa shrank into her furs, but Engel

THEN THEY SPRANG l.NTO THE NIGHT OF THE PINES.â�¢



754

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

peered forward. She could see his moustache

frozen, the rime on eyebrow and lash. His

hands held the reins as if they too were

frox.en.

She recognised that, whatever she suffered

fronvthe cold, his suffering would be doubled;

and a wave of compunction passed over her.

Had she been selfish, after all, to insist on

this midnight journey ? She only gained a

short time; the early train would be in

I .arising six hours after them, and if her

father were not in danger . . .

For her own sake she was glad that she

had come. This weird progress downwards

through the snow and pine and darkness

made her tingle with new sensations. She

was excited and thrilled, conscious of Engel's

tense attitude.

Then they sprang into the night of the

pines, and blackness closed over them with a

rush as of meeting wings.

Involuntarily she pressed closer to him.

She felt his glance towards her. His voice

was gentle, in spite of its hoarseness.

" You are not afraid ? You are quite

warm ? "

" I should be afraid if you were not here ;

but not now."

" That is very well," said the

doctor.

Her answer pleased him.

"You like, then, all this?" he

went on.

" Yes, it is all so strange and

terrible. Those pines with the snow

on their branches look like long

processions of ghosts. But there

is life in the sound of the bells,

and in the creaking of the sleigh;

and now and then you can see a

star. Do you think we shall be

able to take Daddy back to-morrow

to the Mittenthal?"

"One cannot say," he answered.

And, to avoid her questions, he

began to tell her of life in the

Mittenthal How the winter, with

its snow and its crowd of invalids,

passed; and the ice in the valley

melted, and everywhere the song

of living water tinkled. And how

the flowers came, gorgeous pro

cessions of colour passing with the

year over meadow and grove ; and

how the gentian dyed the slopes,

and the alpenroses lit their fires

in the woods, where Death and

Life walked together in the white

winter time.

And Philippa, listening, half-smiled to her

self at his German sentiment. She found

the simplicity of it attractive. He dwelt like

a schoolboy on the delights of the summer

fields.

He spoke in a hoarse, droning voice that

seemed part of the grinding of the sleigh,

and made a background for the sound of

the bells. Now and then he stopped to

encourage the horses, floundering in a still

deeper drift, and the girl could tell from his

tone how every wish was bent on getting

down the mountain road.

They were travelling slowly now, the

horses feeling every step on the icy way.

Philippa knew by the set of their haunches

how steep the road was.

The lights of the sleigh touched the snow

on either side, and called out a thousand

flashing fires from the ice crystals ; but

behind them was the night, and before them

the midnight.

By-and-by the doctor got out and guided

the horses, who trembled, feeling the edge of

the ravine. Philippa wondered at the way in

which he spoke to them. She had only seen

him in the nervous reserve of his professional

THE DOCTOR GUT OUT AND f.UlDKD THE HORSES.
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mood. Now she echoed the Professor's

astonished protest, " Hard ? Engel hard ?

" Would they never get down those

dreadful slopes? The tension began to tell

on her. She watched the advance of the

white processions drawing stealthily, silently

towards them, till she could have screamed

aloud. The cold numbed her. She seemed

to be held in paralysis, bound in a living

death. Soon the stars were blotted out, and

there was nothing round them but the

snow and the weird silence of the forest.

She found herself longing unutterably for

Engel's voice, but she would not tell him of

her terror.

When they were safely through the wood,

he took his seat again, and bent down to her.

" Almost asleep, then ? "

" No," she said; " but I think I ought to

have waited. I had no right to let you run

this risk for me."

"So? But .... Well, then, I was

myself going to I.ansing; yes, even without

you."

" Oh, Dr. Engel! "

The intonation of the words was enough.

She felt a passionate gratitude to the man

who was serving her father. Suddenly

another thought came.

" Then you think him very ill ? " she cried,

a sharp note of terror in her voice.

" Not that; but I wished for myself

to see how ill," he said. " But, now, can

you once hold the reins while I warm my

fingers ? "

" Ah, yes," she cried, eagerly, reassured

by his answer; "let me drive. Your hands

must be frozen."

When he would have taken the reins again

she refused to give them up. Finally, he

ceased arguing with her and took them from

her by main force.

After that there was silence. The doctor

was too vexed at her obstinacy, Philippa too

offended by his action, to speak.

All at once the sleigh swerved, and by-and-

by Engel found himself, stunned and half-

suffocated, lying in a drift.

His first thought was for the girl. He

freed himself from the snow and clambered

up to the road, groping his way. There were

no lights, the sleigh was on its side. The

horses were quiet; no jingle of bells stirred

the shrill stillness. His heart failed him.

How long had he been lying in the drift ?

Was she dead ? Suffocated ?

He gave a groan : "Ach, Lie/ic/ien, tnein

Kindling!"

A sudden tremulous laugh answered him.

" You may call me what names you like,

if you will only speak."

" Where are you, where ? " he shouted.

"I am here, holding the horses; and I

have been calling you for an hour."

He stumbled towards her, and at last found

her leaning against one of the horses, the

reins twisted round her arm. He thought he

heard her teeth chattering, but he must have

been mistaken, for her voice was brusque and

steady when she spoke.

" I couldn't look for you," she explained.

" The horses would have run away, and I

thought I had better hold them, so that if

you were really dead I could get down to

Lansing."

"So?" he said, stupidly. He was still

stunned by his fall. Then sharp and in

sistent came a desire to have some share in

her solicitude. But he did not know that the

little spark that night's work had kindled was

fanned into a flame by her unconcern.

He righted the sleigh and lit the lamps,

and they took their seats again, the doctor

driving, straining his sight to keep the diffi

cult path.

His great sigh of relief when at last they

came to the level road made Philippa aware

that the worst danger was over. Thereafter

the way wound gradually and evenly down

towards Lansing.

Philippa was deep in her thoughts. But

across her anxiety for her father flashed

strange lights, in which she saw the face of

Johann Engel. That speech of hers had

been brutal. If he had been killed, would

she, unconcerned, have left him ? That night's

ride had shown the real man, strong, and

patient, and gentle. All her heart went out

to him.

" Dr. Engel," she spoke very timidly,

"it was not true. If you had been killed I

would not have left you."

" So ? But I did not think you would,"

he laughed; and the hearty sound of his

laugh shook the darkness round them.

"Tell me, then, you weak little one, what

could you have done ? "

" I would have searched till I had found

you : and then I would have sat beside you

till morning," she said, simply.

" But, then, have you no fear ? "

'â�¢ I should have been so sorry, I could not

have thought of anything else," she answered.

The silence that fell after that throbbed in

his ears with noisy significance. He did not

speak again till he roused Philippa with a

quick cry : " It is I-ansing at last ! "

There were lights at the railway station.
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Philippa sprang up, but he laid a detaining

hand on her.

" Wait, and I will come back to you."

She was stiff with cold. Her teeth chattered

while she waited in that long, long minute of

his absence. He came back.

" Little one .... little one . . ."

His voice broke, and a new fierce cold

took hold of the girl and made her shiver

from head to foot.

" He is dead !" she whispered.

Engel carried her into the waiting-room,

where a fire was burning, and two or three

men stood, hushed and sympathetic.

He loosened her furs and rubbed her

hands, and in a little while she struggled to

her feet.

" I must goâ��I must see."

" I will go first. Wait for me," he

commanded.

He beckoned the men away, and the girl

sat dazed and stunned for an elernity.

When he came back he made her drink

some coffee. Then in a horrible dream she

followed him to the room.

In the same dream she found herself

turning from what she saw and clinging to

Engel's arm. It was

only for a minute.

She drew away and

stood stiffly.

" I will stay here,"

she said, in a thick

voice.

Engel hesitated,

but the look on her

face decided him. He

went out and left her

alone.

The swift, chill

hours passed; the

hours that travelled

so swiftly they were

years, changing the

girl into the woman.

And yet what long,

slow hours they were,

of uttermost anguish.

At six o'clock Dr.

Engel came into the

room with a cup of

tea. She rose trom

her knees beside the

bed, and drank the tea, choking,

face touched her.

Then he told her what he had done,

speaking softly.

She listened, half-understanding. The

only thing clear was that all was arranged,

and she would be able to start for England

in a few hours. Dr. Engel had assumed

that she would wish to take her father home.

" If you will give me the address, I will

telegraph to your relatives," he said.

She lifted her smitten face.

" I have no relatives," she said, blankly.

" Your friends, then ? "

She smiled a very pitiful smile, and shook

her head.

" None, either. Daddy and I never

wanted anyone else."

His glance passed swiftly to the silent

figure on the bed, and back to the girl, and

he was dumb. She looked so frail, and

slight, and small, to stand there alone.

" What then ? " he asked, hoarsely, at last.

He turned away his face, but not before

she had seen the tenderness and pity and pain

in his eyes.

Suddenly she ran to the bed, and threw

herself down and covered her face. Engel

walked to the window, moved and distressed.

He drew the curtain

aside and looked out.

The night had been

cloven through by a

streak of dawn.

Already the east was

awake. He ga/ed

out, seeing nothing,

wrestling with his

strong emotion, the

words it would be

wiser to leave unsaid.

Then he moved to

her side and laid his

hand on her shoulder.

" I will take him to

the Mittenthal, to the

peace of the snow

and pines. And

you .... And

you

LONG, SLOW HOURS OF UTTEB.MOST ANGUISH."

His worn

" Haven't you been to sleep?" she asked.

Even her voice was changed.

He made a quick gesture. " But I was not

tired."

He stopped. He

could not bid her go

back in her loneliness

to England, where

she had no friend.

And he would not ask her to return to the

Mittenthal. He had long ago decided that

he would never trust a woman again.

His silence spoke louder than speech, but

in the girl's ears her father's voice was echoing :

" Snow and pinesâ��death and immortality."
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Then she rose from her knees and stood

up and gazed searchingly into his face, and

read the distrust, the strength and weakness,

that struggled there.

" I thought ... I would have liked . . .

to go back to the Mittenthal," she faltered.

"As you please, of course," he answered,

coldly.

His tone startled her. She looked at him,

baffled, dismayed. She had reached out her

hand to tier friend, and it had met a wall of

ice.

She shrank back, and turned from him

proudly.

The last words her father had said to her

were in her ears : " The ice will melt in the

sun. Be patient." When she spoke again

there was a new quality in her voice that set

him at a great distance from her, outside the

circle of her obligation.

" I will take my father to the Mittenthal,"

she said.

Engel stared blankly at her. Dazed, it

seemed to him they^were, living over again

the moment in the sleigh when she had held

the reins against his will. She kept them

now to their peril. Down the icy darkness

of the future, separation menaced their lives.

He made a step towards her, and caught her

hands.

" We go back together to the Mittenthal,"

he said, hoarsely. " And you shall be no

more lonely, for I love you."

She gazed fearfully at him, and strove to

free her hands. " No, no !" she panted ;

" it is not love .... you only pity me.

And I want no pity.... not yours . . . ."

" Little one, my own little one," he said,

very gravely. "It is not pity. See, I give

you loveâ��a man's loveâ��all my love."

He crushed her hands in his earnestness,

but Philippa did not feel the pain.

The words surging in her ears mixed with

far-away accents.

" I leave you to the care of the good

doctor."

She turned herself passionately to the bed

where her father lay. Then she put her

hands on Engel's shoulders, and her emotion

steadied while she searched his face.

" We will go together," she said, at last,

brokenly, "to the Mittenthal."

" But the Valley of Pity shall be the Valley

of Love," Engel answered.
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R. JOSEPH JOPPER, of 2,

Crane Alley, refused to be

interviewed by either of the

Parliamentary candidates. He

said openly to friends, " I

don't believe neither in your

Tories nor your Rads. Look 'ee 'ere!

They're jes' six o' one and 'arf-a-dozen o' the

other. And I ain't a-goin' to vote for

neither Gaskin nor Pedal, I ain't."

Bubbleton Borough was in for one of the

closest contests on re

cord. A single vote

might determine the

issue. The gossip of

clubs and inns said so,

the party journals

anxiously admitted it.

Radicals were well aware

that they had a clever

man in Pedal. They

could even point to the

record of the last elec

tion with its astound-

ingly encouraging in

crease in their vote.

But Pedal had a weak

point. He was not

" local " either by birth,

property, or even tem

porary residence. That

was where so much of his

argument failed against

his rival's supporters.

" Gaskin is one of us.

Our interests are his,"

they said. Such a per

sonal influence counts

for much in an election.

The political attitude

assumed by Mr. Jopper

appeared remarkable as

the polling day drew

closer. His indifferenceamidst a hotly increas

ing excitement was impressive. People began

to talk about Jopper. Some termed him an

independent thinker, others called him an

awkward old cuss. Presently the political

agents of the parties grew cunning and sought

out Mr. Jopper's personal friends. " Come,

now ! you know old Jopper," they said, very

persuasively. "Try what you can do with him."

No. 2, Crane Alley, is a fried fish shop.

Occasional!/ Jopper was to be found at the

counter; more often- he was hawking in the

streets with a barrow. In the latter case, it

was Mrs. Jopper who answered to customers.

She was young, absurdly young, when com

pared with her husband ; pretty, and newly

married. The visitors, both Radicals and

Conservatives, thought that they saw their

electoral opportunity in Mrs. Jopper. Their

arguments were powerfully disturbing to an

enthusiastic nature; their entreaties that she

should use her good offices with Jopper were

exciting to an emotional

soul. Soon she was

sounding her husband

with a tremendous sense

of responsibilityâ��was it

the Radicals or the Con

servatives which were

right ?

Jopper had a stoop

which made him hang

his head forwards. His

countenance was fat,

fresh in colour, but aged

with time. He wore a

coat-waistcoat with dark,

greasy sleeves. It drew

up in wrinkles towards

the shoulders, allowing

an inch of shirt to

appear above the dirty

check trousers.

" The Radicals or the

Conservatives ! " he re

peated, listlessly.

" Yes," she urged, her

lips parting breathlessly

with interest.

There was a weighty

pause. Jopper straighten

ed the curve in his back.

"It don't count

neither way," he said ;

adding explanatorily, " I shouldn't be a

'apenny the better off either of "em."

The answer did not appear satisfactory.

Mrs. Jopper heaved a deep sigh of dis

appointment. Presently she remarked, with

a sudden appearance of vivacity :â��

"Gaskin passed by'ere to-dayâ��I see 'm â��

close as me to you."

Mr. Jopper yawned cavernously, displaying

some ill-sown yellow teeth.

" Did 'e ? " he asked, indifferently.
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"Yes," said Mrs. Jopper, '"e did.'1 She

paused, adding, reflectively, " 'E looks "

Mrs. Jopper hesitated : a dreamy expres

sion came into her blue eyes, shadowing over

an excessive animation of the face.

" 'E looksâ��wot ?" Mr. Jopper urged,

moving restlessly in his chair.

" Why ! A real genelman," Mrs. Jopper

replied, with sudden decision, adding, " and

'e is 'andsome, too."

"You think 'imâ��'andsome, do yer?"

Jopper asked, glancing sourly at her from

the corners of his eyes.

" Yes. 'E is as like 'is picter in the

Express as two peas. I knew 'im at onst

by the moustache. 'E is a deal better lookin'

nor Pedal."

Jopper rose noisily to his feet.

" Moustache or no moustache, I don't

want 'im 'ere," he said, angrily; and he

quitted the room, banging the door behind

him.

" There ! now he is bin and got jealous as

usual," Mrs. Jopper remarked, grumblingly,

to herself. It was a distressing perception

which was gradually flooded over by the

hourly growing agitation in Mrs. Topper's

mindâ��which were right, the Radicals or the

Conservatives ?

Mr. Gaskin dealt with a Bond Street

tailor. It was not an extravagance. He

owned a large part of Bubbleton. The

epithet " smart," with all which it

connotes when applied to a

man's wardrobe, will describe

Mr. Gaskin's sartorial appear

ance. For the rest, he was

forty, tall, and well set-up. He

had just finished breakfast, and

now directed his steps towards the

study.

" Good morning, Brooks," he

said to the private secretary,

seated at a writing-table, await

ing him. And his eye rested

upon a blue and white pile of

letters, some in long, some in

square, envelopes.

" There are a good many, sir,

this morning," the secretary re

marked, following Mr. Gaskin's

gaze. He rose to his feet.

" It gets worse every day,"

Mr. Gaskin grumbled. " I

shall be thankful when the poll

is over."

The secretary smiled. Turn

ing to a side table, he took up

an oblong parcel, which was inclosed in a

coarse brown paper that appeared crumpled

as with much service.

" This came by the

plained.

"What is it?" Mr.

holding out his hand.

" It bears the

mark," the secretary

" butâ��

parcel post," he ex-

Gaskin asked, idly,

' Bubbleton ' post -

remarked, dubiously,

" Why, it is heavy as lead," Mr. Gaskin

interrupted. He turned the parcel over in

his hand, his expression expanding with

astonishment, as he eyed it curiously.

"And Why Iâ��

Their eyes met.

" Yes, sir. It is done up in blue ribbon.

Brown paper and blue ribbon ! "

Mr. Gaskin trained the left point of his

waxed moustache, thoughtfully.

The secretary permitted himself to laugh.

" Give me a penknife," he muttered.

Presently there was a crisp snick, then

the rustling of paper being unfolded. A

second later, Mr. Gaskin drew forth a quart

bottle of pickled onions.

MR. GASKIN DKEW FORTH A QUART BOTTLE OF PICKLED ONIONS.
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" But whom is this from ? " he exclaimed ;

" I haven't ordered any. Faugh ! I hate

onions."

He placed the bottle so suddenly upon

the table before him, that the yellow of the

onions rolled roundly amongst their pickle of

coarse, brown vinegar.

" Perhaps there is a note !" the secretary

suggested, glancing over Mr. Gaskin's

shoulder into the folds of the brown

paper.

The wrapper was impatiently turned inside

out.

" No," Mr. Gaskin said. His eye fell

upon the blue ribbon. He frowned, adding,

" A practical joke, I suppose."

The secretary laughed freely. It was a

familiarity which offended Mr. Gaskin's

punctilious sense of self-importance. Strid

ing to the writing-table, he began. to open

the pile of correspondence.

Mr. Gaskin read through the first letter,

and placed it by his side with the coldly-

delivered remark : " I will answer this my

self." The second was a circular. It was

torn angrily into halves, and thrown into a

waste-paper basket. " A civil reply, please,

but say ' No,'" Mr. Gaskin directed, stiffly,

passing the third into Mr. Brooks's hand.

The fourth!â��the fourth went into the

waste-paper basket. The fifthâ��

Mr. Gaskin read, and re-read it. He

looked up. The secretary was addressing

an envelope.

" I'veâ��

"One moment, sir," Mr. Brooks inter

rupted, respectfully. Affixing a stamp, he

hurriedly closed the envelope. " Yes, sir,

you were going to sayâ��

" I've a letter here, from a woman signing

herselfâ��Laura Jopper," Mr. Gaskin ex

plained, slowly. "She writes from 2, Crane

Alley. I think I'll say-

Mr. Gaskin reflected. The secretary drew

a sheet of paper forwards, holding his pen in

readiness.

"Write: 'Madam, Mr. Joseph Gaskin

desires me to acknowledge with many thanks

your letter of the I3th instant and the hand

some present of pickles which accompanied

it. I am to state that it has given him great

pleasure to find that Mrs. Jopper should

have so appreciated his labours in behalf of

the Conservative cause. And I am to add

that at the first opportunity the onions shall

certainly appear at his table. Express

ing Mr. Gaskin's renewed thanks, I am,

madam,â��

" Let me see what you've written."

The secretary handed over the letter,

gravely.

"Yes, that will do," Mr. Gaskin said, after

a pause. He looked up, explaining, " The

woman writes an hysterical farrago how I am

going to save the country and how she would

die to help me. The excitement of the

election seems to have turned her head . . .

Yes, one must humour this sort of people

. . . Aye, 1 know. The husband has a vote.

She may influence him. I hope so. Johnson

was telling me that he could do nothing with

him. An awkward sort of customer. Anyhow,

the letter'll do. Let it go by the next post."

Mr. Gaskin returned it to his secretary,

and rising, pressed the button of an electric

bell.

A man-servant appeared.

" You rung, sir ? "

" Yes." Mr. Gaskin pointed to a side

table. "There is a bottle of onions, there,

John. You are welcome to them . . . No,

I do not want them. Take them with you

now."

The postman does not often call at Crane

Alley. The man himself felt that it was an

event. Smiling, he handed a letter to Mrs.

Jopper.

" For me ? " she gasped.

" For you ! " he replied.

Jopper was out. Nevertheless, Mrs. Jopper

ran up to the privacy of a bedroom upon

the second floor, before she trusted herself

to open the precious missive that, with its

beautiful paper and handwriting, must surely

come from Mr. Gaskin. "Madam"â��its first

word brought a brilliant colour into her

cheeks. She had never been addressed as

" Madam " in her life. She perused it in an

ecstasy of gratified vanity. " There," she

whispered, hollowly, to herself, " There.'"

An unusual excitement about Mrs. Jopper

attracted her husband's attention when he

returned home. The brilliancy of her eyes,

the rapid flow of her words, the restlessness

of her movements made him uneasy. He

taxed her with it. But she would admit

nothing. She was the same as usual, she

said, jopper's eyes rolled suspiciously. A

little later, he rose suddenly to his feet.

" Wot's that you've jes' shoved into your

pocket ? " he asked, masterfully. " Gi' it me."

Mrs. Jopper had been taking a sly glance

of enjoyment. She drew back in alarm.

" It ain't nuthin'," she replied. " It's only

a reckonin' o' Saturday's red "errins."

" 'And it over, d'ye "ear?" Mr. Jopper said,

more masterfully.
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" Yer've see it already, Joe," Mrs. Jopper

answered, faintly hoping to escape.

" I ain't. And it ain't no red 'errin'

reckonin'. It's a letter; I see the envelope."

There was no escape. Mrs. Jopper drew

forth Mr. Gaskin's letter with a trembling

hand. It was snatched from her grasp.

A sweep of gravel drive curves round to

the front door. There is a point where a

path upon the left leads away behind the

mansion. Jopper saw this path plainly.

But he refused to be guided by it. His

angry emotions disposed him to claim an

equality with Mr. Gaskin by walking sturdily

" IT'S A I.ETTKR ; I SEK THE FNVELOI'E."

"So you've been a-writin' to 'im ! You've

been a-sendin' 'im my pickled injins, 'ave

yer?" said Mr. Jopper, threateningly, after

a dreadful silence spent in perusal.

Mrs. Jopper raised her hands beseech

ingly.

"Laura!" said Mr. Jopper, awfully, "I

shall fetch 'em back, I shall."

" But, Joe, 'e 'ull eat 'em 'isself, if yer

only let 'im," she pleaded, pathetically.

" 'E 'ull eat the werry pickles as I made wi'

my own 'ands. Think o' that now ! "

And Mrs. Jopper raised a martyr's face.

"Gaskin eat your pickles! Gaskin.'.'"

said Mr Jopper, witheringly.

Mrs. Jopper felt herself choking with dis

appointment. She raised a hand pitifully to

her throat.

" Never! if I knows it," said Mr. Jopper,

with jealous force ; and he quitted the room,

carrying Mr. Gaskin's letter with him.

Vol. xvi.- 99

along the gravel drive. Jopper scarcely

realized his social boldness till the bell was

rung and he was waiting inactively upon a

broad white surface at the head of a flight

of steps.

At length the door opened.

" I want to see Mr. Gaskin," he said, a red

flush expanding from under the dirt-smears

that were upon his face.

John, the man-servant, hesitated. The

appearance of Jopper would have harmoni/ed

better with the framework of the back door.

Nevertheless, at election times

" What name shall I give ?" he asked,

doubtfully.

The reply came, boldly and straightfor

wardlyâ��

"Joe Jopper."

"Step in, sir."

The high door was closed behind him.

Jopper stood upon the tessellated pavement
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of a fine hall. " Thank 'ee," he said, seating

himself awkwardly upon the edge of a prof

fered chair.

The man-servant left him, in search of

Mr. Ciaskin.

The stillness of the lofty hall, its great oil

paintings, its broad flight of stairsâ��affected

loppcr in spite of himself. He was still

indignant, but it was now a confused indig

nation. He was feeling with alarm that it

would be difficult to put it into words amidst

this grand furniture. He was nervously

taking out a red handkerchief to mop his

face, when John returned through a door.

"This way, please," the man-servant

invited.

They traversed a corridor with panels in

white and gold. Jopper entered a room

confusedly.

"You wished to see me?" Mr. Ciaskin

said, interrogatively, looking over

his shoulder from a writing-table.

Jopper swept a glance round.

He felt his feet upon the amazing

softness of a Turkey carpet.

" I did," he gasped.

" Well! what is it ? "

Jopper shifted his hat from

hand to hand. His stoop grew

more pronounced. Suddenly he

drew himself up in desperation

and began to explain.

Mr. Gaskin pushed back his

chair.

" But I don't understand ! " he

remarked. " What letter is it

that you refer to ? "

" It ain't s-so much the letter,"

Jopper replied, stutteringly ; " it's

the pickles as I can't get over.

She didn't ought to have sent

'em."

A sudden light dawned upon

Mr. Gaskin.

"Ah! but you didn't mention

them before. Nmv I understand,"

he said, with a laugh. ' You want

them back, then ? "

" I do," Jopper said, sulkily.

" She didn't ought to have sent

'em without a-tellin' me â�� 'er

'usband. If she "ad, it would

have been different ; and very "â�¢â��

like I wouldn't have said nuthin'."

Topper's tone was plainly

jealous. Mr. Gaskin, not being able to

read the future, felt amused. He put a

question with a smile.

" Mrs. Jopper is young, I suppose ? "

" She is old enough to know better,"

Jopper answered, sulkily.

" And pretty ? "

Their eyes met.

Jopper had a vote. Mr. Gaskin saw that

he had gone too far. Bowing, he hastily

covered up his question.

" The pickles shall be returned to Crane

Alley to-night, Mr. Jopper," he said, formally.

" For sure ?" the old man inquired, sus

piciously.

" My servant shall bring them."

Jopper turned lumberingly around, prepar

ing to quit the room with a muttered thanks.

Mr. Gaskin checked him at the door.

" I trust that we may have your vote, Mr.

Jopper," he said, ingratiatingly.

" I dunno. I'll see about it when I get

the injins back."

" But, Mr. Jopperâ��

AIN'T s-so MUCH THE LETTER,' JOITER KEI-UF.D, ' IT'S THE

PICKLES.' "

Jopper did not wait for the conclusion of

thj sentence. He escaped.

The incident passed out of Mr. Gaskin's

mind till the evening. "Oh! by-the-bye, I
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was nearly forgetting," he muttered to him

self, striding to a bell.

The man-servant appeared.

" John ! " said Mr. Gaskin, " I am sorry,

but I must ask for those pickles back, which

I gave you yesterday. I'll make it up to you

some other way."

An anxious perplexity came into the man

servant's face. He flushed, fidgeting with

his hands.

"They've h'eat 'em h'up, sir, in the

servants' 'all," he explained, after an awkward

hesitation.

" What ! a whole quart in one day? " Mr.

Gaskin exclaimed, in surprise.

John looked bashfully upon the ground.

" I 'elped 'em, sir," he admitted.

"Well ! no harm, no harm," Mr. Gaskin

said, genially; " I am glad you all enjoyed

them. But let me have the bottle, please.

I wish to return it. We can fill it up with

other onions."

" There you 'ave me again, sir," the

man-servant remarked, lugubriously. " We

chucked the empty bottle atop o' the dust-

'eap. And the dustman called just 'alf an

hour afterwards with the cart."

" Well, well!" Mr. Gaskin exclaimed, im

patiently ; " get me another bottle of the

same size. And tell cook to fill it with

onions. I shall want you to take it to a

man, named Jopper, at 2, Crane Alley ....

You know .... Yes! near the Market

Square."

Some people are described as " never

knowing when they are satisfied." Jopper

had approached Mr. Gaskin as he had said

that he would do. The pickles were

to be returned, as he had said that they

should be. Yet still Jopper harped upon

the subject to his wife.

" You've 'ad your way, wot more d'yer

want ? " the latter asked, bitterly. She did

not understand that her husband, having

gathered importance in his own eyes from

his action, was now jealously desirous of

impressing her with the same.

This blindness to his virility, this stupidity

towards his determinationâ��irritated Jopper.

He would have wished for her open credit and

admiration of the fact that heâ��a " little " man

â��had boldly approached a "big"man. Jopper

exhibited an extraordinary fury, then, when

he recognised that the bottle of pickles which

Mr. Gaskin returned was not identical with

the one that had been originally dispatched.

Jopper's new indignation appeared very real

to his wife. His threats of a separation, of

suicide, of smashing the pink china vaseâ��

alarmed her. The home seemed threatened

with ruin unless she could pacify him. But

how ? There seemed but one way. The

original bottle of onions must be returned.

Crushing down her disappointment, Mrs.

Jopper came to her determination. She

would go to Mr. Gaskin upon the following

morning. If she explained the matter clearly,

that hero of her imagination could not have

the heart to refuse. An afterthought came

soothingly to the little woman. Though

Mr. Gaskin must not be allowed to eat her

onions, she would still have the pleasure of

hearing the great man express a keen regret

at the withdrawal of her gift. The idea

gratified her vanity. She went trustfully to

sleep with it.

Mr. Gaskin was fagged and weary.

" Whom did you say ? " he asked, irritably.

" Mrs. Jopper," was the reply.

" I'm very busy. Ask her to call again ! "

Mr. Gaskin ordered, shortly, going on with

his work.

" Well! " Mr. Gaskin exclaimed, raising

his head as John reappeared.

" The woman says that she wants to see

you very particularly, sir. She would be

obliged if you'd spare her five minutes."

" These people never think that, with five

minutes to one and five minutes to another,

the whole of one's time is swallowed up,"

Mr. Gaskin grumbled. " But show her in ! "

he added, impatiently.

" I have returned the pickles. My man

took them to your husband last night," he said

to Mrs. Jopper, when, flushed and trembling,

she had seated herself in his presence.

"That is the orkerd part of it, sir. You

ain't," Mrs. Jopper replied, quaveringly.

" Our bottle ain't come back yet. They've

brought us another, and Jopper is takin' on

orful becos of it. I'm afeared o' wot 'e 'ull

do to me if 'e don't get 'is own."

Mr. Gaskin wished to get on with his

work.

"Tush!" he exclaimed. "But it held

the same amount of onions as yours, didn't

it?"

Mrs. Jopper bridled gratefully. It seemed

to her that Mr. Gaskin was arguing so that

he might keep her handiwork for himself.

" That ain't the p'int with Jopper," she

remarked, lowering her eyes, with a pretty

confusion.

"What isn't the point?" Mr. Gaskin

asked.

" The bottles bein' o' the same size," Mrs.
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Jopper answered. She hesitated. Her voice

dropped a tone as she added : " It's Jopper's

jealous ways as makes 'im say as 'e will 'ave

mine."

She looked slyly upwards.

" Nonsense !" Mr. Gaskin exclaimed, meet

ing her eye.

There was a pause. Mr. Gaskin was in

doubt what to do. Mrs. Jopper misinter-

Jopper suggested, her eyes rolling dramati

cally.

" No ! I have not eaten them/' the

Parliamentary candidate replied, slowly, un

willingly.

" Then give 'em me back, sir, and I'll

bless yer," said Mrs. Jopper, rising to her

feet. " I'll bless yer as a pore woman as

respecs yer by day and by night."

'THAT AIN'T THE P'INT WITH JOPPF.R,' SHE REMARKED."

preted his silence. It appeared to her to be

due to a charming obstinacy. It gratified her

vanity that Mr. Gaskin still made no offer of

returning the pickles. " You 'ull let me 'ave

'em back, sir ? " she urged, presently.

" I fear that I can't."

" Don't say ' No,' sir. Jopper is terrible

when 'e is in 'is takins."

Mr. Gaskin felt the position to be awkward.

He moved uneasily in his chair.

" I am sorry "

" Now, don't say ' No,' sir," Mrs. Jopper

interrupted, beseeching with her hands.

" I am sorry," Mr. Gaskin repeated, colour

ing ; " but â�� but I have not got the

pickles."

" You've eat 'em, 'ave yer ? " Mrs.

" I tell you that I have not got your

pickles, Mrs. Jopper," Mr. Gaskin replied.

There was a silence. He could not resist

her penetrating glance.

" I gave them to Johnâ��the servants have

eaten them," he explained.

Mrs. Jopper's face turned white. Her lips

trembled at the thought of her onions having

been given to the servants. Suddenly she

spoke with the fury of an outraged vanityâ��

" If anyone 'ad told me it of yer, I'd nei'tr

a-believed 'em." She curtsied angrily, scorn

fully. "Good day, Mr. Gaskin. I'll see

what Jopper says to it all, I will."

And that was how old Jopper plumped

for Pedal.

And the one vote did it!



Some Famous Hands.

BY MAUD CHURTON.

AN being a creature who knows nothing will induce him to say more than a

neither whence he came nor grudging "There may be something in it."

whither he is boundâ��who

walks in the darkness for the

few steps we call " Life," and

then returns again into the

unknownâ��it is not to be wondered at that

he gladly welcomes any means of lifting, but

for an inch, the veil of destiny which hides

the future from his

gaze. Rather is it

extraordinaryâ�� the

instinctive ten

dency being to seek

the supernatural â��

that men should be

put to such pains

to conceal this

desire, and should

invariably adopt an

attitude of super

cilious contempt

towards anything of

a mysterious nature.

Women being

more creatures of

impulse, and accus

tomed to give their

emotions fuller

play, take up a

different position,

and frankly confess

the deep interest

which things mysti

cal hold for them.

But ask a number

of men their

opinion on palm

istry, or any other

branch of the occult

sciences, and five

out of six will

sweepingly de

nounce it as

''trash," without

NO. I.â��A MAP OK THE HAND, SHOWING THE TECHNICAL

NAMES OF THE VARIOUS LINES.

from a Photograph of a Lady'i Hand.

being able to give a single reason to support

their view, beyond a vague assertion that

" all that kind of thing is rubbish ! "

It seems to be a point of honour among

Englishmen to denounce anything which

they cannot understand. And yet, in these

days of marvellous discoveries, when the

Rontgen rays are followed by the wireless

telegraphy, and we stand aghast, wonder

ing what will be the next extraordinary

revelation â�� surely

even the most

obstinate man

ought to be con

vinced that there

are, in heaven and

earth, things un

dreamt of in his

little, limited philo

sophy. One by

one the buried

truths are dug out

of the sands of

time ; some day,

perhaps, the whole

of the hidden

wonder-world will

be made clear to

us â�� who knows ?

Meanwhile, in the

modern revival of

that curious art

known as Cheiro

mancy, or the

science of the hand,

we have a striking

instance of an

ancient craft, long

since forgotten and

fallen into disgrace,

being brought to

the light again, and

established as a

study worthy of the

serious attention of

men and women.

The sixth man may have gone a little

into the subject, and perhaps, in his heart,

be thoroughly convinced of its truth, but shows as a right, and vice-versa), which

I have before me a number of pictures of

famous hands (the impressions of which

have been taken by means of a gelatine

roller and a mixture of printer's ink, so

that in these illustrations a left hand



766

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

the distinguished psychologist and cheiro-

mant, Comte de Hamong, better known as

" Cheiro," has kindly allowed me to select

from his collection of over 20,000 examples

for the benefit of THE STRAND MAGAZINE'S

readers. In many cases the impression of

the hand has been given by its owner for

the purpose of enabling " Cheiro " to make a

collection (for

the advantage of

future genera

tions) of the

hands of men

and women who

have played a

more or less im

portant part in

whatever branch

of thought with

which they have

been associated.

Let sceptics

account for the

curious lines and

marks on these

widely differing

palms as best

they may. I

believe it is a

NO. 2.â��AN INFANT'S HAND.

Prom an tm/ireacum taktn tirfnta-four hour* aflfr birth.

popular belief among those ignorant of the

subject that the lines are caused by work, or

by constant folding. If this were so (I quote

from "Cheiro's" "Language of the Hand"),

" it would be only reasonable to suppose that a

person in any employment that necessitated

the constant folding of the hand would have

some thousands of lines and cross-lines on

their hands, by the time they reached

middle age ; whereas the woman who lived

a life of ease and luxury would have

scarcely any. But the most casual observer

will find that the direct opposite is the

case: in the first instance, the worker

becomes a mere machine, and often only

two or three main lines will be found on

such a hand." Moreover, clear and distinct

markings are found on the palms of newly-

born infants; and the illustration given

here (Plate 2) of the hand of a baby, only

twenty-four hours old, is certainly a strong

refutation of the idea that the marks on

the palm are made by constant folding.

It may also be stated in this connection,

should anyone require further proof, that in

certain forms of paralysis, the lines have been

found to completely disappear, although the

hand may continue to fold as before.

The briefest scientific theory for the belief

that the hand shows the inf.uence of the

brain isâ��according to Sir Charles Bell, the

great nerve specialistâ��that there are more

motor and sensory nerves from the brain to

the hand than to any other part of the body,

and that as the hand is the most important

tool of the brain, it would naturally show the

development and endowment of the mind.

Further with this science of Cheiromancy

itself I cannot

deal, as I have

merely to confine

myself to the

famous hands

here presented.

Those who wish

to go more inti

mately into the

why and where

fore of the state

ments I shall

make about them

must consult a

text - book of

palmistry, of

which the one

already men

tioned is the

best known.

The most in

teresting plate in the collection before me

is assuredly that which represents the

palm of Mme. Sarah Bernhardt (Plate 3).

Such a wonderful woman would naturally

have a wonderful hand. It belongs to the

type technically known as the Conic or

Artistic, which term also includes the hands

NO. 3.â��THE HAND OK MME. SARAH I3ERNHARDT.
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of Mme. Melba, Mme. Calvd, and Sir Frede

rick Leighton, and is supposed to be the

most versatile of all shapes as regards art,

denoting love of form, colour, music, and

poetry.

It will be noticed that the palms of Mme.

Bernhardt and Sir Frederick Leighton contain

the double lines of Individuality (see Plate i),

the second of which, when it goes straight to

the third finger, is generally found on the

hands of those who have won glory and

celebrity, but generally more as public

favourites than as public men.

It is not often that this line is found going

right through the palm. Compare the hands

of Calve", Melba,

and Nordica, whose

success dawned

later in life. To

the incomparable

Bernhardt, on the

contrary, " fortune

came with both

hands full," from

the very first, and

all the marks on

her hands go to

confirm this. For

instance, the little

cross at the base of

the first finger indi

cates mental aspira

tions of the most

ambitious charac

ter, for in the lan

guage of the hand,

the first is the finger

of Power and

Ambition. The

square is generally

accounted a sign of

preservation from

danger ; in this position, next the star,

the dangers would in some way have

threatened the fulfilment of the aspira

tions. The star on the base of the third or

finger of the Arts is an indication of great

glory. The most unfavourable mark in this

otherwise fortunate hand is the cross under

the second finger, which is a sure sign of a

life full of tragedies and tragic effects.

The small lines which cross the palm from

the base of the thumb outwards denote

opposition, and enemies of one's own sex.

Of these, so successful a woman as Sarah

Bernhardt must have had hundreds. A

noticeable feature in her hand is the straight-

ness of the lines, which is said to indicate

decision and directness of purpose. Her

thick-set thumb shows force of temper,

obstinacy, and will-power to an extreme

degree; and the unusually wide space

between the third and fourth finger is always

supposed to denote love of independence of

action.

NO. 4.â��THE HAND OK MR. WILSON BAKKKT

Attention must be called to a very inter

esting point of similarity between the hands

of Sarah Bernhardt, Wilson Barrett, Calve,

Melba, and Sir Arthur Sullivanâ��(Plates 3,

4, 6, 8, and 9)â��namely, that, in all five

cases, the line of Mentality, or, as I prefer

to call it, the line of Intellect, and the line

of Vitality, or Life (see Plate i), instead of

being, as usual, joined at the commence

ment, are separated

by a more or less

wide space. This

is said to denote a

confident, self-

reliant, daring, and

rather reckless

nature, in which

the dramatic in

stinct would be

strongly developed.

People with this

mark in their palms

would naturally be

more likely to

succeed than their

oppositeâ��the cau

tious, self-distrust

ing temperament,

for an example of

which compare the

hand of Mme. Nor

dica (Plate 7). It

_^____ will be seen that

\ the line of Intellect

clings to the Life

line almost into

of the palm. In the case of

Barrett (Plate 4), the rest of

the hand does not show the double lines

up the centre of the palm, or any of the

other marks of success, which are to be

found in a greater or lesser degree on the

other four hands. His career bears out this,

for although he has been on the stage since

the age of seventeen, and is a very gifted

and most popular actor, he has met with an

overwhelming amount of bad luck, when all

is said and done. His thumb shows him to

be possessed of indomitable perseverance ;

the wide curve of his Life-line into the centre

of the palm is a sign of enormous vitality,

and denotes the power of beginning life all

over again if necessary.

the middle

Mr. Wilson
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To return or.ce again to the Divine Sarah,

the impression of her hand which we re

produce here was taken by " Cheiro " in 1892,

a! her house in Regent's Park. She became

Very excited on hearing his delineation of it,

and rushed up and down the room in true

Bernhardt style. Then, by a bewildering

transition of mood, she suddenly became

depressed, and finished in a subdued religious

humour, as will be seen from the sentiments

she inscribed in " Cheiro's " autograph-book,

at the close of the interview. The following

is a translation :â��

Since God has placed in our hands lines that lell

our past and future, I only regret that from those

lines we cannot know the future of those clear to us,

that we might warn them of dangers and sorrows to

come. But God doeth all things well. So l>e it then.

SARAH BERNHARDT. 1892.

NO. 5.â��THE HAND OF THE LATE LORD LEIGIITON.

The only hand in the whole 20,000 equally

remarkable to that of the great actress is

one belonging to a Russian lady, whose palm

is very similarly marked, and who was

destined to play the strangest and most

tragic part on the stage of life. One of her

many previous lovers procured the arrest of

her husband (from motives of jealousy), for

some imaginary political crime, on the very

morning of her wedding, just as the bridal

party left the church. She turned Nihilist,

and devoted her life henceforth to plotting

the rescue of her husband and the downfall

of his betrayer. Amongst other exciting

adventures, this lady succeeded in escaping

from Siberia. She was a woman of great

fascinations and extraordinary courage, and

for sheer " thrilling " capacity, her life-story

would beat the most sensational novel,

The impression of Lord Leighton's hand

(Plate 5) was taken two years before his

death : the illustration in this case is from

the left hand, as the right did not come out

clearly enough for reproduction. His palm

was very full and soft, an indication of a

luxurious, ease-loving nature. The ringers

NO. 6.â�� THE HAND OF MME. EMMA CALVfe.

taper slightly towards the nails, but not so

much as Bernhardt's or Melba's. The line

of Intellect, it will be seen, is well marked.

It rises very high on the -base of the first

finger, a sign of great ambition and desire

for success ; and by sloping slightly down the

hand, it denotes the imaginative faculty

usually associated with the artistic tempera

ment.

The hands of Mme. Calve and Mme.

Nordica (Plates 6 and 7) are singularly alike

NO. 7.â��THE HANI) OF MME. LILIAN NORDICA.
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in shape, although the markings are altogether

different. In Calve's hand we again note

the pointed fingers of impulse. The line of

Intellect is forked at the end, which indicates

a dual temperament, both analytical and

practical, as well as imaginative and poetical.

In art she would be guided by intuitions and

instinct, whereas Nordica, on the contrary,

would be influenced more by reason and

judgment, in consequence of her cautious

nature previously alluded to. Calve's hand

would show her to be of a rather phlegmatic

disposition, but excitable where her art is

concerned, and very impetuous in inspiration,

although not nearly to such a degree as

Bernhardt, whose hand is of a more extreme

type in every way. Calve's thumb is strong,

and indicates a firm will and fluency of

speech, although a lack of control in expres

sion, and not much tact. Hard circumstances

are shown at the commencement of her life;

success and celebrity are marked from

middle life onwards.

The formation of Mme. Nordica's line

of Intellect denotes a sensitive and nervous

temperament; the

sudden upward curve

of the line when half

across the palm would

indicate a great effort

to gain more self-

confidence. Its ex

ceptional length is a

sign of unusual mental

ability, but the fact

that the line is not so

pronounced on the

left hand shows that

this ability is more

the result of hard

study than otherwise.

She is a great worker,

and her success is

largely due to her

enormous plodding

power and tenacity of

purpose.

Of Mme. Melba's

palm (Plate 8) we

have not a very good

impression, but it is

Vol. xvi.â��97.

The double lines of Individuality show an

eventful and very successful careerâ��though,

^s in the former instances, the success does

not come all at once, but only after some

opposition and difficulties. Mme. Melba's

people were strongly against her desire for

a public career, which manifested itself at a

very tender age. In a recently-published

account of her early struggles, she gives an

amusing description of the failure which

greeted her first concert â�� planned and

carried out at the age of sixteen. Her

father wrote privately to each of the invited

guests, requesting, as a personal favour, that

they would not attend. Consequently, when

the youthful performer stepped on to the

platform, the feeble clapping of two pairs of

hands was all that greeted her. However,

she went bravely through the programme, in

spite of her mortification, and now looks back

with amusement on the occasion of her

smallest audience. It might be mentioned that

Mme. Melba is an enthusiastic believer in

palmistry. She called to consult " Cheiro " one

day in New York, without giving hername, and

it was not until the

interview was over

that she revealed her

identity â�� on hearing

which, "Cheiro" took

the impression here

presented. " You are

wonderful â�� what

more can I say ? " was

the flattering inscrip

tion which she wrote

above her name in

the palmist's auto

graph-book.

NO. 8.â��THE HAND OF MME. MELBA.

sufficiently clear to note the points of simi

larity between it and the hands of the other

famous singers â�� notably, the self-reliant

nature to which allusion has already been

made, and the pointed finger-tips, which,

together with the wide space between the

fingers, would indicate a nature exceptionally

impulsive in thought, speech, and action.

It is a fact worthy

of notice that the

lines of Intellect on

the singers' hands

(Plates 6, 7, and 8)

are straight, whereas

that of the artist and

the composer (Plates

5 and 9) are sloping,

thus indicating more

of imaginative power

in the latter case,

though all five hands are of the artistic type.

Sir Arthur Sullivan's Intellect-line (Plate 9) is

peculiarly sloping. He is evidently a man of

sentiment. Strong dramatic instinct is shown

by the separation of the lines of Intellect

and Vitality as aforesaid; and the rounded

formation of the base of the thumb is said to

indicate love of melody. The line of Indi-
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NO. g.--THE HAND OF SIR ARTHUK SULLIVAN.

viduality ascending right up to the second

finger is another sign of musical ability, and

the fact that this line is joined so far with

the line of Vitality denotes that the destiny

did not develop early. Compare this line

with the same on Mme. Bernhardt's palm

(Plate 3).

Quite a different kind of hand is that of

the Right Honourable Joseph Chamberlain

(Plate 10), which I would class as one of the

NO. 10. â��THE HAND OK THK KICiHT HON. JOSEPH

CHAMBERLAIN, M.P.

" mixed" type of hand, the fingers being of

the Philosophic order, and the palm belong

ing to the Square or Active type. The

Individuality line is exceptionally strong, and

the most interesting thing about the hand is

that this line goes upward to the first ringer,

instead of, as usual, to the second. This

is the sign that " Cheiro " looks out for in the

hands of statesmen and men of authority, for as

well as being a mark of success, it indicates

the power to dictate and rule, the first finger

being naturally the dictator, the one by which

we in every sense " lay down the law." The

line of Life also goes to the first finger,

which gives additional strength to the ambi

tious aspirations.

Plate 11 shows the hand of the late Miss

Frances Willarcl, the well-known American

NO. II.â��THE HAND OF THE LATE MISS PRANCES WILLJMUX

philanthropist. Although a deeply religious

woman, she was never narrow-minded, and she

regarded palmistryâ��as " Cheiro " practised

itâ�� in the light of a scientific study. One

morning in Chicago, only three months

before her death, she presented herself at

" Cheiro's " hotel for an examination of her

hands, under the date of an appointment made

out to a " Miss X." She was accompanied by

her private secretary, a young lady, who took

shorthand notes of the interview, and if Miss

Willard could have been guided by the

warnings of breaking health which were given

her that morning, it is not at all improbable

that her life might have been prolonged.

Her answer to the palmist's warnings was

characteristic of the woman. " Rest, my

dear sir," she said, " rest for me is impossible.
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How can I rest with such a nature, when time comes," says Mark, " may I be there

there is so much to be done ?" to have a piece of the rope ! "

As in Melba's case, it was not until the It is rather curious to note that in the

interview was over that she allowed her name hands of humorists, of which " Cheiro " has

to be known. Her first finger, it will be upwards of a dozen in his collection, the line

seen, is as long as the

third â��a rare sign, and

one only found with a

nature which possessed

in a large degree the

power of dictating to

others, and was capable

of assuming great

responsibilities. Miss

Willard's is in every

way an exceptional

hand. By the signs

already explained, the

reader will see that it

shows great intellectual

gifts, a very determined

nature, unusual will

power, and independ

ence of action.

Mark Twain's hand

(Plate 12) is curious,

the line of Intellect

being straight and very

well marked, although

the rest of the hand

indicates an eventful career of ups and

downs, more than continued success. He

NO. 12.â��THE HAND OF MARK TWAIN.

of Intellect is in every

case similar, although

the other lines vary

considerably.

Plate 13 represents

the hand of Professor

Max Miiller, which be

longs to the Philosophic

type, and is an interest

ing study of lines and

cross-lines. The slop

ing line of Intellect

indicates the imagina

tive and poetical tem

perament, which one

would naturally expect

in the case of the dis-

tinguished German

poet. It is also forked,

like Calve^s, which

would give a practical

side to the nature.

Professor Miiller is

very interested in the

science of the hand.

In " Cheiro's " book he wrote :â��

" Who are blind ? Those who do not see

began life as a printer at the age of the invisible world. â�� F. MAX MULI.ER,

thirteen, and at twenty years old he went Oxford, August 13, '96."

West in the capacity Sir Edwin Arnold

of a pilot. He subse- f~\ assented most readily

reporter in California,

and an editor in

Buffalo; and now, at

the age of sixty-three,

he is known as the

most famous humorist

in two continents.

His later years have

been much worried by

financial troubles, con

sequent on the failure

of his publishing-

house, C. L. Webster

and Co., of New York.

This is another

"mixed "hand, belong

ing both to the Square

and Conic class. His

well - known aversion

to Cecil Rhodes is

singular in so genial a

man. "WhenRhodes's

quently became a ^^ fflfej /O\ when asked for per-

NO. 13.â��THE HAND OF PROPFSSOR MAX MULT.ER.

mission to take an

impression of his palm

(Plate 14), which, by

the way, is rather diffi

cult to class, as some

of the fingers would

belong by formation

to the Philosophic or

Intellectual, and some

to the Square or Active

type. He has both

the lines of Indivi

duality well developed.

The line of Intellect

would indicate a love

of the philosophies,

and of studying people

and races. It will be

remembered that he

recently married a

Japanese lady, who

is, I believe, the first
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NO. 14.â��THE HAND OF SIR EDWIN ARNOLD.

of her countrywomen to bear an English

title. Sir Edwin was created a baronet in

1888.

As in the case of Sarah Bernhardt, the

straightness of the lines on Lady Henry

Somerset's palm (Plate 15) denotes decision

NO. 15.â��THE HAND OF LADV HENKY SOMERSET.

ana strength of purpose ; the line of Intellect

shows her to be very practical. The mount

at the base of the thumb is, in the language

of the hand, the seat of the affections ; in

this case, the width of the mount, together

with the line of Vitality curving out into the

hand, would denote a deeply sympathetic

nature and the love of humanity.

Sir John Lubbock's hand (Plate 16)

belongs to the Philosophic type, andâ��with

its narrow palm and long, idealistic fingersâ��

is similar in many points to that of Lady

Henry Somerset. The deep lines on the

mount of the thumb would show him to be

another humanitarian. Love of analyzing

people and motives is also marked. The

line of Individuality is strong, but it does

not come out well in the impression. The

NO. 16.â��THE HAND OF SIR JOHN LUBnOCK.

Life - line is exceptionally long and well-

formed.

After studying the hands of people famous

for brilliant careers and intellectual attain

ments, it is interesting to turn to Plate 17,

which represents the pafm of an inmate of

the State Asylum in Illinois^ U.S.A. "Cheiro"

has examined the palms of numbers of luna

tics, for which purpose he visited the principal

asylums both in England and the States, and

he tells me that the most noticeable points

in their hands are, firstly, their weak and

badly-formed thumbsâ��(the thumb shows

the development of the will and reasoning

power)â��and secondly, the abnormal appear-
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ance of the line of

Intellect. In the

illustration it will

be seen that instead

ot the two parallel

lines of Affection

and Intellect across

the centre of the

palm, there is

nothing but a con

fused jumble of

curious marks, from

which a line slopes

down to the very

wrist (the end of

which line, how

ever, does not

come out in the

impression). This

man was not a con

genital idiot, so the

thumb shows a

fairly average deve

lopment. His his

tory is, that at no

time in his life had

he any memory

whatever ; at the

NO. 17.â��THE HAND OP A LUNATIC.

early age of eighteen he developed acute

melancholia, and made repeated attempts to

commit suicide.

This line sloping down to the wrist is

decidedly curious when compared with the

Intellect-line on Plate 18, which is the

hand of an American woman of an ex

tremely melancholy

temperament, who

carefully planned out

and committed

suicide at the early

age of twenty - eight.

The impression was

taken seven years

before her death.

"Cheiro" said nothing

to her about this

suicidal tendency at

the time, but took

care to warn her

father. She possessed

a curiously morbid

and sensitive tempera

ment ; people found

it difficult to get on

with her, and she

became imbued with

the idea that she was

a " failure," over

which she used to

brood incessantly.

Her parents dis

couraged her love

of art, which was

most unfortunate,

as if she had had

something to in

terest and distract

her from her own

morbid imaginings,

the sad catastrophe

which ended her

life so early might

have been averted.

Another unfavour

able sign in the

hand is the star on

the base of the

second finger, to

the tragic tenden

cies of which I

have already

alluded. One can

also observe many

of those lesser lines

across the hand,

from the thumb

outwards, which

denote the opposition and antagonism of

those with whom one is associated. The

narrow hollow palm is another indication of

bad fortune; altogether, a more unlucky

hand it would be impossible to find.

NO. 18.â��THE HAND OF A SUICIDE

With regard to the line of Intellect,

which, next to the thumb, is the most impor

tant sign on the hand,

we have learnt that

when this line curves

downward, it denotes

an artistic and imagi

native temperament,

and that the excess

of this is the abnor

mally sensitive and

morbid nature, caring

little for money and

unsuccessful in finan

cial matters. It has

also been observed

that when the line is

straight, and slants

only slightly, a prac

tical, level - headed

nature is indicated.

We now come to the

other extreme: when

the line rises still

higher, and takes the

reverse position in
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the palm, the nature is hard, cruelly deter

mined in the carrying out of its purpose,

and so much mastered by the love of money,

that crimes would be committed to acquire

it. Take this statement as it stands, and

compare it with Plate 19, the hand of the

famous Dr. Meyer,

of Chicago, who

insured people for

large sums of

money, and then

poisoned them â��

and the veriest

sceptic is inclined

to admit there must

be " something in

it after all." The

line of Intellect, it

will be seen, takes

a different direction

to that mark in any

of the hands here

reproduced. It

rises up in the palm,

and joins the line

of Affection. The

hand itself is of a

clumsy and brutal

formation.

Our readers may

be interested to

know that the unluckiest sign possible to find

in a hand is when one line runs straight across

it, instead of the ordinary parallel lines of

Affection and Intellect. Fortunately it is

very rare. "Cheiro" showed me an example

of it in an impression belonging to a man

on whom every earthly ill had fallen. An

American by nationality, he possessed an

average amount of brains and business

capacity, and was endowed with a generous,

affectionate nature. Nevertheless, the whole

world went wrong with him. Everything he

touched failed ; one financial trouble after

another befell him. His wife left him, and

when he eventually married again, her

successor eloped with his brother. Luck

was dead against him, and eventually he

committed suicide.

NO. 19.â��THE HAXD OF DR. MEYER, THE CHICAGO MUROERgR.

In conclusion I must say, lest people

should have a wrong impression of this

curious study of human nature, which

"Cheiro" prefers

to describe as a

"Study of Ten

dencies," that he

does not say, when

making an exami

nation of hands,

that such and such

a thing must in

evitably happen ;

on the contrary, he

merely points out

that there is a ten

dency in the sub

ject's nature, which

will produce such

and such results,

unless that ten

dency be checked

or altered. He

makes no mystery

about his state

ments, but as a

rule is willing to

give the reasons

It is only by sheer,

hard study and conscientious work that

he has won the position which he holds

to-day, of being the greatest master of

this study of the hand that has probably ever

been known since the days of Desbarolles,

the great French cheirosophist. Even he

could not show the record that " Cheiro"

has already made, not in London alone, but

in almost every country in which the English

language is spoken. His whole effort seems

to be to benefit and do good to the person

who consults him, and, that being so, one

cannot help but have respect for the study

with which he has been so long associated.

for his conclusions.
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HEN ray daughter Vivien be

came engaged to Archie Forbes

I naturally took a great interest

in the circumstance. Vivien

was my only child, and her

mother had died at her birth.

She was a handsome, bright, sensible girl,

worthy to be the wife of any good fellow,

and with as much pluck and common sense

as I have ever seen in anyone.

Archie was a landed proprietor on a small

scale, and had not a debt in the world; his

past was a clean record, and his future was

as bright as health, intelligence, and a fair

amount of money could make it. He was

devotedly attached to Vivien, and I gave my

hearty consent to the engagement.

I am a doctor by profession, and thoroughly

enjoy the life. In the ordinary course of

things the physician comes into close con

tact with the stranger and rarer forms of

human nature, and being myself a lover of

all that is out of the common, this outlook

weighed with me in my choice. After many

years of hard work I secured an enormous

practice, and when I settled down as a

specialist in Harley Street I was already a

wealthy man.

On a certain warm evening in June I sat

smoking at the open window of my dining-

room when Vivien entered.

She held a telegram in her hand.

" This has just come," she cried, in some

excitement; " it is from Archie. He has

returned, and will be here this evening."

BY L. T. MEADE

AND

ROMERT EUSTACE.

She sat down as she spoke on the edge of

the table, and put her slim hand affection

ately on my shoulder.

" You won't be sorry to see him, Vi, will

you ? " was my answer.

" Sorry ! " she cried. " I cannot tell you how

thankful I am ! You never supposed I was

nervous, did you, father ; but the fact is, I

hated Archie going away with Jack Fletcher.

Oh, I know that Jack is a right good fellow,

but he is terribly wild and daring. Lately I

have had most uncomfortable dreams about

both of them. Yes, it is a relief to get this

telegram. Archie promises to call about

ten o'clock ; how nice it will be to see him

again ! "

Her bright eyes sparkled as she spoke,

and into them stole that radiant look which

girls wear when they speak of the man they

love best on earth.

" Ah ! Vivien," I answered, " there are

two sides to every question. Archie will be

taking you away, and what shall I do ? "

" You will have another home to go to,"

she replied ; but her face suddenly became

grave.

" I wonder what their adventures have

been," she said, a moment later.

" They will tell you themselves before

another hour is out," I answered. I glanced,

as I spoke, at a small clock on the mantel

piece. Vivien gave a quick sigh and stood

up. She was in full evening dress, of some

soft, white texture, and wore a bunch of

yellow roses at her belt.
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"Aunt Mary wishes me to go with her to

Lady Farrell's reception," she said ; " but I

will be back, if possible, within the hour."

She slowly left the room. I lay back in

my chair and thought over my girl's prospects.

The moments flew quickly. Shortly after

ten o'clock I heard the hall-door bell ring,

and the next instant Archie burst into the

room.

" Well, go, my dear, and enjoy yourself,"

I answered, standing up and kissing her.

" If Archie should arrive before you are back,

I will get him to wait."

" Here you are, old fellow, and you are

welcome," I said, grasping him by the hand.

He came to me

hurriedly ; his

dress was in con

siderable dis

order, and his

face wore a wild

and terribly dis

turbed expres

sion. To my

hearty grip of the

hand he scarcely

responded.

"Is anything

wrong ?" I said,

giving him a

quick glance.

"I am in awful

trouble," was the

reply. " Is Vivien

in?"

" No, she is out

with her aunt,

but she got your

telegram, and will

be back almost

immediately."

" I cannot see

her ; not just yet.

Do you mind if

I lock the door ? "

" What is wrong,

my dear fellow ? "

:â�¢

" Jack Fletcher! " I cried, springing to my

feet.

" Yes, he died an hour ago, quite suddenly,

at the Savoy Hotel, in his room. We got

into London all right at six o'clock, and drove

off to the Savoy at once. I never saw Jack

in better spirits. We went to our rooms and

had a wash and sat down to dinner at half-

past seven. At half-past eight he went to his

room for something. He did not come back,

and after a time I followed him. I found his

door locked and called to him, but he made

no reply. In great alarm I went for help,

and we had the door burst open. Jack was

lying on the floor. Everything was done, of

"JACK WAS LYING ON THK FLOOR."

" Oh, I am in terrible trouble," he repeated.

He strode across the room as he spoke,

turned the key in the lock, and then sank

into the nearest chair.

" I want your advice and help badly,

Dr. Kennedy," he continued.

"But, my dear boy, what is the matter?

What has happened ? "

He raised his sunburnt face and looked at

me gravely.

" Poor Jack is dead," he said then, in a

broken sort of voice.

course. A doctor

happened to be

in the house, who

applied all the

usual restoratives,

but it was too

late ; he was quite

dead. My God,

it is awful ! I

don't seem able

to think. You

must think for

me, and come to

the Savoy at once

to see to things.

What can have

caused his death ?

You will come

round, won't

you ? "

"Yes, I'll come,"

I replied. "Ill

just scribble a

note to Vivien

first. It is fear

fully sad. Death

must have been

caused by heart

failure, of course."

I scribbled a

few words on a

card, laid it on

the table to be given to rny daughter, and

then went into the hall. A few moments

later Archie and I were on our way in a

hansom to the Savoy.

" Of course, there will be an inquest," he

said, " and you will be present, won't you,

Dr. Kennedy ? The death must have been

due to natural causes."

" Why, of course," I answered, looking

round at him in some surprise. " What do

you mean ? "

"Oh, nothing, nothing," he said, "only it
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seems so strange. He was in the best of

health and spirits."

" All the same, there may have been lesion

of the heart," I answered; " but we shall

soon know. You say you found the door of

his room locked?"

"Yes, fast, and the key was within ; the

window was open, though."

" What had that to do with it ? "

" Nothing." Archie hung his head. Pain

ful as the occasion was, his gloom and

depression seemed greater than the circum

stance warranted.

We soon reached the hotel. I saw poor

Fletcher's body. Until a post-mortem was

made it was impossible to tell the cause qf

death, so I superintended all the details of

the removal, sent off a wire and letter to the

poor fellow's mother in I-ancashire, and then

rejoined Archie in his private sitting-room.

I found him pacing up and down the room,

a wild gleam in his eye, a restlessness about

his manner which I had never observed

before. Once more I thought that Jack

Fletcher's death could scarcely account for

the disordered state of his whole appearance.

" You must pull yourself together, my

boy," I said. " Men have died suddenly

before now. Of course it is fearfully sad, but

you have got Vivien to think of."

" I don't want to see her to-night," he said,

eagerly.

"Why so?" I asked.

" She must be acquainted with the fact of

Jack's death ; it will upset her, and Iâ��the

fact is, I am completely done up ; I don't

know myself, doctor."

"Nor do I know you, Archie, in your

present state. You must pull yourself to

gether ; and I tell you what, the very best

thing you can do is to come away with me,

and let us put you up for the night. Vivien

will naturally expect to see you, whatever has

happened, and the sooner you unburden

your mind to her the better."

" My nerves are shaken to bits," he replied.

" I have the strangest feeling about this whole

matter. There is a cloud over me. The

fact is, I don't believe Vivien and I will ever

be married."

" Oh, nonsense, my dear fellow ; come and

have a talk with my sensible, matter-of-fact

girl, and you will feel a new man. I am not

going to leave you here, so come at once."

I got him to do so, but evidently with

extreme unwillingness.

When we got home Vivien was waiting

for us. She came into the hall. One glance

into her face caused Archie to change colour.

Vol. xvi.-98.

He went up to her, kissed her, took her

hand, and then dropped it again.

"Something very sad has happened,

Vivien," I remarked, "and Archie wants to

tell you. Take him into your private room,

my love, and have a good talk."

" Come, Archie, this way," said the girl.

She led him down one of the corridors,

opened the door of her own sitting-room,

and closed it behind them.

"This is a que'.r affair," I could not help

murmuring to myself. " Strange and dis

astrous as Jack Fletcher's death is, I am

more disturbed about Archie. What can

be the matter with him ?"

The next day, with the consent of the

coroner, I assisted at the autopsy. I need

not go into details, but merely state at once

that, after two hours'careful and most minute

investigation, the cause of Jack Fletcher's

death still remained an absolute mystery.

Every organ was sound, there was no wound

anywhere, and not a trace of poison was

discovered. Dr. Benjamin Curtis, the skilled

pathologist and analyst, was present, and the

last sentence of his exhaustive report I

append herewith : â��

"There is absolutely nothing to account

for the cause of death; and the only remain

ing alternative is that it was probably due to

some very severe nervous shock of central

origin, the nature of which is wholly obscure."

I flung the report down in annoyance, and

went to meet Archie, who was waiting for me

outside the coroner's court. I told him what

Dr. Curtis had said. To my astonishment

his face turned ashy white, and he almost

reeled as he walked.

"Then it is as I thought," he said.

" What do you think ? " I said. " Forbes,

you are keeping something from us ; you have

something on your mind. What is wrong?"

"Nothing, nothing," he said, hurriedly.

" I hoped the coroner would find a cause for

death. Dr. Curtis's report has upset me.''

I asked a few more questions, and felt now

absolutely convinced that Forbes was con

cealing something. Whatever it was, he was

determined to keep it to himself. I went

home considerably troubled.

A week after poor Jack's funeral, Vivien

came into my consulting-room. Archie had

only been to the house once, and on that

occasion he could not be got to say a word

with regard to their approaching marriage.

" Now, father," said my girl, closing the

door, and coming up and planting herself in

front of me, "there is something wrong, and

you have got to find out what it is."
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I loo!:ed full into her eyes; they were

brightar than usual, and had a suspicion of

tears about them.

" Archie - is terribly changed," she said ;

"you must have noticed it.:>

" I have," I answered, in a low tone.

" I know he was very much attached to

Jack," continued Vivien, " but this is no

ordinary grief. There is something terrible

weighing on his mind. If I did not know

that he was a thoroughly brr-ie fellow, I should

say that he was oppressed by a fearful sense

of overmastering fear. It cannot be that.

What, then, can it be ? "

I made no answer. She continued to

stand upright before me, and to keep her

eyes fixed on my

face.

" What can it

be ? " she repeated.

" I puzzle myself

over the whole

thing day and

night. I don't

believe he is tired

of me."

"Assuredly that

is not the case,"

was my quick re

sponse.

" But all the

same, he is com

pletely changed,"

she continued.

" Before he went

on this cruise, he

was devoted to me

â��each moment in

my presence was

paradise to him â��

now it may be

likened to purga

tory. He is rest

less until he gets

away from me.

When he is with

me he is unhappy

nnd distrait. In short, there is something

terribly wrong, and you must help me to find

out what it is."

I

"Ah, that's right, Archie," I cried, in a

tone of relief. " Come over here, dear

fellow, and sit down. The fact is, Vivien is

thoroughly unhappy. She sees that there is

something wrong with you, and is discon

tented with the present state of matters. You

have something on your mind, and you ought

to tell us what it is."

Forbes raised two lack-lustre eyes and

fixed them on the girl's face. The tears

which were close to her grey eyes now

brimmed over.

" Archie," she said, going up to him and

laying her hand on his shoulder, " I want to

ask you a plain question. Would you like

our engagement to be broken off?"

"'AKCHIK,' SHE SAID, 'i WANT TO ASK YOU

" Ask him yourself, my dear. I have seen

just what you have seen, but cannot get him

to say a word."

"I am glad you agree with me," she said,

the gloom of her brow lightening for a

moment. " I will write to him at once and

ask him to come here."

She had scarcely said the words before the

door was opened and Forbes himself came in.

" I was coming

here to propose it,

Vivien," was his

strange reply.

She turned very

white, and fell

back as if someone

had dealt her a

blow.

" Good God !"

she said. " It is

then as I feared ;

there is something

terribly wrong."

" It is not that

I do not love you

as much as ever,"

continued the poor

fellow ; " but I

have no right to

bind you to me.

I scarcely dare to

tell you what has

happened. I am

unworthy of you,

Vivien, and he-

sides, I am doomed.

It is onlya matter

of time."

He flung him

self into the nearest

chair, and covered his face with two hands

which trembled from nervous terror.

I nodded to Vivien.

" You had better leave him with me for a

few moments," I said.

" No, I will not," she answered, desperately.

" I have a right to know the truth, and I am

determined to get at it. What is wrong,

Archie ? You are not tired of me ? You

still love me, don't you?"

" With nil my heart and soul,'" he

groaned.
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"And yet you want our engagement to be

broken off! Why?"

" Because I am a guilty and doomed man,"

was his reply.

I started and felt my heart beat. Was it

possible? But, noâ��I flung the unworthy

suspicion from me.

" I ought not to be in this house," con

tinued Archie. " I ought not to have let

you kiss me the night we came home. I am

unworthy of you, and yet . . . My God !

this misery is driving me mad."

He pushed back the hair from his fore

head ; there were beads of perspiration on

his brow.

"If we were engaged fifty times over, our

wedding would never come off," he continued,

speaking in the most reckless, excited tone.

" I can no more prevent the fate which is

hanging over me, than I can get rid of that

thing which has stained me. I can only say

this : As Jack died so I shall die. I am

doomed, and the less you have to say to me

the better."

" Now, that is all nonsense," she said, in

her quick way, which could, at times of

intense emotion, be wonderfully matter-of-

fact, and, therefore, soothing. " Whatever

you have done you must tell me and you

must tell father, and you must allow us to

judge as to whether it is a barrier between

you and me or not. As to my love, you

must have a very poor opinion of it if you

think I would forsake you in an hour of

trouble. Women who care for a man do not

leave him when he is down. I am a woman,

and, I hope, a brave one. I mean to

comfort you, and to stay by you to the last,

whatever has happened; yes, whatever has

happened."

He looked at her wtlh incredulous eyes,

into which just a flicker of hope returned.

" You cannot mean it ? " he cried.

" Yes, I do mean it ; but I want your

whole confidence, and so does father. You

are concealing something. You must tell us

at once."

" ^es, speak, Archie," I said, gravely.

" Vivien, my girl, come here and stand

by me. Archie, this is no ordinary case.

Vivien and I will deal with you with all fair

ness, only we must know the absolute truth."

" I meant to tell you some days ago," said

Archie, fixing his eyes on my face, " but

somehow I could not get the pluck. The-

whole thing is so horrible, and the burden

on my conscience so great, that I nm over

come by a ghastly fear. I cannot fight

against it."

"Well, speak," I said, with impatience.

" It is the queerest thing on earth," he

said, slowly. "It has half stunned me.

Though I consider myself pretty tough, the

whole thing has knocked the pluck clean out

of me."

He paused to wet his dry lips, and con

tinued :â��

" You know we were in the Mediterranean

cruising about for six weeks? " â�¢

I nodded.

" We were just about to come home, wnen

Fletcher, who was always up to a lark, sug

gested that we should go through the Canal,

down to Jeddah, and then on to Mecca, to

see the pilgrims. They would be all there,

as it was the twelfth month of the Moham

medan year. I did not mind, so we went.

We left the yacht at Jeddah, and went on to

Mecca. The place was one mass of pil

grims. They were on their way to the

Kaaba, the oblong stone building within the

great Mosque. You have heard of it, of

course, and also of the famous lava-like

Black Stone, to which all Moslems turn in

their prayers. It was in the north-east

corner of the building. The place was in

a sort of uproar, for it is part of the faith

of every good Moslem to kiss that stone

once in the course of his life. Well, Dr.

Kennedy, you would scarcely believe it,

but Fletcher, when he got into the midst of

this throng, seemed to turn quite mad. He

lost his head, and insisted that we should

go and see the whole show. He intended to

kiss the Black Stone, if he could. Of course,

I knew we should run into the most fearful

danger, and did my best to dissuade him, but

nothing would do ; go he would. He said

to me :â��

"' You may stay away, old boy ; you are

engaged to be married, and perhaps ought to

consider your life a little bit, but with me it is

different. When I want a lark, I must have

it at all risks. I am going ; you can please

yourself.'

" Of course, I didn't relish running the risk

of being torn to pieces, but I wasn't the

fellow to see him start off alone, so at last I

agreed to go with him. We put on the

1/irant, the woollen thing worn by the Arabs

round the waist and shoulders, got some

sandals, and went bare-headed with the

crowd of pilgrims to the Mosque. We

joined the procession and managed to get

right inside, and Jack got inside the Kaaba

and went up to the north-east corner of the

building and kissed the Black Stone. He

told me afterwards that it is quite worn away
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with the kisses of millions of human beings.

I missed him in the crowd, and just as 1 was

looking round to see where he could have

got to, I noticed one of the Mueddins, or

priests, watching me closely, and when his

eyes met mine, I can tell you I shuddered.

From the moment they singled me out he

seemed never to take his gaze away, and I

shall not, to my dying day, forget the expres

sion of cruel, fierce suspicion that was

stamped on his

face, which was

rendered hide

ous by being

deeply pitted

with small-pox.

"Well, Jack

turned up, and

we got out all

right; and Jack,

poor fellow! was

in the best of

spirits. He said

it was the big

gest lark he had

ever enjoyed,

and he did noth

ing but laugh at

my fears. I told

him about the

priest, and said

I was certain we

had been dis

covered, but he

made nothing

of it

" When we

got out we were

in an awful

crowd, and our

donkeys could

He fell without a groan. I touched Jack on

the arm. We galloped madly and for our

lives. The mob followed us, but we out

paced them, and at last their howls and shouts

grew fainter and fainter behind us. \Ve

reached Jeddah in safety, got on board, and

steamed away with all possible speed.

" ' Why in the name of Heaven did you

kill him, Archie ?' said Jack to me then.

"' He would have killed us if we had not

killed him,' was my reply, but while I spoke

there was a dead-weight at my heart, and

wherever I turned I seemed to see the dying

HE FELL WITHOUT A GROAN.

scarcely move. We had just cleared the

thickest of the mob, and I was hoping

we were safe, when I noticed the priest,

who had already observed me in the

Mosque, detach himself from the crowd

and move swiftly towards us. It was now

nearly dark. I saw that he wanted to

speak and, not knowing why I did it, reined

in my donkey. He came up to my side.

In his left hand he held a parchment scroll,

and as I took it I saw his right hand steal

down to his belt. There was the flash of

steel. In an instant I should have been

stabbed. I do not know what came over

me ; there was a ringing in my ears, and my

head seemed to swim. I leant quickly over

the donkey and plunged my long hunting-

knife with all my force into the man's heart.

eyes of the man,

and to hear the

thud of his body

as he fell to the

ground.

"' Have you

got the parch

ment he put into

your hand ? '

continued Jack.

" I had. He

took it from me

and opened it.

It had some

writing on it in

Arabic, which

we could both

read and speak.

Jack copied

it out in Eng

lish, and here

it is."

As he spoke

Archie pro

duced from his

pocket - book a

piece of parch

ment and an old

envelope, and read as follows :â��

" The vengeance of Mahomet rests upon the

two infidels and unbelievers who have profaned

the Prophet. Their days are numbered, and

before the sun rise on the Festival of Eed-

Al-Kurban in the month of Dsul Heg^eh they

will be no more."

" There," said Archie, standing up, " that

is what was written ; and now, Dr. Kennedy,

that I have had courage to tell you my story,

I want to ask you a question. Do you think

it is within the bounds of probability, or even

possibility, that poor Fletcher's sudden death

could have had any connection with this

affair?"

" Absolutely out of the question," was my

first remark, bill then I paused to think the

situation over.
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" You certainly did a mad thing," I said

then ; " not only did you profane the religious

rights of these fanatics, but you, in especial,

kille'd one of their priests. Under such

circumstances there is little doubt that they

would do much to compass their revenge,

but that they would follow you both to

England seems on the face of it ridiculous.

No, no, Archie ; it is an unpleasant business,

and I am sorry you did not tell me before,

but that Jack's death has anything to do with

that paper is the wildest fiction."

" I do not believe you," he answered. " I

am firmly convinced that the Mueddin whom

I killed will be revenged. Jack is already

dead and the words of the prophecy will

come, true with regard to me. I shall not

live after sunrise on the festival of Eed-Al-

Kurban, whenever that is."

While he was speaking Vivien had re

mained absolutely quiet. She went up to

him now, and put her hand on his shoulder.

" Why do you touch me ? '' he said, start

ing away from her. " I have that man's blood

on my hands."

" You did it in self-defence,''she answered.

"But we must not think of that at all now.

Father"â��she turned to meâ��"I agree with

Archie: I believe that his life is in grave

danger. We must save him; that is our

present business. Nothing else can be

thought of until his life is safe."

" 1 have one thing more to say," continued

Archie. " Last night I saw one of the

Mueddins in London. I knew him ; I could

not mistake him ; he resembled the priest I

had killed. He was standing under a lamp

post, opposite St. George's Hospital. He

fixed his eyes on my face. I believe he is

the man who compassed poor Jack's death,

and mine is only a matter of time.''

"Come, come, this is nonsense," I answered.

" Fletcher was not murdered."

"What did he die of?" asked Archie,

gloomily. "You say yourself that he was

thoroughly healthy ; he was in the prime of

youth. Do healthy men in the prime of

youth die suddenly without any discoverable

cause ? I ask you a straight question."

" The death was a strange one," I could

not help replying.

" Very strange," echoed Vivien, " strange

enough," she added, "to account for Archie's

fears. The Moslems have threatened the

deaths of both Archie and Jack. Jack is

dead. Archie is the most guilty man of the

two, for he killed their priest. They will

certainly not leave a stone unturned to kill

him."

" Yes, my days are numbered," said

Forbes ; " there is no getting over the fact.

Vivien, our engagement must come to an

end, and in any case I feel now that I have

no right to marry you."

Vivien's brows contracted in a nervous

frown.

"We will not talk of our marriage at

present," she said, with some impatience ;

" but why should we not consult Dr.

Khan?"'

" Dr. Khan ! " I cried. " Do you mean

the Persian ? "

" Yes ; why should not we all three go to

him at once? He knows much more about

these Arabs and their queer ways and their

sorceries than anyone else in London."

" Upon my word, it is a capital idea," I

said. " Khan does know strange things, and

is up to all the lore of the East. He is in

some ways one of the cleverest fellows I

know. He does not practise, but he has

gone in for chemical research and forensic

medicine as a hobby. There is no one in

London whose opinion would be of more

value in a difficult case like the present, and,

being a Mohammedan by religion, he can

help us with the side issues of this most

extraordinary affair. Archie, you have got

to pull yourself together, my boy, if for no

other reason, for Vivien's sake. Come, we

will go down to Professor Khan's chambers

in Gray's Inn at once, and tell him the whole

story."

" And Dr. Khan is a special friend of

mine," said Vivien, brightly. " Oh, now that

we are doing something to help you, Archie,

I can live."

I crossed the room to order the carriage.

As I did so I heard Archie say to her, in a

low tone :â��

" And you love me still ? "

" I love you still," was her reply.

He drew himself up ; the colour returned

to his ashen cheeks and the light to his eyes.

In half an hour we were all driving to

Hussein Khan's chambers, in Gray's Inn.

When we reached them I rang the outer

bell.. It seemed ages before anyone came.

At last the door was opened by an old

housekeeper, in his shirt sleeves. He recog

nised me, and nodded when I spoke to

him.

"Is Dr. Khan in?" I asked.

" Yes, sir; you know your way," was the

answer.

We hurried up the uncarpeted stairs to

the second floor, and pressed the electric

bell. There was the sound of the latch
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being drawn back inside; I pushed the

panel, and we all three entered; the door

closed automatically behind us, and stretched

on the sofa at the far end of a long

room, in a loose dressing-gown and slip

pers, lay the Persian. He was smoking

a long opium oioe. The moment his eyes

Archie told his strange tale. While he

spoke I closely watched the effect on my

friend; t'Ut, once the narrative had begun,

the expression on the Persian's face never

altered. After that first glance of interest,

it had settled down into a stolid, Oriental

indifference.

" THE. PERSIAN."

rested upon Vivien he put down the pipe

and stood up. He looked us all over with

heavy, lustreless eyes, and nodded slowly.

He was evidently only half awake.

" I am sorry to disturb you, Professor,"

I said, apologetically. " You know my

daughter, of course ? "

Vivien came forward and offered her hand.

Khan bent over it, and then raised it respect

fully to his lips.

" I have not forgotten Miss Vivien,'1 he

said.

" I have come here to-day because I am

in great trouble, and because I want your

advice," she said at once. " It has to do

with this gentleman. May I introduce him ?

Mr. Forbesâ��Dr. Khan."

Dr. Khan slowly turned his heavy eyes in

Archie's direction. He looked him all over

from head to foot, and then, rather to my

astonishment, I observed a lightning look of

intelligence and remaikable interest fill his

eyes.

" Has the trouble anything to do with Mr.

Forbes ? " he said, glancing at Vivien.

" It has."

" Then I believe I may help you. Sit

down, sir, pray, and tell me at once \vh.it is

the matter,"

" What do you think of it all ?" I said, as

Archie ceased to speak.

" Let me examine the parchment, please,"

he replied, with deliberate composure.

Archie gave it to him. He took it and

read it over and over again, muttering the

words to himself.

"You could find no cause for your friend's

death ? "

" None."

" You are quite certain, Mr. Forbes, that

the man you saw yesterday outside St.

George's Hospital was one of the Mueddins

whom you had already noticed in the

Mosque ? "

" Quite."

" Well, my dear friend, I am sorry to say

it looks a very queer business."

" And do you really believe that Tack's

death was the work of the Mueddin ?" I

cried, aghast at his words.

" No ; I only say that it is quite possible.

I recall a similar case ; the same thing may

happen again. The Arabians, upon whose

early researches the whole science of Europe

was founded, possess, of course, secrets un

known to our Western scientists of the

present day. I have seen some strange

things done by them. The act of sacrilege
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you both committed was one of the gravest

offences possible, but it is just within the

realm of possibility that such a crime might

have been looked over ; but as you, my friend,

killed one of the priests as well, the Moham

medans whom you so deeply insulted would

not leave a stone unturned to compass your

end. The marvel is that you escaped

immediate death. But now let us quite

clearly sum up the position as it stands."

As he spoke the Persian stood up. He

remained quiet for a moment thinking deeply,

then he crossed the room and took down a

volume in Arabic from a shelf. With pencil

and paper he began working some calcula

tions, referring now and then to an almanac,

and once to a map

of Asia.

We all three

watched him in

intense silence.

After a moment or

two he looked up.

"Assuming for

the sake of argu

ment that the Mued-

din whom you saw

last night has under- 9

taken this work of

revenge," he con

tinued, " the posi

tion is this. Owing

to the Arabs' year

being a lunar one,

the festival of Eed-

Al-Kurban does not

occur at the same

date each year. I

see, however, that

it will commence

according to our

calendar to-morrow,

the 8th of June, at daybreak, or Subh. At

daybreak or Subh the first call to prayer

is given by the Mueddin from the Mosque.

Now, Mecca is exactly 4odeg. longitude east

of Greenwich, and, therefore, day will break

with them two hours and forty minutes

earlier than with us â�� that is, at seven

minutes past one o'clock to-morrow morning.

Of course, the Mueddin, whom you believe

to have followed you, would know all this.

And as, according to the words on the

parchment, you are both to be dead before

sunrise on the festival of Eed-Al-Kurban,

so also, failing the fulfilment of this vow,

you are perfectly safe when that hour has

passed."

danger until after one o'clock to-morrow

morning ? " exclaimed Vivien.

"That is my belief," answered Dr. Khan,

bowing to her.

" But all this is most unsatisfactory," I

cried, getting up. ;'Surely, Dr. Khan, even

granted that it is as you say, we can easily

protect Forbes. He has but to stay quietly

at home until the hour of danger is past.

These Arabs are not magicians : they cannot

hurt a man in his own house, for instance ? "

" How was it your friend died ? " said the

Persian, looking full into Archie's face.

" That I cannot say," was the reply.

Dr. Khan shrugged his shoulders.

" You declare that the Arabs are not

magicians," he said,

turning to me, " but

that is just the

point. They art!

I can tell you things

which I have seen

with my own eyes

which happened in

Arabia that you

would find hard to

believe."

*HE HEGAN WORKING SOME CALCULATIONX."

"Then you believe that Archie is in grave

immediately answer,

less in deep thought.

" Very likely," I

answered, "but they

require the Oriental

stage and surround

ings for the exhibi

tion of the so-called

phenomena. They

cannot use magic

within the four-mile

radius of Charing

Cross, under the

vigilant eye of the

M etropolitan

police."

Dr. Khan did not

He remained motion-

" What do you intend to do to-night ? " he

said then, turning to Archie.

" I have made no plans," was the. low,

indifferent reply. " I am so certain of my

impending end," he continued, " that nothing

seems to make any difference."

" You must come home with us, Archie,"

cried Vivien. " Dr. Khan declares that after

one o'clock you are safe. Until one o'clock

you must be with us ; and suppose, Dr.

Khan," she added, "you come too?

Suppose we spend this momentous evening

together ? What do you say, father ? "

Before I could answer the Persian said,

slowly :â��
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" I was going to ask you to invite me.

Yes, I will come, with pleasure."

" One more question," said Vivien ; " you

do firmly believe that Archie will be safe

after one o'clock to-morrow morning?"

" Yes ; the words on the parchment point

distinctly to his death on or before the com

mencement of the festival. The Mohamme

dans keep their vows to the letter, or not at

all."

As he spoke Dr. Khan got up slowly, went

into his bedroom, and reappeared ready

dressed for the evening. It was already

nearly seven o'clock. We got into my

carriage and returned to Harley Street. I

sent a servant for Archie's evening dress to

the hotel, and at eight o'clock we found our

selves seated round the dinner-table. It was

a strange and silent meal, and I do not think

we any of us had much appetite.

I am naturally not a superstitious man, but

matters were sufficiently queer and out-of-the-

way to excite a certain foreboding which I

could neither account for nor dismiss. The

Persian looked utterly calm and indifferent,

as betokened his race. But I noticed that

from time to time he fixed his deep-set,

brilliant eyes on Forbes's haggard face, as if

he would read him through.

The night happened to be the

hottest of that year. There was

not a breath of air, and the heat

inside the house was stifling.

When dinner was over, Vivien

suggested that we should go into

my smoking-room. The house was

a corner one, and the windows

of the smoking-room were on the

ground floor, and looked into a side

street.

She seated herself by Archie's

side. He took little or no notice

of her. Khan continued to give

him anxious glances from time to

time. Vivien was restless, often

rising from her seat.

" Sit down, Miss Vivien," said

Dr. Khan, suddenly. " I know

exactly what you feel, but the time

will soon pass. Let me tell you

something interesting."

She shook her head. It was

almost beyond her power to listen.

The gloomy face of her lover, the

slightly bent figure which had been

so athletic and upright, the change

in the whole man, absorbed her

entire attention.

"Save him- give him back to me

if you can," was the unspoken wish in her

eyes, as they fixed themselves for a moment

on Dr. Khan's face.

He gave her a strange smile, and then

turning addressed me. He was the most

brilliant talker I ever met, and on this

occasion he roused all the power of his great

intellect to make his conversation interesting.

He related some of his own experiences in

the East, and made many marvellous reve

lations with regard to modern science.

Eleven and twelve chimed from a neigh

bouring church clock. Soon after midnight

the Persian, who had been silent for several

moments, said, suddenly, " During this last

hour of suspense, I should like to put out

the electric light."

As he spoke he crossed the room, and

was about to switch off the current when

our attention was suddenly attracted to

Vivien. She had sunk back in her seat

with a deep sigh. The intense heat of the

room had been too much for her.

"Air! Air!" I cried.

Archie laid his hand on the heavy sash of

one of the windows and raised it. There

seemed to be a hush everywhere â�� I had

never known so still a night. But just at

REELKO AND CLUTCHED WII.DI.Y AT THE UNTEI. OF THE

WINDOW."
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that instant I sawâ��or fancied I sawâ��the

tassel of the blind move, as though the air

had quivered.

The next instant Khan uttered a sharp

cry.

" He is thereâ��he has done itâ��I thought

so!"

The words died on his lips, for Archie

Forbes reeled, clutched wildly at the lintel of

the window, and then with a heavy thud lay

like a log on the floor.

I had always looked upon the Persian as

a man of exceptional promptitude and great

strength of character, but never for a moment

had I realized his lightning grasp of an

emergency.

" Artificial respiration â�� don't lose a

moment. Take his chest, man; we shall

save him!" he cried. As he spoke he

leapt through the open window, vaulted the

railings, and was in the street.

The shock acted upon Vivien like a

charm. With her assistance I tore open

Forbes's collar and shirt, and began apply-

gasp. It was followed by another. We re

doubled our efforts and waited for a moment.

Forbes began to breathe again ; we drew

back and dashed the sweat from our stream

ing faces.

" He will do now," whispered Khan;

" leave him quiet."

" What is it ? For God's sake, what is it ? "

I said, as soon as I could get my voice to

speak.

" I will tell you. This has been the most

dastardly and awful thing. I have been

trying to get at the solution the whole

evening, and just grasped it as Mr. Forbes

stood up to open that window. I was too

late. He got what they meant for him, but

he will do. Yes, his pulse is stronger."

I laid my hand on the victim's wrist: the

beats came more regularly each moment,

though he was still only half-conscious.

" But what can it be ? " I cried ; " what

have you discovered ? "

Khan's eyes were blazing with excitement.

" What has happened? " I continued. "A

TORE OPEN FOHBES'S COLLAR."

ing artificial respiration with all my might.

In less than a minute the Persian came back.

He carried a small box in his hand.

" The solution of the mystery," he said.

" I will explain presently. Now to save him.

I believe we shall do it"

He fell on his knees and helped me with

the artificial respiration with all his might.

For five long minutes there was not the

slightest result. Then there came a feeble

Vol. xvi.â��99.

bullet through the brain could not have been

more instantaneous; but, silent and unseen,

before our very eyes the blow fell and left

no trace. This is magic with a vengeance."

" I will explain it," said Khan. " I have

been hammering out the solution all the

evening, and, fool that I was, never suspected

the real thing until just too late. Look

hereâ��here is something that your modern

scientific criminal has never dreamt of."
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" Rut what the deuce is it ?" I said,

examining a small box in much bewilder

ment which Khan now placed in my hands.

Three of the sides and the top and bottom

were made of wood, but across one end was

stretched some material which looked like

indiarubber. At the opposite end to this

was a small â�¢ circular opening, which could

be closed by a hinged flap.

" Explain what this means, for God's sake,"

I cried. As I spoke I bent my nose towards

the box, and instantly was seized by a catch

ing sensation at the back of the throat.

'' Ah, you had better not come too close to

it," cried Khan. "This box contained the

most deadly gas known to modern chemists :

the vapour of concentrated anhydrous

hydrogen cyanide."

I started back. Well did 1 know the

action of this most infernally potent and

deadly gas. Still, the mystery of how the gas

reached Forbes was unexplained.

" How was it done ? " I cried, staring at

Khan in absolute bewilderment.

"Simply in this way," he answered. As

he spoke he lit a. cigarette, and at the same

time laid his hand on the box. " The poison

was projected as a vortex ring in the marvel

lous and mysterious rotational motion which

vortex rings assume. This motion can be im

parted to gas, but even scientists of the present

day cannot explain it, although the study has

given rise to Thompson's fascinating theory

on the constitution of matter. All we

know is this," continued Khan, " that, pro

jected by the operator, a ring of that gas

would move through the air as a solid body,

and would burst as true as a shot from a

rifle, and slay as quickly, only it would be

perfectly silent and invisible. When made

with smoke these rings are visible, of course,

and we can watch their motionâ��so." He

shot a ring of cigarette smoke from his

mouth, and I watched it as it sailed across

the room and burst at last into curling

wreaths.

"With this apparatus," he continued,

pointing to the box, " an enormous velocity

could be given to a vortex ring. Even in

broad daylight its approach could not be

seen, and, breaking on the mouth and

nostrils of a man, it would instantly kill him

unless artificial respiration were immediately

resorted to. Yes," he added, "the modern

detective has a lot to learn."

" But the man who did it ? " I cried.

" Gone ! We shall never see or hear of

him again. He must have seen me when I

leapt from the window, and dropped the box

in his hasty flight. Of course he followed

us here, and crept up to the open window.

This was the Mueddin's chanceâ��he pro

jected the vortex ring straight into Archie's

face. Thank Heaven, the instant remedies

employed have saved him. One second's

delay, and he must have died."

Forbes had now staggered to a sitting

posture, and Vivien had fallen on her knees

by his side.

"Leave us alone, father," she said to me;

"yes, leave us alone for a little."

And the Persian and I slowly left the room.

My girl is now married to Archie Forbes.

She loves him, as only such women can love.

He has recovered his manhood and his

pluck, but there is a shadow on his face

which I think will stay there while he lives.
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N the far-off land of Bombaloo

there reigned, long, long ago,

a cruel and wicked Queen.

All day long, year in, year

out, the unfortunate people of

her realm groaned and wept

under her merciless rule. On a high hill,

overlooking the city, she dwelt in a magnifi

cent palace, with spires and turrets reaching

to the clouds. Years before, when good

King Greybeard had held his Court there, the

land had been peaceful and smiling ; con

tentment reigned in palace and cottage alike,

and happy faces appeared everywhere in

place of sorrow and tears.

But, alas! the good King fell on evil

days. His beautiful young wife died,

leaving him a little, tender girl babe to

care for, and in the midst of his sorrow

his country was attacked by Queen Grizzle

and her fierce knights, and although

King Greybeard's forces fought long and

STORY FOR CHILDREN,

Bv JOHN C. WINDER.

bravely they were overcome, and he was

slain.

The first thing that Queen Grizzle did when

she had seized the throne was to order the

death of Princess Pearl, King Greybeard's

little daughter; but the soothsayers and

magicians of her Court warned her that, if the

child were killed, fortune would turn against

her, and not even their evil powers would be

able to protect her from punishment for her

crimes. So the little Princess was carried

away into the depths of a great forest, and

given to a frightful old witch to take charge of. â�¢

Now this old witch was a very wonderful

person. Ordinary magic was nothing to her ;

and she was only to be consulted on very

special occasions, and with great ceremony.

She lived in a large inclosure right in the

midst of the forest, surrounded by a high

wall which she had made herself. This wall

was very thick, and of a dark grey colour,

quite smooth and warm, andâ��alive.
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Inside the wall was her cottage, with a

garden all round it, in which grew curious

herbs and flowers. The witch could please

herself what sort of weather she had ; so

that, when you got up in the morning, you

never knew whether it would be summer or

winter; and if she were in a bad temper she

would, you may be sure, have the ground

several inches deep in snow, and a cold wind

blowing. Here Princess Pearl was brought

up, and she grew, year by year, into a maiden

of wondrous loveliness. Her features were

exquisitely formed, her eyes large and soft

and of a deep blue colour, and her hair fell

in shining waves down to her waist.

She knew that she was a Princess, and,

although the witch often gave her menial

tasks to do, she seldom murmured.

" She cannot have power over my mind,"

said Pearl. " I am a

Princess -still, and my heart

is pure and noble, even

if my hands have to do

work which is distasteful

to me.'

But she was very sad

and her beautiful face .wore

a wistful expression, which

would have touched any

but a witch's heart. Once,

when the witch was very

bad-tempered, Pearl begged

her, with tears, to tell her

what was the matter.

" The matter is," said

the witch, " that I would

like to have your heart to

eat. Mind I don't tear it

out some day," and she

gnashed her great teeth in

Pearl's face.

Then Pearl stood up, pale

and proud, and said : " You

may try to frighten me, if

you like; but I am a King's

daughter, and though you

kill me I will not fear you."

"Go along, you little

hussy," growled the witch;

" boil me a beef-steak at

once, and see that there

are plenty of black-beetles

in the sauce; you

will catch as many as you want in the

kitchen."

You will perhaps wonder why Pearl did

not try to escape. It was of no use. No one

could get past the terrible living wall that

surrounded the witch's habitation. The

only way out was through its mouth, and that

would only open at the witch's own com

mand. But deliverance was nearer than

Pearl thought.

Outside in the forest, one fine summer

morning, a youth was wending his way down

the long, sun-flecked, whispering aisles that

stretched away among the trees.

There, straight in front of him, a little

rosy cloud stretched across his path. It was

like one of those delicate films that float

awhile and fade in a summer sunset; and on it,

poised as lightly as thistledown, was the most

exquisite little creature that could possibly

be imagined.

Small as a child, she had the form and

beauty of a full-grown woman, and seemed

like some charmingly moulded statuette

endued with lifeâ��yet so fragile that a breath

4 FI.OKIAN STOOD

would destroy her. Florian, for that was

the youth's name, stood still in amazement,

and gazed on the wonder. Presently she

spoke, and the air seemed full of faint,

delicious music.

" Fair youth," she said, " I see you are
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surprised. You may well be so, for to few

is it allowed to meet me face to face. I am

Fairy Echo."

'' 1 am the youngest son of the King of

Cosmogon," replied Florian, " and I am

travelling over the world seeking my fortune.'1

" If you desire adventure, go no farther,"

said Fairy Echo. " Here, in this forest, is

adventure to satisfy the most venturesome."

" I pray you tell me the meaning of your

words,1' said Florian.

" There is," replied the fairy, " held prisoner

by a foul witch the most beautiful Princess

in the world. Long has she pined in cap

tivity, and only a truly brave man can set

her free. If I am -not mistaken," she con

tinued, " I see one before me now."

" I do not know," said the Prince,

" whether I should allow you to call me

truly brave; but I am ready to do my best

to set the Princess free."

"Very well," said the fairy, "I will give

you all the help I can ; but 'tis no easy task

you undertake. In the first place, you will

have to climb the wall that surrounds the

witch's house, and, as that is quite smooth

and very lofty, without a single break or

crevice, you will find these very necessary."

Hearing a slight jingle on the ground at

his feet, Florian looked down and saw

several large spikes and steel hooks.

" The spikes you must fasten to your

feet, and with the hooks you must pull

yourself up," explained the fairy. " But

the witch has very sharp ears, and will

soon know that someone is trying to

climb the wall, so that, as soon as your head

appeared over the top, she would send her

ravens to pick out your eyes. Take this

jewel, and, so long as it remains in your

pocket, you will be quite invisible. You

must then climb down the inside "of the wall,

and when the witch has her back turned

towards you, go boldly up to her, and with

this sword strike off her head."

" Oh," cried Florian, " I cannot kill a

woman."

" She is not a woman at all," said the fairy,

"only a vile enchantress who is unworthy

to live. Do as I bid you, and all will

be well."

As she spoke, the music again sounded,

the shining cloud grew gradually dimmer,

and, with a soft sigh of harmony, the fairy

vanished from Florian's sight. For a few

moments he stood as if dazed, listening to

the murmurs of the forest, and then he picked

up the sword, fastened it to his side by its

splendidly-jewelled belt, placed the spikes

and hooks in his pouch, and the jewel

in his pocket.

" I wonder if I am invisible," he thought,

and stepped boldly forward.

Presently he heard the cooing of a dove in

a tree close to him, and, looking round, saw

a white one, which, as soon as he had

observed it, flew in front of him as if to

show him the way.

" The fairy gave me no directions," he said

to himself; "I will follow the dove, and per

haps it will lead me to the witch's house."

Deeper and deeper he went into the shade

of the forest, and always in front of him he

heard the soft note of the dove, until at last

he stood before the great, smooth wall behind

which the Princess Pearl was imprisoned.

He touched it with his hand, and to his

surprise found that it was quite warm. He

looked up, and the top seemed to be right

up in the clouds. Then he drew his sword,

and stuck the point into the wall, which

cringed and quivered, while the air around

was filled with strange, dull meanings.

Nothing daunted, he fastened the spikes

to his shoes, and, grasping the sharp hooks in

either hand, he commenced to climb. The

witch, who sat in her cottage, heard the

hollow groans of the wall, and knew that

someone was outside.

" Let them kick," quoth she ; " they cannot

get in, and a little knocking about will do my

wall no harm."

The groans and howlings continued so

long, however, that she went out into the

garden to find out what was the matter.

" If anybody is trying to get in," she

muttered, " I will frighten them."

Then she threw something up in the air,

and immediately a violent thunderstorm

commenced. The wind roared through the

forest, and the rain came down in a perfect

deluge. Still the weird moaning went on.

" I never knew my wall behave like this

before," said the witch. " I must have a

look round."'

So she looked carefully at the wall, and in

one place she saw what looked like large

gashes on the inside of the wall, from which

a dark liquid was oozing. They were really

the marks made by Florian's spikes, but, as

he was invisible, the witch could only see the

wounds he made in the wall.

After a while the groans ceased, but that

was because Florian had climbed down and

was inside the inclosure. The witch sniffed

the air. Florian thought he had never seen

such a hideous creature, and was not at all

sorry that he had to cut off her head.
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" Oh, oh," said the witch, " what a peculiar

smell. I declare I could almost persuade

myself that there was a man in my garden.

How I should like one for dinner. Pearl,

come here," she called.

Then Pearl came slowly and wearily out of

the cottage, and Florian was filled with

admiration for her beauty, and longed to tell

her that he had come to save her. The

witch caught her by the shoulder.

" Do you smell anything, you plague-

spot ? " she screamed

" No," replied

Pearl, "only the

herbs and flowers."

Florian sat

down on a bench

in the garden, and

as soon as the

witch turned her

back on him, he

took the jewel

out of his pocket

and placed it

beside him. In a

moment Pearl saw

him, and gave a

loud cry. He

hurriedly -replaced

it in his pocket.

" What is the

matter with you,

you little wretch ? "

cried the witch.

" If you startle

me again, I'll have

your great eyes

stewed for my

supper."

The witch saw

that Pearl was

looking with

astonishment at

the bench on

which Florian

sat, and she moved

There was a terrific crash of thunder, and

in a moment all was enveloped in thick

darkness. Florian felt that his senses were

leaving him. He staggered forward a

few paces, and then fell unconscious

to the ground. When he came to himself

he found that he was lying in the midst of a

broad, green meadow. The sun was shining,

the birds were singing, and his head rested

in the lap of the most charming maiden he

had ever seen â�� it was Princess Pearl.

" I'EAKL SAW HIM, AND GAVE A LOUD CRY."

towards him, holding out her long, claw-like

hands. Florian started up to escape her

clutch, and in doing so the jewel fell out

of his pocket.

Then the witch, with flaming eyes, rushed

upon him, and a dreadful scene ensued, the

hag pursuing Florian round the garden, and

in and out of the cottage, with frightful cries,

while the Princess looked on with mingled

horror and admiration. At last, just as the

witch was making a wild dash at Florian, he

sped past her, and, with a great sweep of his

fairy sword, cut off her hideous head.

my home, and I

father's care."

" Where is the

witch's cottage?

come

asked.

"I

How did we

here ? " he

know,"

Pearl.

you cut

witch's

do not

replied

"After

off the

head, I

remember no-

thing; but I

think that we are

free."

" I am sure we

are," said Florian.

"But, beautiful

maiden, what _ are

we to do ? "

" Alas ! I can

not say," answered

Pearl. " I know

not how far we

are from my

father's kingdom,

and if we were

to return there,

I fear no one

would recognise

me after all these

years."

"Never mind,"

said Florian, " I

will protect you.

We will return to

give you into my

While they were talking, the white

dove which had guided Florian through

the forest came fluttering round, and

to Pearl's delight settled on the Prince's

shoulder.

" Oh, what a lovely bird," she cried ; " I

am sure it will bring us good luck."

" Yes," replied Florian, " this bird

is a friend of mine. We will follow where

it leads us, and be sure we shall not go

astray."
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"WI'. H A GREAT SWEEP OF HIS FAIRY SWORD,

OFF HER HIDEOUS HEAD."

Then the bird spread its snowy wings

and flew in front of them, and they followed

its guidance until they came to the out

skirts of the forest.

Before them lay a wide plain, dotted

with farms, and smiling in the sunshine,

while in the distance they saw the smoke

of a city.

"Why, that is my father's city," cried

Pearl, "and there is the castle on the top of

that great hill."

VVonderingly they followed the dove over

the plain, and through the gate of the city.

Crowds of people thronged the streets, all

with sad and weary faces.

Pearl and Florian excited much comment

by reason of their radiant youth and beauty,

and many persons turned round to look at

them.

An old woman stopped them as they went

up the hill to the castle.

" Whe-e are you going, my children ? " she

asked.

" To the castle, good dame," answered

Florian, " whither this white dove appears to

be leading us."

" Do not go," said the woman ; " the dove

â�¢

may be one of the Queen's

evil messengers. She hates

youth and beauty, and will

most likely throw you

into prison, or lay you

under some frightful en

chantment."

Nevertheless, they went

on until they came to the

palace gate, where a tall

soldier stopped them.

"Who are you?" he

asked, " and what do you

want ? "

"We desire to see

the Queen," answered

Florian.

" Pass on," said the

soldier, laughing. " You

are the first to make

such a request since I came

here."

They passed into the

courtyard â�� the dove lead

ing the way. Up magnifi

cent flights of stairs,

through marble corridors

and gleaming courts they

CUT went, until they came

to the great chamber

where the Queen held her

Court.

Ladies and gentlemen in silks and satins,

with dark, evil faces, leered at them and

whispered, but no one stopped them, and at

length they stood before the throne.

There sat Queen Grizzle, dressed in robes

of state, blazing with jewels, and holding in

her hand a golden sceptre. She was a tall,

dark woman, with black, frowning brows, and

as Florian led Pearl up to the throne, she

looked at him with a terrible glance.

" \Vhat are these ? " she asked, in a deep

voice.

No one answered.

" I am Florian, youngest son of the King

of Cosmogon," said the Prince, "and I

demand protection for this young lady."

" Demand protection ! " echoed the Queen.

"Aye, we will protect you. What, ho, my

guards ! Away with these malaperts. Lock

them up in the highest towers of the castle,

and to-morrow we will have their heads off."

Princess Pearl, hearing these dreadful

words, threw herself on her knees before the

Queen.

" Oh, please, please, do not cut off Florian's

head," she cried. "I am Princess Pearl,

King Greybeard's daughter, and he has
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rescued me from the dreadful witch of the

forest. Kill me if you like, but do not harm

him."

" Princess Pearl! " shrieked the Queen.

While his head was bowed in despair a

sunbeam glanced into the gloomy chamber,

and with it came the same tremulous music

that had sounded in the forest; while a soft

voice seemed to murmur, " Be brave; all

will be well."

This cheered Florian's heart, but the hours

seemed very long as the day wore into

"l DEMAND PROTECTION FOR THIS YOUNG LADY."

" Oh, you little viper. I wish you had two

heads apiece, and then I could chop them all

off. Away with them. Build up the scaffold

at once, and see that they don't get a chance

of speaking to one another."

At these words the guards seized Florian

and Pearl, and, binding them with ropes, led

them away in different directions.

"Oh," thought Florian, "is it possible

that the fairy deceived me ? " The guards

hurried him up a long flight of stairs that

went round and round, and flung him into

a little room at the top of a high tower.

He sat down on a stool, and felt very

miserable as he thought of Princess Pearl.

"Why did we follow the dove?" he

murmured. " I ought to have known better

than to take her into the midst of such

danger."

twilight, and no one came near him. When

night fell he said his prayers, and sank into

an uneasy slumber, from which he was

awakened by hearing the key turn in the

rusty lock on the door of the prison.

It was early morning. The rough soldiers

bade him get up and follow them. He felt

sore and weary. The ropes with which he

was bound seemed to cut into his flesh, but

he kept up a brave heart.

They led him into the great courtyard of

the castle, and there a scene met his eyes

that was enough to make the boldest tremble.

All the balconies and windows round the

courtyard were crowded with courtiers and

servants, who hooted when Florian ap|>eared.

A high scaffold was erected in the centre,

and round it were drawn up troops of

soldiers, who stood quite still, and looked
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very fierce. Queen Grizzle sat in a special

balcony, where she could see everything and

give her orders.

As Florian crossed the courtyard from one

side, Pearl was brought in from the other,

and at the foot of the scaffold they met.

" Unfasten their bonds," shouted the

Queen, and in-another moment Pearl and

Florian were clasped in each other's arms.

A maidof-honour behind the Queen burst

into tears.

" What is all that noise?" asked Grizzle.

" They are so young, your Majesty," wept

the lady.

"Take her away," said the Queen, "and

when those two youngsters are dispatched,

off with her head as well." And the poor

maid-of-honour was carried fainting away.

Meanwhile the Prince and Princess had

gone, hand-in-hand, up the steps of the

scaffold.

" Do not be afraid, little Pearl," whispered

Florian. " It will soon be over, and then we

shall go away to a land where no one can

part us."

" No, I am not afraid," replied Pearl;

"but I know they

will hurt you."

T hen the

guards seized

Florian, and

forced him on his

knees, and a tall

man, dressed in

black, drew out a

long, shining

sword. Pearl

shuddered, and

shut her eyes.

Suddenly a

wonderful thing

happened. The

air was filled with

the sound of

Vol. xvi.â��100

voices singing triumphantly. Rosy clouds

floated into the courtyard. The executioner's

hand was stayed as if by magic, and a cascade

of flowers fell all over the scaffold. Queen

Grizzle stood up, pale and dreadful, but her

voice was frozen in her throat, for Fairy

Echo, tall and splendid now, stood before her.

" Oh, cruel and wicked Queen," she cried,

" you who have abused your power and been

a scourge to the land, take now the reward

of your evil deeds. Your kingdom is taken

from you, and you, deprived of your reason,

must wander over the earth until your heart

becomes soft and mild. As for this brave

youth, whose life you would so lightly have

taken, he has shown himself well worthy of

the hand of the rightful heir lo this throne,

and I here proclaim Prince Florian and

Princess Pearl King and Queen of Bombaloo."

Here she waved her wand, and Queen

Grizzle, with wild looks, came down from the

balcony, and walked across the courtyard

and out of the castle ; and she has never been

heard of from that day to this.

Most of the Court followed her example,

when they found the turn matters were

"A TALI. MAN, DRESSHD IN IH.ACK, DREW out A MING, SHINING SWORD."

taking, and there

were great rejoic

ings all over the

country. The

maid - of- honour

who wept became

Queen Pearl's

favourite lady,

which shows that

kind thoughts are

never wasted.

Florian made a

very good King,

and, asF'airyEcho

kept an eye on

things, no one

had much cause

to grumble.
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HOW MISTLETOE GROWS.

The average young mnn is far too liusy availing

himself of the privilege which ihe possession of a

piece of mistletoe is supposed to confer upon

him to pay much heed as to how the plant grows.

In the above reproduction, however, may be seen

an enormous mistletoe - bush, growing on an

apple-tree in the garden of Mr. Geo.

Cato, of Tring, Herts. The group Iwnealh

it â�� by Ihe way, notice that two of these

are ladies â�� serves well to show the ex

traordinary development of the plant. The

apple - tree does not appear to suffer at

ail from the presence of its parasite, bear

ing fruit as plentifully as its unencum

bered brethren. The photo, was sent in

by Mr. White Stevens, of Beech Grove,

Tring.

LOOKING Ul> BLACKPOOL TOWER.

To the making of extraordinary photo

graphs there is no end. We published two

months ago, in this section, a remarkable

photo, taken from the top of a building

in Chicago, and now along conies Mr. F. G.

White, of 23, Adelaide Street, Blackpool,

with a snap-shot taken from the base of

the Blackpool Tower looking up through a

bewildering mass of girders, braces, and

staircases to the summit of the edifice. This

phoin. gives one a very good idea of the

complicated construction of these sky-scraping

erections.

A gUEER FIDDLE.

This gentleman is playing a fiddle. You might not

think so to look at him, but he is. His instrument is

made out of an empty biscuit tin, with a piece of wood

stuck in it for a handle. From this, across the tin,

the wires arc stretched. The day l>efore our photo.

was taken had Ireen wet, and to protect his precious

fiddle from the inclemencies of the weather the owner

erected a sort of tent over it. This is drawn back in

Ihe photo, to show the instrument. While never

likely to become as valuable as a " Strad," this tent-

prolecled fiddle is undoubtedly far and away ahead of

the tin-kettle atrocily played by the man in the street.

The photo, was sent in by Mr. A. A. C. Nickson,

Kathescar, Greenbank Drive, Sefton Park.

" Copyright, 1898, by George Newnes, Limited
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A REMAKKABI.E DIVE.

Fair of Smilh Carolina was in progress

City of Columbia, and, in addition to the

usual " side - shows," the wide awake

executive committee secured the services

of a professional diver, who was to dive

from a pole 75ft. high into 3ft. of water.

After erecting this pole, the diver pro

cured a lank, measuring i6ft. lung by Sfi.

wide and jft. deep. This he placed about

4oft. from the bnse of the mast. Then he

climbed to his eyrie, tested the wind, and in

less time than it takes to write it was climb

ing out of the shallow tank none the worse

for his flight. The crowd around the pole

was so dense, that Mr. II. J. Simmons, of

Columbia, S.C., who look the snap-shots,

ha I to retire some considerable distance

before he could use his camera.

Here we have two splendid pholos. of a feat

which smacks of the Royal Aquarium. The State

in the

from a yjtolo. bu South Coasl fluitofrat^ic Co., PorMade.

THE PIGEONS' CURIOUS NEST.

There are eccentrics among birds as there are

amon^ human l>cings, and ihe pair of pigeons who

built this strangely-situated nest were surely splendid

specimens of the type. We will let Mr. G. H.

Rose, of 5, Courtenay Terrace, Portslade-by-Sea, who

sent in (he photo., tell the story. " My brother and

I," he says, "occupy the same room, and one morn

ing we were aroused by the 'cooing* of two pigeons

which had flown into the bedroom through the open

window. The birds soon collected mateiials for build

ing, and in a couple of days had made a nest on

the dressing-table. On the third day an egg was

laid and ihe birds began to sit, the cock by day and

the hen by night. The solitary egg was hatched, and

ihe fledgling pigeon is getting on famously." Not the

least remarkable fact is, that the dressing-table was in

constant use during the time of building and silling.

PICTURE GALLERY ON THE WALLS OF AN INN.

These sketchesâ��strangely suggestive of some of

Cruikshank's caricaturesâ��arc to l>e found on the

walls of a lillle inn, much frequented hy artisls, in

the village of St. Marlin L'Eglise, near Dieppe.

They are ihe work of many hands, and some of them

represent all that the landlord received in payment of

his little bill. This photo, was sent in by Mr. E. II.

Elgee, of Deane House, Winchester.
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AN AUTOMATIC

WORLD.

Three young men

of Chillicothe, Ohio,

U.S.A., whose por

traits we reproduce,

have just completed,

with no other tools

than ordinary pocket-

knives, the remarknble

automaton shown in

accompanying photo.

This represents the

progress of our little

planet from the

earliest ages. There

are more than five

thousand pieces in this

stupendous piece of

work, and every detail

is carried out with an

ingenuity truly surpris

ing. All the figures

are made to move by

the aid of ingenious

devices, which are as

clever in their way as

the carving. At the

bottom of the automa

ton is a tableau re

presenting the proces

sion of the animals

into the ark. There

are sixty animals and

forty birds in the pro-

WALTLIl ]i; M I i: JAMK3 M. KDU1NUTUN. AXHIIEW J. COCK1

cession, and they move with a stately stride which is

very amusing. Next co.nes a scene representing

the progress of the

world. The Vikings

are followed by Colum

bus, Cabot, Ponce de

Leon, and other great

explorers, win ling up

with a p resent-day

picture. Aliove this are

twenty-six compait-

ments showing various

branches of modern in

dustry. There isaflour-

mill, a stone-crusher, a

knitting-mill, an engine-

room, a cooper's shop,

a smithy, .1 saw-mill,

and many others, each

equipped with miniature

working machineiy and

moving figures. A

To-night

practicable railway and a dramatic scene represent

ing the destruction of the battleship Maine are in

preparation, and will be added when complete.

The industrious trio have aheady spent two years

in the construction of their microcosm. We are

indebted for the photos, to Mr. B. E. Stevenson.

"ENGLISH AS SHE IS WROTE."

Time and again have we waxed merry over

the desperate attempts of the poor foreigner to

wrestle with the intricacies of our language, and

here we have a veritable gem, from the pen

probably of some Bengali liabu. The warning at

the foot of this queer play-bill, presumably

addressed to the Hooligans of India, is particu

larly worthy of notice. As Mr. G. L. Johnstone,

of Aha House, Alvn, N.B., who sends us the

piay-bill, remarks : " It S|>eaks for itself."

To-night '

The Star of India Dramotic & Opeira Company

Names of Play.

Terms of Tickets

Reserved

1 st Class

2 nd Class

3 rd Class

Rs. As P.

7 J/S^~MA /Â» j^fT^~. i /'OL. >* /\./1 /

Doors. will be open a,t *f & the Play will Commenced at Â£ -y[/yv\,

I2T" If body makes quSrilliog noiceiir any Kind, then he will be turn out without

Keturnine h\Â». ticket <S^will be handed over to the Felice.
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A TRACTION

ENGINE OF WOOD.

The w o n d e r f u 11 y

complete model of a

trnclion engine shown

in this photograph is

the handiwork of Mr.

Charles I'ope, of Tern-

birland, Lincolnshire,

whose achievement is

rendered all the more

remarkable from the

fact that his entire

tool outfit consisted

of a pocket knife, a

half-inch saw, and an

ol.l file. The entire

model is practically

made out of old boxes,

the boiler being

covered with tin from

disused sweet canisters.

The fly and steerage

wheels are cut out of

one piece of wood

from a soda box,

which was first "of

all boiled and then

1

turned to Ihe required shape. The model is 4ft. 7in. long,

by 2 ft. 3in. wide, and every joint and part of mechanism is

in perfect working order, being copied in miniature from an ordinary

traction engine.

te

i

DOG LEAPING AFTER A BALL.

This is not a "spirit photograph," but a snap-shot taken by Mr.

esse W. Gainsforcl, ol Woodihorpe Hall, Sheffield, representing

is fox-terrier in the act of catching a tennis ball thrown into the

air. The dog watches the ball rise and descend. Then when it is

alxiut five feet from the ground he leaps into the air and catches

it in his mouth, frequently performing the most amazing evolu

tions in the attempt.

THE OLDEST VOLUNTEER IN ENGLAND.

ranks, but the honour of being absolutely the oldest volunteer in

The Volunteer Force includes a good many veterans amongst its

Company, 3rd V.B. Cheshire Regiment, whose photograph is

Kngland belongs (o IÂ»ince-sergt. James Hancroft, of (K) Cheadle

given herewith. Although eighty-

two years of age, he accom-

panieil the liattalion to its annual

camp this year at St. Anne's, and dur

ing the year he made 48 in his class-

firing, a score which many lads of

i

twenty fail to obtain. He joined the

Volunteers in 1860, but is compelled

to retire this year. Mr. Hancroft

h.is l>een a l>c!l - ringer at Cheadle

I'arish Church over sixty years.
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TESTING THE POSTAL OFFICIALS.

Some people seem to find pleasure in taxing the

ingenuity of our hard-worked postal authorities to the

utmost. The person who posted the annexed

envelope, wilh its curious address, must surely have

l>een of the number, for the scanty direction on the

missive is well calculated to make the average sorter

throw up his hands in despair. The design on the

left is a photograph of the knocker on the door of the

village blacksmith at Thornhill, Dumfriesshire. The

hammer, it will be seen, is a horseshoe, and it strikes

upon a miniature anvil. The print was gummed on

the envelope, and the word " Thornhill " added. The

letter was duly delivered. Photo, sent in by Mr. G.

Pattinson, 2, Park Terrace, Dumfries, N.B.

THE "PUFFING HOLE" OF KILKEE.

At various places around the coast there are to be

found curious holes, which,- connected with the sea

by passages in the rock, spout out columns of water

and spray high into the air when a wave breaks on

the shore. Our photo, shows the " puffing hole" at

Kilkee, so called from its habit of " puffing" out a

cloud of milk-v\hite spume when a heavy roller

crashes on to the rocks below. Photo, sent in by

Mrs. J. Marks, 91, Randolph Gardens, N.W.

A PRIMITIVE THRASHING MACHINE.

The poor horse seen in this photo, is having a l>ad

time of ii, and he is expressing his feelings hy indig

nantly flourishing his tail. He is tied fast by the head

to a post, and stands on a kind of wheeled platform,

which his own weight causes to revolve. He is thus

forced to constantly walk up the moving incline, setting

in motion the thrashing machinery. This unique equine

treadmill is to l>e found in the village of Crecy, and until

quite recently isolated specimens were to l>c met with in

the remoter districts of Ireland. Photo, sent in by Miss

Alice H. Walker, The Gordon Boys' Home, Woking.
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PLACES IN " HAMLET."

The set of photos, we reproduce on

this page should lie of the deepest interest

to all lovers of Shakespeare. The first

represents " Ophelia's Well," at Helsing-

furs, Denmark. Here Hamlet's sorrowful

love came to weep and to bind up her

flnwers, according to tradition. The clear,

col;! stream issuing from the rock falls with

a musical splash into the basin below,

which, walled in with rough stones,'and

backed by the cross with its simple insciip-

tion, stands out prominently against the

background of sombre woods.

Next we have a photo, of " Hamlet's

(jrave," where the famous Prince of Den

mark is supposed to rest, his soliloquies

hushed for ever beneath the rugged cairn.

Visitors to this tomb--and there are many

â��have to pay a fee of twenty-five ore

(about jd.) for the privilege.

Our third photograph has also a close

connection with the melancholy Prince,

since it was on the rain|Kirts of this

great Fortress of Kronborg that he met his father's ghost.

â�¢s '-

-

The photo, also appeals to English readers for

another reason, because

it was in this frowning

fortress that Princess

Matilda, the unhappy

English wife of Christian

VII., King of Denmark,

was imprisoned. These

photographs, taken at

the end of the nine

teenth century, seem to

bring us curiously close

to the period of the

tragedy, and it is no

wonder that tourists visit

Helsingfors in their hun

dreds, going away to read

their " Hamlet" with an

interest heightened by the

local associations they

have just left. Photos,

sent in by Mr. A. Mundy,

163, Wallow Street,

Dayton, Ohio.

from riwtot. by Jai* J/<HferÂ«, Heltiiiyjr.
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HOW A COW GOT INTO DIFFICULTIES.

The unfortunate cow seen in the photo, reproduced

here was snap-shotted by Mr. George I1'. Stroud, of

Beechwoocl House, Nunealon. There was a tempt

ing display of new-mown hay in the field adjoining

the cow's legitimate pasture, and she attempted to

reach it, with the result that the bottom rail of the

fence had to be broken before she could be released.

A MIDGET PONY.

We have had several photographs of animal

midgets in our "Curiosities" columns, but the

accompanying illustiation shows one of the prettiest

little Shetland ponies we have seen. This interest

ing photograph was sent to us by Mr. James A. Cook,

of the New Empire Theatre, Liverpool, and it

represents what is probably the smallest pony in the

United Kingdom. Mr. Cook writes: " Knowing

that you are always on the look-out for anything in

the way of novelties, I send you a photo, of a little

thoroughbred Shetland pony, three years old, which

I think is quite unique in its way. She stands only

Jlin. high, and h.is attained her full growth." This

diminutive animal is harnessed to a governess cart,

which is just large enough to carry a small child

comfortably, and as a matter of fact the cart is

constantly driven about the town, so that the sight of

this tiny conveyance trotting along the streets is quite

a familiar one. Photo, taken by Brown, Barnes,

and Bell, Liverpool.

AN EXPLOSION WORTH

This photo, was taken by a lieutenant in (he Royal

Engineers, at Bombay, and shows the effect of the

explosion of 550!!). of gun-cotton, worth alxjut Â£70.

The column of sand and water raised was upwards of

I3oft. high, and the intrepid photographer was only

some sixty yards from the scene of this colossal

upheaval, which is piobably as near as anyone could

go and live. The occupants of the little Ixiat seen

in the foreground arc wailing to pick up the dead fish

which will come to the surface in immense quantities

after the explosion.
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And IB still unrivalled for Quality and Cheapness.

REFINED SPARKLING

Delicious BLANO-MANGZ, and many other appetising Luncheon,

I'nm.T, and bupper Dishes. Absolutely Pureâ��A One-Ounce I*acket

makes a Quart of Sparkling Jellyâ��ERRS may be dispensed with.

Sample and Recipe* on receipt of Id. stamp to cofer poÂ«tagÂ«. In

Packets only, of Grvcert, Cheniistt, and Storee everywhere.

Makes clear and Crystalline â�¢

J. & G. COX, Limited, Gorgfe Mills, Edinburgh.

And Eaitckeap Buildings, London. Established 172fi.

To Beaderi of "The Strand Magazine." 1 12 98, on receipt

of Portal Order or Stamps, value,

(Regd.). We will send you THE LARGEST GENUINE REVER

SIBLE CARI'ET in BRDSSEL8 PATTERN WITH RUG ever sold at

the price, direct from the Looms to any address on receipt of amount

Suitable for drawing-room, dining-room, bedroom, etc., bordered and

woren in Brussels pattein^os an advertisement for our goods, thus

saving any middle profit. Remember these are woreti, and are made

of a material almost equal to wool. Thousands of these Carpets have

ln-r-n already sold at double these prices.

Special Offer- 2 CARPETS and 2 RUGS. SB. [Cut thi' out.

ILLl'STRATED BARGAIN CATALOGUES of Carpets, Hearth-

ruga, Table Liucm. i.1 imams, etc.. Tost Free.

PRODIGIOUS BALE OF THE "PRUDENTIAL"

TURKEY PATTERN CARPETS (Reg.)

ReTersible, woven throughout, Iwrdered, richly blended in acreral

colon '

RÂ«Â«l

eTeriible, woven throughout, lÂ«ruered, nchlr blended in (wrem

dour* to suit any furniture. Then* goods cannot be distinguished fror

eal HrufeMls when laid down, and cannot l>e cicelled in durability.

.

7)ft. by 9ft.

â�¢ft IPJ 9ft.

9ft. by lu'ft.

Oft. by 9ft.

â�¢ft. by rjft.

lOjft. by 12ft.

4>. Od.

58. lid.

71. 6d.

8s. 6d.

Ba. ed.

12ft. by rjft' I i.i I 12Â». Od.

12ft. by mft. I Si J 14Â». Â«d.

ISft. by 15ft f -o . 1 15Â«. Bd.

9ft. br lift

12*. ed.

lla. 6d. 12ft by 21ft J KÂ« V 22l. 6d.

U hen ordering, pleau mention if for Red, Dining, Drawing, or Sitting

12ft. by 18ft I 3-3 19a.6d.

Ku.iiu, and any particular colour preferred.

A Reversible HunMhrug (Regd.l, to match sent for It. 6d.

extra. al?.e 2yd*. X lyd. Chrques and P.O.'a payable to

F. HODGSON & SON, Woodsley Rd., Leeds.

THE 'COUNTY"WATCH

Ordinary

Price,

_*

Â£8-8

â�¢ â�¢* ^^ KTXÂ£V thorouyhlu well-made, i;li-

A high - class 1 plate

Lever, fitted in SUB

STANTIAL 14-ct. Uold

Half- Hunting Cases. A

W* â�¢**â�¢â�¢* ^ift3?ibw <l>ll>' valcn, such as only an

^ / ,, ,. , ^^iOÂ®k â�¢*PÂ«r* manufacturer could

produce. Elegant appear

ance. Compact .shape. It la

uiiflifltinguiehahle from a

watch r,.sting Â£'jfi, and fr^f-i

equally ;â�¢---' ni,.t Kor Colo-

D.al or Home wear, it u

Juet the watch for B gentle

man's pocket. Fine {-plate

Lever movement, }< t>'l><d

fn 1O holes, fitted with

Chronometer Balance-

adjusted for variati</nÂ» in

i >''',Â«t't,,,** and Bretfuet

Spring, preventing itltera-

tiiÂ»n if wurn i*n horseback.

STRONG 14-ct. GOLD

HalMluiitinfj cases, with the

hour numeral! handsomely

cnaineIlediintheoutercaB<\or

full-liunU-r if preferred. The

Fully worth Â£W KB, Supplied

also in SPECIALLY

MASSIVE 18-ct. GOLD

One out of thousand*. Mr. Michael Hurley, writing from

Marikuppam, Mysore St*te, India (Mysore Gold Mining Co., Ltd.),

steles: " Feb. is, 1898. Received watch in jjer/ert order. It acts as

a regulator: a lot../ the m.-Â» Â«>t their watcht* by it." Either of iho

above watches will be sent at II. White's own risk on receipt of

remittance Thciiue, I'.O.O or Note).

Half or Full Hum ing Cases,

with higher grade mmeineiit, ut Â£8 15s.. usual price Â£12 12s.

COLONIAL ORDERS n-cei .-e careful personal attention from a

memlÂ»r of the firm, and are dispatched by return mail, in perfeet

oomyot-der (at H. White'* risk). IntuiVl postage abroad (British

PoMrMioniti, 2/6 extra. Elsewhere, :â�¢'â�¢.

r â�¢Â»â�¢â��â�¢â�¢ Pook of I suites' and Genll<-nieni Watches, Rings,

Jewellery, &c. It is beautifully illuetnited, and tnay tare tfuu iMitnde.

BTOtp â�� H. White will forward every applicant his Guide

H.... ..._._ | Watch Manufacturer,

VVHI 1 J 104, MARKET STREET,

I Corner of Fountain Street {next

Ettab. 1840. I. to LewlB'ai, MANCHE TER.

IMPORTANT.â��No connection with any other firm in Market Street

" ~" Only Jirst-rate yoodÂ§ s

in your Throat

COUGH AND VOICE LOZENGE.

CHEMISTS THEMSELVES TAKE 'FROG.'

READ THIS!!

Messrs. J. FBI ..Lira A So*, Chemist*, NEWPORT, Men. : "'Frog' HU>*

perfectly astonish us. At first Customers tMtught single boxes to try it.

then, finding how good the ' Frog' is. frequently returned for three or fnur

more taxes at a time. We are constantly r^cemnÂ« most gratifTing testi

monials anont it from all classes. . . . Thi writer having a bad throat

* '

. . . .

last week, found the * t-rna ' excellent, and as he vted thtrn^ freely distributed

them arnongit friend* and ev "

,

evttomert who came in."

ALL CHEMISTS, 7^d. and Is. l>id. PER BOX.

THEY

GIVE

TKE

THROAT I

EASE

AND

REST.
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oTHE'ALFOSClT COSTUMES

Buy Direct from the Leading Firm of London Costumiers.

THE "ALFOSCO" HALF-GUINEA COSTUMES are acknowledged by thousands of delighted

Customers to be very far superior In Hake, Style, and Value to any Costumes ever offered to the

are the Sole Makers of the world-renowned " ALFOSCO " Costumes. The public are cautioned against

Public at anything approaching the same prlC3. ALLEN FOSTER & CO., THE LONDON MANUFACTURERS,

buying Imitations. All Orders must be sent direct to their London Address.

10/6

10/6

Design No. 455. HALF A GUINEA.

Is a Fashionable Costume fur the Winter

Season. A wonderful Costume fur Half a

Guinea. Hade in tbe Allen Fouler Speciality

Serve. It consints of the Stylish tteefer.

Jacket with fiishiouaMy-made Skirt, rclret

collar and tailor -TI rluiu*. (.'"stume com

plete, 1O/6- Skirt alone. 5/8. Thin Costume

In nur Heavy Anutxon C<Mttng for i ' >.

I'HI-I i if.' paid and lucked in leather board

box, if *itnu

7/6

Design No. 60.

esigm No. 100. HALF A GUINEA.

23

and M â�¢ 11 \ Li].. I -. thrumcd hraid and lanre but

ton*. The Hkirt ia well made, atid according to

the ['"â�¢-,.-ni fashion. Thoiuanltnf i â�¢ .ii.,,.,>n-ii->

Costume complete, 106; riurt only.

58. Yin- Costume, made in our new Venetian

Cloth, will be 13/6. Carriage paid, i..l extra.

A Costume any duly can wear. Made in the

Allen r'ostvrHpeualiu .-U-nre, UnsurpasMed for

wear and durability Thin attractive Costume

haHiLtight-lutiiLg Budlcr.wtih full-pleated front

10/6

Design No. 885. HALF A GUINEA.

M.I.!.' in the world-renowned Speciality SÂ«rn

â��all colour*. The BodicÂ« is shaped to to*

figure, and very prettily designed. It has a

pleated front, and trimmed witli a frill of rl*fa

carried over thn nhnnlders. and large fÂ»n*y

buttons. The I'.'-lio-.-inii sift-Tan arc lined. Tbe

Skirt is cut full and fashionably, Co*turn*

complete. 1O 0 ; Skirt alone. B'6. ThlÂ«

Deniim ix nl-o mÂ»'if in the Light-weight \>Â»e.

tiau L'loth fur 136, Carriage i*ni, 6d. exttft.

of Tlir -'I aÂ»d u . ;, , , that their NeÂ» ILLUSTItATEtl SKKTCII BOOK ol

COiTfMES und MANTLE4 for the Winter 3eaÂ»m i> now In cin-uliuion

i. !â�¢' i Co will he i.i,. i ,..| I,, i i â�¢. ii -I thii imhlic.iti ,11 together with l':ii !â��â�¢ n- of

their famous I ir, Â»- Mati>riaU. r,,- r FRKE on applcation to anj part of the World.

.-ALLEN FOMTEItirO beg t-> inform the n-Â»lÂ«ri

Daslgn No. 61. 7 8.-A GrÂ«\-. Bargain. The Cape'or tHe Million.

Price only 76, made in an excellent Beaver Cloth, with collar trimmed

with extra wide real Mohiiir Chinchilla. Colours: Fawn, Brown, Ureen,

Nary, and Black. Send for one. Sfcu-ely packed, iwnt Parcel Pott, ''

extra. Our New Illustrated Sektcli Hook cmitainH a numb-r of the

latest design i of Jacket* and Capes. Kent jÂ»oÂ«t free on application.

Dealfn No.94O. 1O/6.-A L adlntf Lin Â» In Jack-te. /â�¢â�¢â��

Tbo IteÂ«l Value ever offarod at the price. It ih d<mhlf>-hreaÂ«tÂ«i1, Â»^^

nicely ulitched. velvet collar, and good biiltoni, M *â�¢!" in the

" Amaxon " Coattng. OS Manufacturer's prloÂ«. '1'ln- - une

Jacket, made in t !.â�¢â�¢ n*wbttl Bearer C oth. in Blark, Fawn,

Bniwn. Nary, or OrMO,OUI b* ha-l for 13;9. Carrinip1 naid.iÂ»d. extra.

Highly recommended. Ill sending order, please give Butt nie*8urc-

nifnt under arms.

THE ALLEN FOSTER SPCCIALTTE SERGE Is made

In all the following shades: Rlack, Nary, T.ibac, RroÂ«r, Fawn,

Grey, Bloctrie Blue. Myrrle, Bronze (irren. N*w Blue. Kuliy. Cardinal,

etc. Any length out at 1/3 per yard, 541n. wide.

Regular Stock Sizes of CoÂ«tumes are 34, 36. Â«nd :i-in round

bust under arm*, the Skirts heinK-'W. 4n, and 4'in 1 i.-- in front Larger

and "!Â»â�¢' ri! 8tZAV i â�¢ â�¢ u-i -in^i -' , >v M memturementi. 1/8 extra.

Each Costume wrurely iwicked and Â«ent by r^rcel iÂ»oÂ«t, 6d. extra;

Skirtd only, ftd. extra, rleaw mention THK ^THAMD MAGAXIXK.

ALLEN FOSTER & CO.,

THE LONDON MANUFACTURERS.

17, ROSCOE STREET, GOLDEN LANE, LONDON, E.G.

,6d.

10/6

Design No. 040. 10 8
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SEE SPECIAL OFFER AT FOOT OF PAGE.

;v-^^ _-,.;. FOR THE HAIR -c-

KOKO

We maka no extravagant and foolUh

MÂ«Â«rtlonÂ« reipectlnj â�¢â�¢ KOKO." *.* to

It* being "the bÂ»Â«t In the world." and that hind

of nonsense. WÂ« point to our teÂ»tlmonlalÂ» In proof

of the valuÂ« of "KOKO" for the Hair. ThÂ» high

â�¢oclal Â«tandlne at the writer. lÂ« a guarantee of thÂ«

fanulnenaM and undoubted excellence of our pre

paration.

THEGERMAN AMBASSADOR'S DAUGHTER

writes :â��

"KOKO "is the BEST DRESSING 1 KNOW. IT

KEEPS the head cool, promotes growth, and is in

every way EXCELLENT.

PRINCESS HOHENLOHE.

A DOCTOR writes :

(The original may be seen at the Company's Offices)

Gentlemen,â��After using your " KOKO ' for over

six months, I must acknowledge its superiority over

any other dressing for the hair which I have tried.

It keeps the head perfectly cool, and ii does

eradicate dandriff, and gives the hair a fine, glossy

appearance. The medical treatment of dandriff may be

summed up in six wordsâ��viz., " Keep the head satu

rated with oil." No doubt this is efficient; but if we

adopt this method, the head becomes dirty, for the

simple reason that all moving panicles are caught and

retained bv the oil; and again, bed linen is rendered

disgusting by being stained. Now, your "KOKO"

possesses nont of these disadvantages, and is equally,

if not more effectual. It is for this reason that I prefer

it to any other dressing. Since first trying it, I have

used no other, and have great pleasure in recommending

it to my friends and paiienis. I send you this little

note merely to let you know how well pleased I am

with your preparation.

Miss ELLEN TERRY,

our Great Actress, writes: -

a â�¢â�¢â��*â��^^â��^â�� : I have used "KOKO" for the Hair for years, and

^^^^;^^r^Mâ�¢ xÂ±^^^^l>

Special Offer to those who have not tried KOKO

Produced by using " KOKO " for the Hair. can assure my friends that it stops the Hair from falling

Bottle of - '

offer,

A 4=/g TMÂ«.X B0^1Â« fOXP ^- p Any--n ^>"Â«^^â�¢|^

pay postage, packai

for tri;

practically (five a way cue bottle to make a cii'lumer than to spemi lur^c .imui.ni:> ... .~......

hands this offer comes may avail themselves of it. Address all orders with Coup,â�¢ w-

W. 10

December 5,

1898.

KOKO-MARICOPAS CO., LTD.,

Order, may be .ent with this Coupon after the expiration of date,

providing we are then issuing these trial bottle Coupons, and if we are

COUPON.

The Koho-Maricopaa Co., Ltd.

16, BEVIS MARKS, LONDON.

not, the money will be returned.

This Coupon will he received at 16, RKVIS MARKS, E.G., or 133, REGENT

Koko is sold by all Chemists and Stores at 2,6 and

S i-REFT W and 21- only will lx- required when presented personally.

4,6 per bottle.
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PATENT TRUNKS.

THE

BOTTOM

AS

IS AS ACCESSIBLE

THE TOP.

They open in the front, and are fitted with sliding drawers,

which allow the various articles of dress and toilet to be kept

emircly separate, and enable the things in any part of Trunk to

be got at instantly, without confusion or disarrangement of

contents. The desideratum of every Traveller, Tourist, &c.

Maue in various sizes of Compressed Cane, Wood Fibre, &c.

SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED TRUNK CATALOGUE.

3. J. FOOT & SON, 171, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.

HEALTH EXERCISER.

A COMPLETE

HOME GYMNASIUM.

Worked on a new principle, which w,-ientf-

fi'-Mly exerciien Ami devulopi every part of

the nodj without strain or fatigue. It

â�¢trr rig t hem the oiuacles, invigorate! the

bodv, stimulate* the whole system into

healthful activity, and make* one fc<-l

better, eat better, deep better, work better.

BuitaMe for Iwth wxes, mid Adjustable to

the Athlete and Invalid.

Kl'.IIEsT MXDICAL MlH.RSKMKNTI.

PRICES FROM 21 -

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE.

s. j-. I-OOT Â«st soar

171, New Bond St., London, W.

TO STAMP COLLECTORS

WHITFIELD KING & Co.'s NÂ£ft 1S99 Price List (52 pages) of

Postage Stamps, Post-cards, Sump Albums, and Philatelic

Requisites of every description is sent free on receipt of id.

stamp for postage. Selections of Stamps sent on approval.

Rare Stamps bought and exchanged.

WHITFIELD KING & CO., IPSWICH. Established 1869.

"ATLAS" LOCKSTITCH MACHINE OQS.

- Equal in size and quality \J \M

to any machine. Works by hand

or treadle. Four yearn1 guarantee.

To enmire natitfartion, machinw

â�¢ent on receipt of 68. P.O. for ONE

MONTH'S THIAL. lialani-e ran

he paid SÂ«. MONTHLY. Wrile

for 11 â�¢â�¢ si KM- anil Maniples of work to

Atlas Sewlntf Machine Co..

UWr. HiÂ«h Street. Tamden T.iÂ«n.

London ; or S). Seven Sljteir Road ;

and 14, 11 ik-li lload, Kllbum.

NEST FOR REST,

THE MARLBOROUGH

Reclining Chair.

Adjustable to

100 Changes of

Position.

Rigid or Rooks

at Pleasure.

Seat tilts to any angle. Adjusted by yourself while on the

Rack changeable at will to any position from upright to flat.

chair. The turn of a knob does it. Springs all over. Soft

as a downy pillow.

COMFORT for the INVALID, LUXURY for the STRONG.

Suitable for Parlour, Library, Boudoir, Office, or Study.

Catalogue Free.

S. J. FOOT & SON, 171, NEW BONO STREET, LONDON, W.

The New Patent

SOUND DISCS

Completely overcome DEAFNESS and

HEAD NUISKS, no matter of how long

standing. Are the same to the ears as

glasses are to the eyes. Invisible. Com

fortable. Worn months without removal.

Explanatory Pamphlet Free.

The F. H. WALES CO., 171. New Bond Street. London. W.

THE

IMPROVED

t R

HOME TURKO-RUSSIAN

FOLDING BATH CABINET

Enables everyone to enjoy in

their own home all the luxu

ries and advantages of the

Dry Steam, Vapour, Oxygen.

Medicated, and Perfumea

Baths. A sure Cure for

Colds, Influenza, Aching

Muscles, Stiff Joints, Rheu

matism, &c., and prevents

contracting diseases. En

sures a healthy Skin, Clear

Complexion, and prevent*

Obesity. It is portable, can

I <â�¢ used in any room, and

folds up when not in uie.

SEND FOR C. B. CATALOGUE.

S. J. FOOT & SON, 171, NEW BOND STREET. LONDON, W.

HAVE YOU A COUGH OR GOLD?

Cash

Price*.

9id.. I/-,

2/6. '

IMMEDIATE RELIEF BY TAKING

AYMAN'S

BALSAM

Safe

for

Children

" It hiw an excellent reputation. I have tried it mytt-lf, and found

immediate relief."â�� Mrs. S A. BALLIN, in Itatiy, Feb.. 1Â«9S

IT CURES COUGH. IT STOPS COLD.

ANOTHER LEG SAVED.

, ___,

| it, and it completely cured me."

Mr*. Illnilf writes on July 2, 1892: " I had

a very had IPR, and the dÂ«cton told me I

â�¢hoiild have mv leff taken off. but I <â�¢â�¢ i- told

about RraOifer LION OINTMENT, used

BURGESS' LION OINTMENT

'iircB Ulcer?. Atwoenw*, Tumours, Polypi,

Pniftoned WounHi of all kindx, Eczema, P^oriJiRiB, RinBwnrm. etc.

Invnltiablv for all Inflammatory TtiBeAWB of the Client and Throat. Of

all Chemist*, from 7*d-. 1" 1H . etc , each per box, or r*ig( free from

Proprietor, K BUKUE^S, W, Â«.: rmy'i Inn Road. London. Advice Gntlt
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Pattisons' Whisky, like a British Ironclad, is at

home in all "Waters."

Ask for

(' PATTISONS'' and Schweppe. * PATTISONS'' and Apollinaris.

I' PATTISONS'' and Soda. ' PATTISONS'' and St. Ronan's. .
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â��. ^ONE

VÂ«\ANCI-1F.-STER.

THE NEW

PATENT SAFETY

DOCUMENT FILE

Should be in eterv home. It li the HANOIK8T and NICEST

thing of IU kind ever Introduced U> tlie I'ublic.

FOR HOME AND OFFICE USE,

FOR PRIVATE USE,

FOR KEEPING IN IT

Leaaea, Contracts, Insurance Policies, Notes, Bonds,

Private Letters, Deeds. &c.,

X-fc iÂ« Xxw-alw

HANDSOMELY FIM9HK1) in enÂ«m.-lled raeUl case, Â»ith

â�¢tmng lock and 2 Hat kt>jÂ«. Rite 3 by 51 by 11 in. h.-- contalafl '21

manilU pocket* ; lame size, 4| by 5t by 11 loclieB, containsSl pocket*.

Sent post /ret on rtceipt of above amount (ivitli particulars

of other useful things _for the home).

IT IS SOLD, AND IS ON VIEW, AT

THE DOMESTIC UTILITY CO.,

41, Semen Street, London, u .

A/fi DIKECT FKOM THE FACTORY.

*f/D SPECIAL BARGAIN.

Lit,.- ! throughout Maile in \rry

durable Navy and Black SÂ«rge.

Price only

LADIES' FASHIONABLE

COSTUME SKIRTS

"4/6

Each Ski 11 wnt pout free for

8d. extra. In <Â»nlfrinit Knâ�¢â�¢

Â» nist meanure and length <

Skirt in frunt.

CDCC *Â° eTery reader of

r nCCi in- Mag i-in. n

of iiu" -knt and noun

latent fashion rolume Â«f

ladies' and children's con-

tinn. K. jacketx. -i- n i- &c .

at manufacturer1! M i. .â�¢

Writa T.I 'im Thouniindx nf

i. t -i.'.in ii - Cuh rftiinied

if ft ntt\r are not appn>ved.

POLLARD'S LTD., Dept. 87, Rlohmond

, Bradford.

WINTER TOURS.

Try BARBADOS, WEST INDIES,

AND STOP AT MARINE HOTEL.

Larce new Hold facing the Ocean. Finest Winter Climate in

the World. Temperature 76 lo 84 degrees. Inclusive weekly

term* Â£j to Â£4. For Circulars or Pamphlets address Royal

Mail Steam Packet Co., 18, Moorgate Street, London, or

Pomeroy Hotel Co., 56. Hudson Street, New York.

Rev. E. J. SILVERTON S

REMARKABLE CURES Of DEAFNESS

Alter Â»> Year*' Sttec&u ttnumv*t all elat#x Rcud ttu MlÂ»vri*a ;â��

Mr. H. KowLiHftM, -2, OHiuet fourt, Hrl.l.urn-un.Tyne, *ntÂ«*: "I

}i i-i been ilraf five -> â�¢â�¢ - ami waa pnmouncvii incurable Â«., the m. <1 . \1

authorities of the Thntti aud tar Hospital, N<-wÂ«uile 1 twk your

treatment for two months, ami I mri tectify iU wonderful pr -i^niitiM :

I hare had my hearing now fur iniif years, I wish lo Â«-\proÂ» to you

niy graU-liilrn -â�¢ for your wuii'leiful. m L-." AIHO a remarkable ram at

Ijiiu-oln, HUhptantiated by a clergyman. All tmtten-r* -l.Mnl.iai unoe

write for Rev. i-: J. Silfertun B Itook, price 6d. â�¢.<â�¢:], tl.ouund-)

AililreiMi, Hev. K. .1. SilverUm. Anhieigh, ha.icliffe U.-a.l, NottiiighaiD.

CPNP

IN

TUBES

Each.

FREE SAMPLE

â�¢ent on

application

K_ ~ â�¢ t

,

. , .

-mÂ«rhÂ«.

. ITOTJ. and BTAU Iron ; lurd ID the

tuftmifaotura of New Articles airh at TmÂ«,

Do 18. Photo. Frmmee. Pot Coven, ^- :, . â�¢ -

Mi-li l.i Furnltare Cabinet and Fret Work.

Inraluable to the Joiner, Morttl MÂ«kÂ»r.

Fret Worker, Wood Camr, Frunr

Kaker, Photograph Mounter, etc., eio

Ohamlst*, Oilmen, etc., or

M'CAW, STEVENSON & ORR, LTD., BELFAST

29, CANNON ST., LONDON, re.

12, RENFIELD ST., OLAS QOW.

'Sirdar'

Carpet.

-. M,],. -- and Reversible. In all

the latent Art Shades and I*esiÂ«;nH

By our New proce* we are alilÂ«

to offer tliii Rich and Exclude

t ARPKT. in quality, fine in- "

ancÂ«, and dunthility Â«iual U> other

mnnufacture" at doubl* the txmL.

I. Vhir- should note that Hi â��

I'arpetN are our own â�¢prriality an-l

. 'uin.it be obtained at any . tl.er

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE AND PRICES FREE.

SÂ»zÂ«Â»-f5ft. by 9ft.. Â«/0; 7ft. 6in. by Â»ft.. Â»'S; 9fl, by 9ft.

10 - 9ft by 10ft. 6ln., 11/6, CVrriaÂ«e Paid. Other Â»is<w

in i-n<;.' 11 L :i 1; 'j- to match.

TURNER BROS., Patent CÂ«PpÂ«t Manufaclurerr,

40. WILSON STREET, LONDON, B.C.

Sperimf n Ten*imnnial. of which many arrive by erÂ«ry r- -t:

"*.t'ntlÂ»?men,â��The "Sinlar' arrireÂ«l tfÂ»-oay; it waÂ« Â»Â«rr aat.H

" i r. i i â�¢, I am really mirprined that mi-h a Rtmnn and

"exquliiitely coloured . n i-'t â�¢ \\\ t<e made at the price. It .*

" the i .1 â�¢â�¢ 11 uj-t we have in the houne.

" J. 8. Mâ�¢- Â»r. i", DaTonahire St. Queen Square, W.C.*
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STONE'S

GINGER

A GRAND THING FOR

WINTER.

and is a most healthy and palatahle ilrink. Ginger is noted for iti grntu

STONE'S GINGER WINE U prepared from the finest Jamaica Gineer,

sliiiiulatinK uualitiw, and the in..; b comvimut f.irir- for taking it is STONE'b

OKI I MUSTS L lUM

TO PACK SOME OF

HARTMANNS

TflWFLKTT

GINGER WINE.

Be sure to ask for STONE'S, and see that you gat it.

Sold bii all leading Â»'iÂ«Â« MtrtkuxU, Stara. ana Grocers, or on dranflit at

Hurl and Hcfretlimtnt Kivmi.

Ladies Travelling. At Home. Indispensable.

HARTMANN'S

HYGIENIC

TOWELETTES

From 6d. to 2/- pep dozen.

Less than the Actual Cost of Washing.

We hire now added a halt]Â»uny towelette (64 per dozen) to

our other well.Xnonn sires, which ire as follows: I/- per dozen,

nine Bile in l-doieimed. 1/4 and 3,'- l*r doien. Special make

tor use after accouchement, 31- per doien. Can he obtained

(rom all LadledOutfitlera. Drapet., Chemi.t. and ht-.reÂ«, or

direct. Postage 3d. per packet eitra. SAS1PLKS HÂ«fc,E on

iMi.iicitH'U to the MtuioKKiss, Ilartmann's I)ep6t, 26, Tharlcs

Inn, London, E.G.

The most nourishing and easily digested Food for

digested and very nourishing. No boiling required.

INFANTS, INVALIDS, and DYSPEPTICS. Easily

Prepared In one minute with hot milk or water.

In fid. Packets or 1/2 Tins, of William Whiteley, Harrow's Stores.

Ejplar* and Pond, Civil Service Stores. Haymarket. 8.W., and

of all grocers, cheniinu, rtores, etc . or direct from

CHIBNALL S" DORINA' BlftCUIT WORKS, CniswICl

HALL. LONDON, W.

AN ABSOLUTELY PERFECT LIGHT AT LAST 1 1 1

INCANDESCENT GAS LIGHT.

Guaranteed to produce a greater and more brlllii nt

light, for a given expenditure, than ANY OTHkK

UQHT IN EXISTENCE.

NO SMELL I NO SMOKE! NO UANGUR!

Can be fixed to any Chandelier or Bracket in Five

Minutes by anyone,

NOTICE.â��This Light is NOT an infringement of

any other Patent, and the Proprietor guarantees

Purchasers against all liability.

EQUAL TO ELECTRIC LIGHT AT ONE-SIXTH THE COST.

OVER 1O.OOO ALREADY SOLD.

Price complete, 3/9, post free (or Three for 10/-,

carriage paid).

N.B.â��The demand for these Lighes is so unprecedentedly

great that, although AT PRESENT we dispatch all

orders the day received, in a week or two it will I* neces

sary to execute orders in rotation. Customers should,

therefore, order AT ONCE to avoid disappointment.

THE SUN INCANDESCENT GAS LIGHT CO.

(B De.pt.i. a. Wood Street, LIVERPOOL.

" Will cause an entire revolution in the f&i liKhiiriR woi W,"

I'lite I'l'HLIC PRKSl.

EVERY HOME!

IS

BEAUTIFIED

by Photographs and V

Photogravures aftei

Celebrated

Pietures.

Illustrated

Catalogue

BERLIN PHOTO. Co.,

133, New Bond St.

LONDON, W.



XIV

STRAND MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENT SUPPLEMENT.

Preserve

The Eyesight

I send thl* little book free. It

telli of a remedy whose value

ha* been proved for 300 years.

SIINOLBTON'S EYE OINTMENT

cures eye disorders of all kinds,

â�¢nd nothing better can be applied

In such cases. Get a genuine pot

for as. from any Chemist, or send

to Stephen Oreen, aio Lambeth

Road, London, for the buoklct

a* above.

I Cure Fits

You arc not asked to spend any money to

teat whether my remedy does or does not

cure Pits, Epilepsy, St. Vltus's Dance, etc.

All you are asked to do is to send for a

FREE bottle of medicine and to try it. I

am quite prepared to abide by the result.

HO. ROOT, 38 Endsleigh Q'd'ns, London.

CLAXTONS FAR-GAP

PATENT .Lnil Ufll

For Remedying Prominent Ears,

Preventing Disfigurement in after life.

Keeps the Hair Tidy.

/Â« all sixes. Send measure round head

just above eats. Price 3/6.

W. M. CLAXTON, 62, Strand,

SPENGE'S DRESS FABRICS.

All that is best in design,

prettiest in colour, m<ist

concct and chic in style in

the way of Dre^s Fabrics

for the present Season, can

be obtained from JAM KS

SPKNCE & Co., whose name

U, in itself, a guarantee of

style and value. No one is

asked t

buy a

single

yard

before

1,000 Patterns

and

seeing

just what

IS offered,

and their Illustrated Cata

logue will he sent, showing

all the latest Modes m

Mantles, Jackets, Opera

Cloaks, Dresses, Tailor-

Made Costumes, etc., as

worn by 'the leaders of

fashion. Patterns post

free, from 1/6% to 3/11 per

yard. When writing, kindly

state whether patterns of

Coatings, Serges, Fancy

Cloths, Blouse Cloths,

Mantle Cloths, Evening

Materials, etc., etc., are

wanted.

Illustrated

Catalogue

Post Free.

JAMES 8PENCE A CO.,

76 to 81, St. Paul's

Churchyard,

LONDON.

WHOLESALE CITY PRICES.

SHEFFIELD CUTLERY AND PLATE

DIRECT FROM MAKERS AT WHOLESALE PRICES.

"THE JUBILEE" TEAPOT. Remarkable Value.

Sugar

A GENUINE SAVING OF FIFTY PER CENT.

THE SPLENDID "QUEEN ANNE" 6 O'CLOCK TEA SERVICE.

Full Size.

Post Free.

2tf /Â© COMPLETE. .4

Cream

TEA-POT It-

Basin,

Jug,

Gilt Inside,

Gilt Inside,

Electro-plated with Starling Silver on Beat Hard White Electro - plated with Sterling Silver on Beat Hard

Britannia Metal. White Britannia Metal.

Handle, splendid value, twit iHiutiUvShoar SU-i-1 hlaiieii, ll/- dot. I'essert Knives, 1O~- Ant.'; Meat nr (tame Carren in match, 5 - i*ir iWt

Fluted HU-elB. 2/6 rach. Table Knives, splendid Stag Handles, twit Double-Shear BUel Made*. 10 6 d../.. : l>*s-.-n Kniv.-Â«. 9 6; MÂ»i or <iamÂ«

Carvers to match, 4.6 pair ; 8tÂ«lii, 1/9 each. Table Knnn, ll--Â§t Balanced Hard White Done H;iri'll''Â«. t*mt riniih. with Pouble-Shear Ht*cl

Blades. B 6 dun. ; Itesswrt Knives, S<- dox. ; Meat Carvers, 4 6 iair ; Ste.'li. 1/6 each. Table Knives, excellent value, 6'- per dÂ«Â«, ; I>*Mert KniveÂ«.

6/6 doi.; Carrem 3/6 pair; StoeU, 1-3 each. Whit* Bone IlandlM. iplendidlr finished. Â»very blade warranted " Finest Tempered ShÂ«ffirltt

Sit-el." All our KnivM are cdfte.pinned, therefore cannot become loot* m the handlts. The Finest MI-MT Improved Nickel Silrei, warranted to

wÂ«ar white like "Urling nilver. ami unaffected by exposureâ��Tea Hpoona, 8/6 doz. ; Tnlilt- H|Â»o<infl or Pork*. 6/0 dot.: Dcswtrt Hpoont or Kitrk*.

66 d<iz. Solid (ienuino Britixh Plfite, f>ld ErMtliHh Patternâ�� Tea Spoons, 36 doz. ; Table S^vm* nr FÂ»rkÂ«, B'- dot. ; Itotsert Hpoons or Fork*.

76 dor., VITV Htrnng. FnwiliÂ»"t<-il Tentimoninlii from every purrhaMr. Samples of all uur <;.,.i.tÂ« Â« ill-nu'lv neat on approTal. Muney returnsd,

or t-ii di exchanged, if not approved uf. New Illustrated Catalogue Free to any address. I'.U.O.'i payable t->â��

HS03NT A.

, H/6 pa... _,

Cheques crossed : SHEFFIELD AND HALLAMSHIRE BANK,. Please mention Tut STRAND MAUAXIME.

Â°r round? If oval, it looks much larger than it

really is. Try the effrct in the front of your

mirror, by pressinp the hands to your sides at the

The same effect is produced by

Belt," which does away with all

waist to appear at least

smaller, though the

is actually unaltered.

Drapers at i/-, or post free 1/2 from the

Proprietors, Hindes (CurlersX Limited, Fins-

bury, London, E.C

in or light lacing, and causes the

\Af A I tT^^T* two

lAf f\ I J^ T'

circumference

Sold by all

To Asthma Sufferers.

Immcdlat* Relief In all oaMs of

AÂ«thniB, Bronohltla, Croup, and

Whooplntf Coujh li gained by the

Potter's Datura

Asthma Cure.

Bold byallChemlmt. and HerbalUte In

Tin. at I/- each. Free Sample eent on

receipt of Poet Card to

Potter A Clarke. WholÂ«Â«f>'* Df-fgleta.

Artillery Lane, London, E.
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MORRIS'S

HORSE-SKIN BOOTS.

Why Wear Them ?

For tender feet they are mott comfortable.

/.'or ttylieh men ana women they are the beet

in appearance, and are at the tame time very

durable. The leather does not crack, it takee a

brilliant polieh, and it tmooth on the iiuide.

Give Them a Trial.

PERFECT FIT BY POST: LET US EXPLAIN HOW.

Send shape of foot on paper or nld boot for lize, with

remittance, and thegoodi will be sent by return Â»t

polt. An illuitrated price lilt and toitimoniali lent

Poit Free, to 'Ladtei or Gentlemen deiiroui of

teitinp thetp comfortable boot*. The PrirÂ«i are

146. IT/a. Hand-aewn, 21-, 25 -.

SIR CEO. NEWNES. Bart., vritei in

reference to Norrii'i Hone-ikin Itooti: " Y our

durable."

Hone ikin Booti Hem very comfortable and

Write to .1.7 to E. O. MORRIS, 8*9, Holborn Viaduct; alio

U Â« K, Biihonwate street Within; 28 i 28, St. Bwithin'i Lane;

anil n. King William fiÂ«rÂ«-t. T/in'1on. K.P

The old J

fashioned T

way to T

make cof- T

lee was T

very te- T

dlous, and T

the '-- *

suit

cup can

re -

was

a I w ay s T

doubtful. *

:w is sold by Grocers In bottles at T

i'-, or sample will be sent post T

A free for two penny stamps by T. & H. T

J Smith, ai Duke Street, Edinburgh. ?

A trouble, anu a maximum OT sansiac-

T tlon. T. & H. Smith's Coffee Essence T

Â»Â«Â»Â»Â»Â»Â»Â»Â«>Â»Â»Â»Â«>Â«>Â«>Â«>Â»Â«>Â«>Â«>Â»Â«>+ Â»

^â��â�� â��.

PRICES GREATLY REDUCED ! I I

In order to popularise the new pastime, we

have decided to lower the prices of our

Ritter Road Skates.

The new prices will bring one of the best

and most graceful and healthful exercises

within the reach of fill. Catalogue and

testimonials free. Please mention this

Magazine.â��THE ROAD SKATE COM PAN Y,

77. Oxford Street, London, W.

A Clever Idea.

You do not hare to add thii Ui theStaich,

but just rub it on before Ironing, and

you get a beautifully polished surface.

There ia no sticking and DO trouble. A

i-ln Mi UK i'"\ will laat you months, and

it will hesent port free for is. postal order.

Foreign port extra, fiend stami*d en-

relupe for nainpleâ��S. H. REUFORD & Sow,

â�¢ Oxfoid Mreet. LJT<rpool.

It is notdifficult to get a R!OM just like

chiiia on linen if ynu go tlie rignt way

about it. The right and the easy w ay is to

use- RCDFORD'S CHINA GL6SS.

LADIES' FACES BEAUTIFIED.

DUfl^ured anil humiliated by un .1 -M lv blemishes, plmplea, blackheada,

U^er itpots, acne, blotched, eczemb, freckles, tan. and wrinkles, ladies

may be Â«pee>lily and harmlessly coxed i-y Me iicamenu. Massage, and

TurkiHb Steam Treat menu of a Bkmple nature. But in all aggravated

ailment*, the out-tide membrane of tne skin )â�¢Â» scientlncally and harm-

le<i,ly . .in â�¢ i 10 witber and die. after which it falU off in flaken, leavlnK a

new, pink skin of matoiilesa purity. A revelation of beauty! A new

facel A marvel of Iran-formation! Every lady may have a new skin

oo her entire iace, of marvellou-i purity and beauty. Modern science

skilfully nji 'ii.-1 wina h.-.u i v.u, ... and deflea wretched skin-i. Ihe

only Hpecialldt In Europe Riving scientific treatm -nt to obtain that

Renuiae and permanent beauty which alone -n ,i. di., the patient and

â�¢â�¢â�¢ pi nni u I. i > the rapturous praLtenof envioun *ulmlrerflâ�� pure, rouy, NATUBAL

eomplexioni. Inflnltely preferable to dUflKUring bleml^hen covered o\er

with deleteriou* painu and powders. Thin (aces and necks made plump :

pale. iiaUow, puty, muddy, lifeless faces made healthy and bright; red

faceÂ« toned down. No artificial means whatever. The 150,000 clogged

pore* of the face are opened by Turkish etcamlng, allowing Natme to

exude poisonous excrescences which are trie direct cau*e of blotches,

eruptions, sore*, plmplea, Ac. MedicamcutA cleao*e, heal and reatoic to

a healthy condition. ->.aaaage gives tone and strenKth to the weak in

active 11 - ..i. .. The BOOT oi atlment9 Is attacked, hence radical cures.

World wide reputation. Patron* from Britlih I*lea, Oermany, France,

Italy. Etiypt South Africa. Australia, India, A-ila, America, South America,

Japan and China. Consultations free; strict privacy; ladles only admitted ;

puplU tauritt. Book Rent free. Addre^â��UADAMK DÂ£AN, Hy

ilicoia:M. Skin.S^ulp and JUlr, X. Old Bond Stioet, Loadon, W.

Convalesence

After a serious Illness, and after the doctor

has ceased his dally visits, feelings of weiuc-

ness, lack of energy, and Incapacity for

exertion still persist. What Is the best thing

to restore energy and give strength and

renewed power lor work ?

One of the most frequently recommended

things is high-class rich Alto-Douro Port.

Others, again, advise the use of various forms

of Meat Extract to repair the wasted tissues;

and yet others, again, advise using Malt Ex

tract to assist the weak digestive organs, and

to help the assimilation of what is taken.

Something even better is possible. The vir

tues of Alto-Douro Port, a strengthening and

nourishing Beef Jelly, and a flrst-class Malt

Extract, may be obtained In one combination

In that perfect Wine Foodâ��

Glendenning's

Beef and Malt

Wine.

Mind, however, that It Is Glendenning's,

which Is recommended by the "Lancet,"and

praised by the Medical Profession. Accept no

substitute, but ask for and

obtain GLENDENNING'S.

Supplied at 3/9 and 2- by

Chemists, Wine Merchants,

and Stores, or direct from

W. GLENDENNING & SON,

St. Mary's Place, Newcastle-on-Tyne, who

will send sample bottle for 2 - post frej.

SAMPLE

BOTTLE,

sa/-

post free.

ll = llll=llll = IIIISIIil=llll= (111=1111=1111= 1111=1111=11 I=IIISI

SCOTCH TWEEDS

may be obtained direct from the actual

manufacturers at first-hand prices. We

have all the newest patterns, latest

shades, and most fashionable styles

of SAXON IKS, CM' VIOLS, HAkRIS

TWEEDS, WORSTEDS, &c., suitable

for gentlemen's _ , , mmifif**

andr|adieJ'Ucos! **LL WOOL.

tumes and mantles. A box of beautiful

and varied SAMPLES will be sen. 10

any applicant, and the sight of these

will convince of the high quality and

low pr,ce of the goods.

NOTHING but WOOL

ROBERTS, SOMERVILLE & Co.,

Manufacturers, QALASHIEL5, N. H.
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OVER SEVENTY YEARS' ESTABLISHED REPUTATION.

The Best and Cheapest Infants' Food.

NEAVE'S FOOD

FOR

INFANTS, GROWING CHILDREN, INVALIDS, and the AGED,

"This Is an excellent Food, admirably adapted to the wants of Infants and young persons, and

being rich In phosphates and potash,- Is of the greatest utility In supplying the bone-forming and

other Indispensable elements 01 tood. Although peculiarly adapted to the wants of the young,

this Food may be used with advantage by persons of all ages."â��Sir Chas. A. Cameron, H.D.

"Carefully prepared and highly nutritious."â�� The Lar.cet.

" Gentlemen,â��Many triends have said I ought to send you my little boy's photo., as evidence of the manner he has

improved since taking yuur Food. The suggestion was doubtless made on account of the fact that up to about four month?-

old he made no headway whatever, notwithstanding the care and attention bestowed on him. At two months old he had

"MfeSSRS. J. R. NKAVE & Co. " 14, Beatrice Avenue, Plymouth, April ajrd, 1898.

HAS FOR SOME TIME BEEN USED IN THE RUSSIAN IMPERIAL FAMILY.

if the directions given on each Tin are followed, the infantile system may be regulated

without the aid of Medicine.

A Most Nutritious Food for Nursing: Mothers.

THE

No. 4

Yost

TYPEWRITER

Catalogue

post

tree.

Handsome is

that

Handsome does.

Beautiful Characters

Easy Operation

Rapid Work

Permanent Alignment

Perfect Legibility

Ornaments the Office

Saves Time

Lessens Expense

Pleases Clients

and

Helps In many ways

to the easy execution

of official duties.

THE

No. 4

Yost

TYPEWRITER

Sent on

FREE TRIAL

for

SEVEN DAYS.

The YOST Typewriter Co., Id.,

50, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C.
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TAKEN BY AN AMATEUR WITH VIVE No. I.

PASSrWORD?

Admitted . .

Everywhere

as the

Medical Whisky

. of .

The World.

M'NISH

GLASGOW

â�¢ i

First introduction into Eng

land of the very DOBUtt

American Una of VIVE

Camera*.

VIVE NO 1

ONE (GUINEA,

fÂ»r 4i x 41 IT any smaller

size i-f either PLATES or

FILMS. Take" larger and

better pictures ilmn any

other camera at anywhere

near itn price.

234 Glass Plates or

â�¢72 Cut Films

cun Ue carried in it and ex-

!â�¢ ...-.I without reloading.

No dark alidea M i-.ihn- with

nor .-<-[.ir jtr handling 01

plates or films in loading.

VIVE LENSES ARE

UNEQUALLED.

and finish throughout.

Popular American silo with-

High grade leather covering

EVERY CAMERA

GUARANTEED

t" take pictures equal to the

j-l i i" Rent port free on receipt

of two penny stamps,

ART CATALOGUE, FREE.

VIVE CAMERA CO.

rAtant(farturfrÂ» of i'oÂ»uniÂ»

anil all kind* of Photoyraphie

London: Zi:ta, Keffeot St.

(Regent Houvel.

Home ttjfte?.â��i'hicftgo: l.V),La

Salle Street

Kcw York: Â«!Â», Broadway.

ThrUtiania, Norway;

Mil in. Italy.

A PEN FOR

EVERY HAND

Ere

â�¢ry writer has hla favourite

e of pen. Send us the steel

\vl ii ii si n is you in-.-r, and

tal orders for

and

we will tend yon the

16/6,

NEPTUNE

FOUNTAIN PEN

which we dlbtmct'jf claim

No. 106,

to I*

THE FINEST FOUNTAIN PEN

EVER MADE AT ANV PRICE.

]f \i.n do not like it, tend it ,

huckwidiinaweek,andyoar j

money wilt be refunded in

full.

OTHER QUALITIES at

2/6, 5/-&1O/6.

i end riirerl or obtain ij'j/aur

Stationer,

We n i nki' n romplÂ«te i aQfiÂ« of

STVLOGRAPHIC AND

FOUNTAIN PENS.

YVrtleforCfttftlogiie.

BURGE. WARREN & RIDGLEV.

91 ft 9'. Oreit Saffron Hill.

LONDON, EC.

â�¢miiifiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiliiiiiiiiiaiiiiii
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THE GRAND OLD REMEDY FOR

LUNG DISEASES, COUGHS, COLDS, AND

BRONCHIAL AFFECTIONS.

Affords great relief in Asthma and Chronic Bronchitis.

Inmluaole for Hoarseness. Splendid for the Voice.

01 all Patent Medicine Vendors, 1,1'.., 2/9, 4/6, 11/-, SL 22/-.

TRADEMARK.

FOR

THE

ONNOISSEUR

ICOCOA ESSENCE

Can be made with boiling water, but if boiled makes a

beverage of unequalled flavour.

Ash your Grocer for a Sample Free.

DUNN & HEWETT, Pentonvllle, LONDON.

Rllatluhetl m Ytarl.

DoritCough-use|

They at ouce cbeck the Cough

und leuiovti t ho causti.

TheUnrivalled

One Lozenge aloue relieves.

Sold everywhere. Tins l:>vi. Â«auh.

ealing'slozengesl

N

HAVE CORN

BUNIONS, or ENLARGED TOE JOINTS, when a

packet of THOMPSON'S CELEBRATED CORN

PLASTER will cure you. It is thin as silk, and removes

the pain at once. Post free 14 stamps. Beware of imitations.

TONE UP

YOUR SYSTEM

and ward off disease by taking

" NERVETONINE."

It ii a poeitiTe cure for All Nervous Diiwaitts ami Neuralgic and

Rheumatic I'aini. BoitlH, 1 U, 2/9, 4/6, P"Â«t free from H. F.

THOMPSON, Homoeopathic Chemist, 17, UURDOW ST., GLASGOW.

Ask for Thompson's "Ould* to Health," tree gratis.

NOTTINGHAM LOOM HOSIERY.

S. PEACH & SONS'

SPECIAL "STAND-HARD WEAR." Unvurputed for

Value. Cut. and Finish. Direct from the Looms.

20/-

GENT.'S ECLIPSE PARCEL.

CARRIAGE PAID.

Lot 812. containing : -

20/-

2 Geoff Super Natural Llama UndervetU. regular pnce 8,'- >â�¢* Od.

â�¢2 I'ftin Ont.'t HHV Duality Natural Llauia Paiil* ,, 3/6 7a, Od.

â�¢ > ,i i -i of material sent with each for mending).

4 Pair* Ca*limere H.ili i m,,., in 'I ,ui, Narj Blue, or

â�¢: i.-ni '- Fine Wo..Hen Day ShirU ., fi/- 10*. Od.

Crinjaon i/- q. od.

The Lot sent for 3O/-, regular prioi Â£1 Ta. Od.

Half thiw quantity lent for 1O/6. carriage paid. ^~^~

When ordering, pleace rae.itiun liie. beautifully fiiiiihed good*.

Satisfaction guaranteed or money returned. Prize Medals, Chicago,

Toronto. Price Listi i Â».t free, 300 Illuatr&tionfl uf Lace, Frilled-wig*

Madron Muslin and SWIM Curtains, from S/- to SO - j-rr pair. Lace*

edged Roller Blinds, any size. Half Usual Coat. Â£'Â»tima(*M aiui

Pattern* -, nt Also Nottingham Loom Hosiery, Ladfei* and QenU'.

Cmierwt-ar, How and Half-Hote, Sj*cial "htaad-hard Wear," at

Factory Prices. Send for Price List and compare.

B. PEACH ft SONS. Lister Gate. NOTTINGHAM. Est. ISS7.

WORLD-RENOWNED

"GLYCERINE & HONEY JELLY"!

For CHAPS, ROUGHNESS of SKIN, &c.

It Softens and Improve* the Hand*. Face, and Skin generally.

Still growing IQ popular favour after 30 years'UM. Beware o/ipuri-

OUM imitatitm*. 8oldbyall Chumiitsaiirt8toreÂ«, in Metallic Tube*.

8d.and la. Sample i*oÂ«t free for 6or 13 atampt from the Proprietor!.

is the Beat Remedy for Chilbl&lna. It aivm immediate relief. A

fev BMdtoaUom mil t/tft a cure. Sold by all Chemist* and Store* ID

Metallic Tu beÂ«, 11). or pott free for 14 stamps froui Sule Propncton

" C HILLI LI N E," or Chilblain Jelly

1>ERFUMER3 TO THE QUEEN

kw^t9.GOLDEN SQUARE. RECENT, ST LONDON w

OSBORNE BAUER &CHEESEMAN.

CHARMING XMAS PRESENTS.

.P1TEMT

CAMPBELL'S

MELODEONS

With Organ and Celestial Tour, and BWM!

Bell Accompaniments. No Horn* ahould

be without one. The solemn Pialm. thÂ«

s<>ul-BtirriDg Hymn, the cheerful 8onr, and

the Merry l>anÂ«e, can all be played on thÂ«M

charming InstrumenU. \-> Kn.,i<lft>.<t *f

Munc required. I1 --I throughout the wurld.

300.000 TESTIMONIALS.

Campbell's "Gem" Melodeon pricÂ« only 69

Special Offer to the Readers of " TIIE STBAHD MAOUIXI."

Campbell's "Miniature" Heludeon HtÂ»

i'ampbvU's " Paragon " Melodeon Â» ! *

Cut out this and send P.O.O. for the amount.

Either sent carriage paid to any address in Great Britain A Ireland.

I'auipbell's " Farourite " Melodeon â�� !*'â�¢

All lovers of music should at once send for Campbell's Ntw Itlui

trated lYivilege Price List of all kinds of Musical Instrument* for

Season IN9H, now ready. 1M.OOO sent out yearly. Send Id. Stamp toâ��

I'BKLI.iCo .Musical lnntruniÂ«nt SlakerB,llfi,Tron(rate,r.LAMo*.

Yean. BKWAHK Â»r WORTHLESS IMITATIONS 1

GET RID OF THAT GOLD!

DR. MACKENZIE'S

CATARRH-CURE

Smelling Bottle

Sold by all Chemists and Stores.

Price A/- ; or if unable to obtain at

your Chemist (refuse worthless Imita

tions), send 14 Stamps and it will be

sent Post Free from the Proprietors,

Instantly Relieves and Cure* Cold

In the Head; Arrests Influenza ;

Removes Nervous Headache: in

stantly relieves Hay Fever and

Neuralgia in the Head. Is the best

remedy for Faintness and Dizziness.

MACKENZIE'S CURE DEPOT, READING.



STRAND MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENT SUPPLEMENT.

xix

FOLLOWS & BATE'S PATENTED

USEFUL INVENTIONS.

TO SAVE LABOUR AND TO PROMOTE DOMESTIC ECONOMY.

MAKE YOUR OWN

MARMALADE.

PATENT

MARMALADE MACHINE

Home-made Marmalade Is a

delicacy beyond comparison

with that sold for general

consumption.

Far superior to hand work, and

no cut angers. Also good for

Carrots. Cucumbers, Potato Chips,

Lettuce, Pickles, etc.

Price complete, IS/- each, Net

Cash, Carriage Paid.

THE PATENT

HEX' MEAT & SUET CHOPPER.

"THE KINO OF MINCERS."

Indispensable In every well-ordered kitchen. A useful and always

perfect!, u ; makes excellent Sausages trim beginning io end: and alao cult

uniform pieces for i iÂ«s.

acceptable Wedding Present,

UST Chops Suet, Cold Meat, Baw Meat, Fruit, and Candied Lemon to

Bach machine is mounted on a hard weed block, and j a<ked in box, fiirnishdi

complete with three perforated bteel Pistes, Patent Sausage Filler, Plunicr

Double Oramp, and Book of Taluable hecipes and General Dhections.

Net N

Cash Prices,-^

For Mnmll. 1 anillici. For Large Fmn!lU>, Hotels etc.

17/6 21/- 25 - 3Oc 4O,-

1 PERFECTION1

ROTARY

GRATING MACHINE.

Orate* SUET

â�¢pUndldly.

- â�¢aoh,

Net Dash,

Carriage

Paid.

Bread crumbs for sauce and stuffing can,

n a few minutes, be produced in lar^e

quantities without touching with the

hands. Grinds hard-browned crusts fur

hams, tongues, cutlets, fish, etc. It Is

capital fur grating horse - radish,

chocolate, almonds, sugar, carrots,

potatoes, etc.

FOLLOWS & BATE, LTD

- Caniage

Paid.

NEW PATENT

1 HOUSEHOLD'

BREAD CUTTER

Fitted with Bat wrought-lron slabs, coated with

a beautifully white vitrified enamel, giving thÂ»

machine quite an un'que appearance, of absolute

cleanliness and extreme durability. The operator

can cut a quick euot eseion of slices any required

thickness, with the least expenditure of power,

and without crushing the loaf; also useful for

cutting up Cabbages. Beet Bo. t, Vegetables used

for Salads or Pickles, etc.

PRICE

30 - each, Nst Cash, complete,

Carriage Paid.

THE PATENT

'HANDY' KNIFE GLEANER,

WITH INDIA-RUBBER ROLLERS.

A high-claw Hschine. fitted with the latest pattnted improvenunt",

viz.: Guide Boilers and Conical Fork Cleaner.

f*~ Will quickly clean and burnish knires In a manner not attalnuHe

with the old-fashioned knife-board, and â�¢ ithout damaging the handles.

Each Machine is mounted on a hard-wood Block, and supplied with t

Double Grip Oramp, Tin of Emery Powder, and packed In a neat box.

A USEFUL AND ALWAYS ACCEPTABLE WEPDING PRESENT.

Net Caen Prices: No. 0, 12 6: No I, 17/6 i No. 1, 21 -

Carriage Paid.

To be obtained from all leading Ironmongers; or. If any difficulty Is

experienced, direct from the Manufactory. 1 he j ublic are cautioned not tn

buy substitutes, but to insist upon having the article advertisedâ��numerous

complaints having been made to F. & B. LTD.. that whtn their manufac

tures have not been in st rk. other goods have been recommended, and

sometimes purchased, causing in the en'l ranch disappointment. Order?

executed on receipt. Goods not approved of may be returned unoondl

tionally, and the purchase money will be refunded.

PATENTEES AND

s; SOLE MANUFACTURERS.

Pltcut mrnlian lAu JTomniu.

GORTON, MANCHESTER
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ENCOURAGEMENT.

For many yeai'j could hardly use my voice for talking,

and singing was out of the â�¢ [U' -! ""â�¢ hearing wiia very

defective, suffered much pain in my head, eyea, and

ears, had much phbgm in the throat, nostrils were

obstructed, and had to breathe through the mouth.

These and manv other evils, resulting from a very

obstinate case of catarrh, have been quite cured by the

use of Aerial Medication, my hearing is quite restored,

am tree from ]>ain, and cau talk and sing any length of

time.â��JOHN HIRST, 7, Croft TeiTace, Jfornley, Leeds.

To prove beyond doubt that Aerial Medication is a positive

cure for deafness, catarrh, throat and lung diseases, I will, for

a short tirne, send medicines for three months' treatment, free.

For conditions and symptom form, addressâ��I. H. MOORE,

M.D. (u.s.A.), Dept. 82, Bloomshury, London, W.C.

SHEFFIELD PLATE & CUTLERY

Direct from Makers at Wholesale Prices,

Saving 50 per cent.

POST FREE

ELECTRO PLATED WITH REAL SILVER

FULL SIZE STRONG AND ELEGANT RICHLY CNCHAVIO BY HAND

Solid Hard White Bone Edee-pinned Table Knives, 6s.

doz. ; Dessert Knives, 5/6 do/. ; Carvers, 3/6 pair.

Half-dozens supplied.

Solid Improved Nickel Silver, ".n^

or Forks, $s. 6d. dor- ; Tahlr Spoons or Forks, 6s. 6d. dor.

White all throughâ��Teaspoons, as. 6d. doz.; Dessert Spoons

All supplied pust Tree.

SAMPLES WILLINGLY SENT ON APPROVAL.

Monty Returned or Goods Exchanged if not aftfn-01'cd of*

with Hundreds of Designs, post free to

any address.

NEW ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE,

T. C.WILSON & CO., :/;,,rlf, SHEFFIELD.

Mention this Magazine.

STAFFORDSHIRE CHINA.

For 13/6 carriage paid 'â�¢-' exln Scotland or IreUndl we will

forward direct trum the factory this charming and superior China Tea

Btrrice in variegated fiiniut-lffil coloun and guld (sample cup and

â�¢aucer fur twelve atomic). Please do mÂ»t forget it will be carriage j*id

and carefully packed. A beautiful and lasting present. UmlenU . -

For 19 - we will forward, carriage paid .rr- extra Scotland or Ireland),

thli Complete Dinner Service. In put-cut and finest nÂ«iiii-china (every

piece warranted a* mich). Xx>vely new dcnifm in 1 V.ti''Â« k Blue or ('larvt

nr-iwn. 38 Platen 13 BUÂ«>, fi Meat I '.-I., -. '2 Coverrd Vegetable DiHbea,

1 complete Sauce Tureen with Ladle and Mand, and 1 IJuUer Boat. If

required, we can add a Soup Tureen ifull size) and 12 suup I'lales for

" extra. Pon't forget, carringe p>iid. On po^ids fur export, wÂ« par

carriage to English port and whip at lowest la'.va. Buy cliina fr**L

and bright from the jwttenus.

Our New Catalan" , a rtal tmrk oi <irt. containing nr(Â»ierÂ»NÂ« lUurtra-

(ion* o/ Tea,Ct>fftie, Dinner. Drjuert, und Chamfer tierviftM, u now ready,

and i' tit l<t tent to tiny addrvu f-'HKK to intruding purduatn.

Please mention THR STRAND MAOAZIKK.

Badgcd anil Crented Ware for Schools, Clabs. H Ms. etc.

^.A.SS-A.X.X. Â«Sc 00..

CHARLES STREET. HANLEY (Staffordshlrtt PotterU*,.

GLOVES

FOR

XMAS

PRESENTS

UNEQUALLED

VARIETY

and

VALUE.

Speciality

Gloves in

Fancy Boies.

Write for Illustrated Price List. Free by Poit.

THE LONDON GLOVE CO.,

4S&, Cheapside, London, B.C.

West-End Branch: 83, NEW BOND STREET. W.
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FOR

DELICATE,

SENSITIVE

SKINS.

VlNOLIA SOAP

PREMIER . . 4d.

FLORAL... 6d.

BALSAMIC . . 6d.

TOILET (Otto). lOd.

VESTAL. . 2s. 6d.
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HAIR PRODUCER & RESTORER

f The Very Finest Dressing:. Specially Prepared and Perfumed. Fragrant and Refreshing.

* A LUXURY AND A NECESSITY TO EVERY MODERN TOILET.

CIS

HARLENE"

i PRODUCES LUXURIANT HAIR, PREVENTS IT FALLING OFF, OR TURNING GREY.

Unequalled for 1'romotlng the (irowth of the Beard and Moustache.

The World-Renowned Remedj for Baldnem . for Curing Weak and Thin Eyelaihei: Prewiring, Strengthening, and Rendering the Hair

d Remedy for BaldneM : for Curing Weak and Thin Eyel

Beautifully Soft: for Remi-Ting Scurf, Dandruff, etc. ; K|HO for

' for Restoring Â«.Â».-> Hair to it* Natural Colour,

IT IS WITHOUT A RIVAL.

EDWARDS' "HARLENE" Preserves, Strengthens, and Invigorates Children's Hair.

Full Description and Directions for Use in 20 Languages supplied with euery Bottle.

Is., la, Od., and (triple Is. Od. size), Â«Â«. Od. per bottle, from Chemists. Hairdressers, and Stores all over the

World, or sent direct on receipt of Postal Orders.

EDWARDS' " HARLENE" CO., 95 & 96, High Holborn, LONDON, W.G.
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miNTON LEVER

ance and lime-keeping to a Â£5 55. watch. *

GUARANTEED FOR TEN YEARS. i

Price 30 - post froe.

A Solid Silver English Hall-marked 5

Cased Lever, jewelled in six holes, 5

compensation balance, equal in appear- ^

FOR LADIES AND

GENTLEMEN.

ALLISON'S FAMED SILVER

HUNTING WATCH.

P.1CE IS/- POST FREE.

f A really handsome and highly finished

^ Watch, with strong Sterling Silver cases.

i Firatclass timekeeper, and guaranteed for

~ B years. Lady's size, beautifully engraved

â�¬ In new style. Illustrate! Catalitgue pust/ree.

f ALLISON A CO., Manufacturer.,

=â�¢ 411. Sauohlehall street. Glasgow.

HOME LUXURY.

A BOON TO THE

SICK.

A PLEASURE TO

THE HEALTHY.

A LUXURY TO ALL.

The FOLDING

Turko-Russian

Bath Cabinet

afford. Ensures privacy and safely. Enables the lungs lo

Combines all the benefits that both systems of Bathing

inhale pure air while the body is undergoing treatment.

Write for Circular and Prices.

THE WEST-END TRUNK CO.,

Manufacturer, and Speclali.n ot Hyflonlc and

Athletic Appliances,

95, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W. P'eaÂ»e Carefully Note Address.

HALFPENNY

'MENE' TOWEL

FOR LADIES.

Sixpence pep Dozen.

HEALTHY, COMFORTABLE, CLEAN.

Cheaper than li 'ashing.

Will last twice as long as any penny

towel sold.

post free for is., or 12 doz. for 6s.

A Fne Sample will be sent to any

To be obtained from all Ladies'

Und-rclothing Houses and Chemists.

If unable to obtain, zdoz. will be sent

lady naming tftts Magazine.

HISS HAYNE8, 55, Fann St., Aldersgrate St., London, E.C.

?!uie.Â°'a.0l"!Sol.ld "Â«Â«<>' Leather. No Stitching:

Silent To open the ban the centre buckle only has

to he un(a.l*ned. Buckling this one strap iut"

maticallj Bzei the hag tightly against the gaddlo

MARTINS'SILENT TOOL BAG, 2/-each

There are many Stylodraphic I'eng, butlheUNLY ONE whli-hgives

entire uatistaction is THE 'CALTON lÂ«;auÂ«p it is simple

and faultless. All who uÂ«e it say it is a JEWEL Have you tried

on.f WÂ« send it complets, in box, with filler and directions, port

paid. 3 -

"JEWEL " Fountain Pens, fitted with 18-ct Gold Nib, Iridium

Tipped, 5/-, Mounted and Chased, 7/6. All kinds repaired.

JEWEL PEN CO.,

58, Fenchurch StreÂ«t,

London, E.G.

| MITCHELL'S ROYAL LIBRARY.

,

> Dept. F, 16. Gloucester Road, South Kensington, S.W.,

e and 33, Old Bond Street. W.

<r CircuIatinK Muilc Library, SuhticriptioD, Â£22i. per annum, in

f advance. Planofortea ou tlie Hire Purchase system, or on

^ Hire, from 106 monthly. Pianoforte Tuning, Â£1 Is. per

f Â»nnum. Pianoforte Repairing. Circulating Library of

" Fiction, Biography, Travel, etc., from Â£2 2i. per annum.

Reicrwd A'eato /or nil THEATRES and COXCKRTS.

H. G.

TURNEP,

'ATKNTEK

& M AKEK,

ELDON

X3ROVE,

Manchester.

IMITATIONS."

FERGUSON'S

EDINBURGH ROCK

SAFEST SWEETMEAT.

ALEX. FERGUSON, Melbourne Place, Edinburgh.

KALS are superseding Petticoats.

They improve the figure, prevent

ratigue, give warmth without weight,

and delightful freedom and comfort;

to ensure these, Registered KALS,

and not ordinary ladies' knicker

bockers, should be purchased. Our

Kals

at 3/11. post free, we guarantee to

wear well for 12 months; if they do not,

we will GIVE another pair. Better

qualities, and Cycling Kals also made.

Price List and Patterns free from

he Manageress, to whom state size of

corset worn when ordering.

Kali are imlf obtainable DIRECT PROM

5

K1.A.X.S. Limited,

MARTINS' SILENT CYCLE SADDLERY.

Our new Saddle is the careful production of

practical expÂ«rimenta, the shapes ot the seats

ire constructed on a new principle, the fittings

are nnest quality steel covered with leather,

and w. guarantee each Saddl. fur two years,

ladies mÂ»de in two sizes. Retailed at all Cycle

Deitfu and fitted to Machines if so specified.

Martin - Silent Pump Carriers, '.""'<

6d. per pair.

,fromB/-

Ladie^, It/-and IS/
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f A Most

j Acceptable

| Christmas

{Gift.

f AN AMERICAN ,

ROLL-TOP DESK i

STYLE, COMFORT, AND CONVENIENCE. I

The DERBY Desk cannot be excelled ; for the Office or \

Private Study it makes a life-long treasure. Suitable for ^

Presentations or Xmas Giftsâ��always proves a lasting ^

gratification. Satisfaction guaranteed. From 367 upwards. 3

Elastic Bookcases, Solicitors' ?

Tables, TlltJng Chairs, Office i

Furniture, Filing Cabinets, ~-

Flat-top Desks, &c.

All goods of the Finest Quality,

being the product of ample Capital,

Inventive Genius, and Mechanical

Skill.

Special Agents for the Celebrated

Blickensderfer Â£7 los. Typewriter.

â��Readers of 'Strand

Magazine'can have .

one of our Hand

some Illustrated No. 5 Catal3gues free on Application.

I THOMAS TURNER (Eâ�¢}:?

Telephone 317 Holborn. 22 AWARDS. ~=

> 44, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C. ; C

/ 23, Snow Hill. Birmingham ; Newarke St., Leicester. 3

MFWVI

i

i

A XMAS PRESENT FIT FOR A KHRl

faffing Muto'cat J$oz

Plays over 1,000 Tunes and delights everyone.

â�¢ The REGINA has features not to be found ir. any other box.

â�¢ One of its strong points is the simplicity of its mechanism,

' being a great advantage over other boxes on the market that

' are continually getting out of order. Runs 20 to 30 minutes

1 with one winding, and can be safely operated Ijy a child.

| Wonderfully brilliant in tone, and plays alt the latest music.

SPECIAL.-Reg In a. No. 19, with 34 Tunes. Â£13.

Richlf rÂ«nÂ«d Wtlnnt Cut. full Birmonionj Tone.

, AH Dtalcn, or Omtpletc /;...-â��'../ II. Catalyui frte la Rtada

of " The Utrand Magazine.

91, ELY PLACE. HOLBORN. LONDON, E.G.

visa AT MODERATE PRICE*. ;â�¢..>.,â�¢â�¢:.;,,,' ig

DEAR READER,

Have you ever felt itâ��'.hat inJcscribable

shrinking horror, which even the bare notion

of poison conjures up to the apprehension ?

If this unwelcome sensation has Invaded

the radius of your experience, as surely at

some time it has, you will be Immensely

relieved to know that one at least of the

necessaries of your daily household life is

untainted by any suspicion of poison.

We speak of GLOBE Metal Polish, wnich

may be applied by the most delicate

hand to the most valuable metal-work

without the slightest fear of Injury In eUhcr

direction.

Yet GLOBE Metal Polish, giving as it docs

a surpassingly brilliant lustre to all the

metals of every-day use â�� sliver, brass,

copper, steel, nickel, (In, etc.â��Is a thousand

times mere effective than the numerous

polishes which rely upon poisonous Ingre

dients to gloss over their inherent worth-

lessness.

So well esteemed Indeed is GLOBE

Metal Polish, that It enjoys the honour

of being used in the household of

H.M. THE QUEEN.

If you have the misfortune to be one of

the very few people in these Islands who are

not acquainted practically with Its rust,

tarnish, and dirt removing properties, It will

be of value to you to know that this polish

is sold everywhere, and that any unlikely

difficulty about getting it is open to an easy

remedy In the shape of a post-card to

RAIMES & CO., 5, Phllpot Lane, London,

E.C., and Stockton-on-Tees.
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ASTHMA,

BRONCHITIS,

CHEST DISEASES

SHORTNESS OF BREATH.

BLOOD SPITTING.

Those suffering from the above receive POST FREE

particulars of my Special Cure, which is not of a TRAN

SIENT, BUT A TRACEABLE, LASTING EFFECT,

not only combating single symptoms, but removing the

causes of thftse diseases. Therefore a

PERMANENT CURE

I HAVE TRIED 1HE TREATMENT ON MY-

SELF, and have practised i( for 18 years on many thousands

of Special Caws, with the very best results, and many

Medical Men and many Clergymen have

acknowledged to me that my cure is a successful one.

Officially confirmed letters of thanks testify to surprising

successes by patients who have suffered for 3O

years, and more, though in advanced yearsâ��say 70 to So.

Many are cured after having been

GIVEN UP AS INCURABLE.

No interference with daily occupation. Send description of

complaint, and mention it you suffer from

PAUL WEIDHAAS, Pulmonary Institute,

39 D.S., York Road, Hove, BRIGHTON.

A SEPTUAGENARIAN CURED OF ASTHMA

" For a long time I hav* been a terrible

sufferer from Bronchial A it Inn*, of the incut

revere kind, and perfectly prostrated by this

moat territilu complaint, sitting for Ten con

secutive hours bent double, gmtpme for breath.

and not daring to lie down in bed for fear of

mffocatlon ; my Ufa was a perfect misery from the awful suffering

I endured. Since January, when I commenced vour most skilful

treatment, I have bad no return of this appalling complaint. I

have 1*0,1 attended in London and here, by very clever doctors, all

of whom assured me there was *no cure for it* besides trying

every remedy advertised, which unly gave temporary relief. I only

wish this extraordinary case, more like a miracle, were more wnlsly

known, that the thousands of sufferers might he eured of this truly

awful disease. I shall be too glad to recommend it, and have al ready

dune so to all 1 know. You arc at perfect liberty to publish this If

you wish, only 1 ask you to suppress my name in print, although

you can give it privately to any inquirers.â�� !(Â«. E. G. K, C. P."

[.VHTTM and Addrttt on Application.]

Mn. WEIDHAAS is prepared to pay

Â£1,OOO

to any charitable Institution if the aliove are not genuine

extracts from letters of patients. The originals may be

ieen at his Institute by any bona-fide inquirers.

FOR PLEASURE AND PROFIT.

NOTHING SO PROFITABLE

AND EASY TO GROW.

80 ACRES of SALEABLE TREE:

THE BEST PROCURABLE.

Fret.

HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS.

Carriage Free, for cash with order.

Bushes in variety. Packing and

Ss. perdoz., BOH. per 100.

Ail other Nur$try Stock

carriage fonjuard.

SIN? OTS From 15/-a dot

Herbaceous Plant*,

Four Acre* of Glass.

Clematl* (8O.OOO; from 15 - doi.

iifjlf Plant* are tt\ld at tHghtly

Ornamental Tree* 91, Acre*.

A Superb Collection of

increased pricet.

GENERAL CATALOGUE

(Over 100 page*) of Nursery Stock,

artl-ticHlly produced, containing

somf hundreds of illustrations.

and full of valuable Information.

. Please mention this 1'nj-er.

fre* on n-c*lpt ol Sd. for pontage,

<ARD SMITH & CO., WORCESTER

PLBASB SEND POST-CARD fOR FKBB SAMPLE AND FULL PARTICULARS OP OUR

PERSONAL GREETING XMAS CARDS.

THE MOST FASHIONABLE AND ARTISTIC DESIGNS.

Beautifully Printed, with the Sender's Name and Address, and Embossed with

Monogram, &c.t from 2,'- per dozen, post free.

SHARP WALKER A CO., Xtnas Card Manufacture. 259, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.
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A SWEETMEAT AND A FOOD ,

THE ORIGINAL,

MILK-CHOCOLATE

Imitations are inferior, INSIST ON PETER'S.

PENNY PACKETS & upwards. Sold everywhere.

i Sole Agenta.Mackenzio 4 Co., 28,WellcloaeSq.. London, K

Royal j

1 Bakin

Powder^

Write for Recipe Book and

FREE SAMPLE TIN.

Sec what the LANCET says.

WRIGHT, CROSSLEY & CO.,

LIVERPOOL.

ADT .OiO Ltd-Â» Hanley, Staff. JOUR vr. coorER,

f+W\ I \S\Jm Potteries. Â«

A Splendid Opportunity. Direct from the Potteries.

The "Quean Anne" Combination Tea and

Breakfast Service.

ExHuititdv binithvl in t'int Gold, contitt* of

8 Tea CupÂ« Â« Saucerj

a TÂ«a Plates

This Wuniitrfttl Stt. in OUT iwnc " Vert" t ;!Â»â�¢-.

BreÂ»Htait Cups A Saucer*

PreÂ»kfust Plate.

Slop Bowl 1 Cream Ewer

Bread A Butter Plate*

Teapot lour patent Slide Lid)

Hot Water Juf and 1 Hot Toast Dish.

racked JTM for IO 6.

Set of 3 JugÂ«

Zlritiafi

of

The " Queen Anne " Dinner Service.

Tim Wonderful Sri, in our nnr " Vert' Blu4

SaxjuinUly i \n*-h-<I, connttt of

12 Meat Plate.

la Pudding Plate!

13 Cheese Plates

Ing nearly leln.v

a Full Sized Vegetable Dishes

9 Sauce Boats

la Soup Plates

5 Heat Dlihes (the largest meÂ».ur-

1 Soup Tureen iholdlng 3) pints), and

1 Stand for same.

I-arJcfd fret far Â«H Is. Bd.

THE THREE SERVICES (Breaklast, Tea, Â«nd Dinner), all in too "Quien Anne" douign, COMPLETE FOR Cl 13Â».

A TABLE TOILET SET FREE.

N.B.â�� CrenU, Moimara

Sole Manufacturers of the

i PLEASE NOTE.â��During this uionth.to iniur* emrlT bualnwM. wÂ«

will give one of our HALF-GUINEA TABLE TOfLET SETS

I to every purutiawr of thf Â£1 18s. Complete bet.

m. and Ballpen made a Siwri&liM, _.

â�¢UMFRACTURABLB SURFACE

ither for larffe Private Faniilies, or for l!otÂ«ls. Srh<Â»ole. 4c.

,ATE8"

HEALTH AND STRENGTH.

Strength tuppluiU Wcaknetta and Ill-health whereTer

PROK. D. L. DOVVI/S

HOME GYMNASIUM

mutcl

i. dally.

In any curnÂ«rof a

It occoi-iefl only

â�¢pnce. Yet it com-

GUof eTcry form

ciÂ»- !L > tnliraocB

laK< ^ wi' 1"<Â»it. any

Exerciser may

Runuiag,Bicyi5lln(rJ>nnib Bells, Horizontal Bar, Indian

Cluba, &c. Caret OTOUutt' Stoop- Suituble for

_ â�� Ugt* of Rowing.

BOTHSEXES,ALLAGES.EVERYDirGRÂ£Ef'F*TPEÂ»<GTH

Send for " HOW TO BECOME STRONG,"

('a- ni'K- JUvftraicd. 40 Enyraving*; no Charge.

KUCNTIFIC PHYSICAL CULTURE SCHOOL,

PaKsTucuY ROAD. MACCLESF1ELD.

for Hotf.R, K OB tan ran U, Clubo, Ac.,

To those who admire

Soft White Hands

METCALFE'S

BALM OF LILIES

will make vourhÂ«udmnd fai-esmooth

as velvet and white as the Illy.

It possesses remarkable sooth

ing and healing properties,

and is a certain cure for

chapped hands, removing

all roughness and reLness of

the skin.

In bottles, 1/3. 2/3 & 4/9, post free.

Proprietor:

M. T. METCALFE, Pharmacist,

Headlngley, Leeds.

W'kolesalt only:

NIWBIRT 1 S..NS. 1. Knir EHwud 8t,

NcwgaU St, London.
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SOUTHALL'S

Unique in Conception,

rractieaf, *â�¬b

and *Â£a6ting in 'Wear.

Made in Kip,

Tan, and

Black Calf,

Patent

Leather, and

Grain Hide.

PRICES:

12/6, 13/6,

16/6, 18/6,

and 25/-

NOTE THE FASTENING.

PATENT

Every order, from the moment

it is received until the goods are

despatched, receives the most

careful attention. The whole of

the materials used are bought in

the best markets, and the making

of the boots is only entrusted to

the very ablest of workmen.

Full particulars of all our goods are contained

in our NEW ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE, which

we are happy to send to anyone on receipt

of their name and address on a post-card

BOOTS.

SOUTXAl-l- & CO.

(Dept. L),

KIRKSTALL ROAD, LEEDS.

RCMCMBCD YOUR FRIENDS at XMAS an 4

R CIYI LIVID tin NEW YEAR, and send them

Adds

immeasurably

to Celerity

and Comfort

in writing.

Of all

Pens

most

famous

Made in THREE SIZES at

10/6

16/6

AND

UP TO

18

GUINEAS,

Post Free.

Complete Illustrated Catttjl;

Post Free on Application

MABIETODD,*BARl

93, CHEAPSIDK, B.C.;

950, RECENT STREET, W., LONDON.

And 3, Exchange St., MwiehMtw.
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WARNING TO LADIES.

KWIRC of WLIMS containing injurious ACHK

which BUM your metah t SPOIL your

TEST

tm IT OH A KHW, Oiba smalt quantity of MM

ui a peimr S /Â«Â«â�¢ it ixermght. Ifjf contains KID,

it will turn quite rrten ly the Miming /ix

BUT "MATCHLESS" WONT!

MULHENS'

It Is the

Best

Genuine,

Strongest,

Most

Lasting,

Most

Refreshing

and

Invigorating.

Sold

Everywhere

in Bottles at

II-, 2/-, 3/6,

4/6, 6/6, &c.

MULHENS' 4711 DEPOT,

62, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.

(If ordered direct 3d. extra for pottage. I

benefits the whole system.

Not only is it specially

adapted to the relief of

mental fatigue, but is an

excellent and portable food

for prolonged bicycle

rides and walks, for school

children's luncheons, etc.

CHOCOLAT SUCHARD is

particularly useful when

the system needs nourish

ment of easy and quite

rapid digestibility. It is

neither greasy nor gritty;

it is characterized by an

exceptional smoothness of

grain and a delicacy of

flavour which renders it

particularly enjoyable and

wholesome.

Sold in % & %lb. Packets and

Fancy Boxes.

70 YEARS' REPUTATION.

All Chocolates, Cocoas, and Bonbons

bearing the name of Suchard are ot the

highest quality only.
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lt is wcdJatfhi quality and.flavour,

" ~~"7f?p. t&fKat'

ery df6eÂ»tii)le. nutritious-and palatable."."-*â�¢*

^ â��5;fa6-Jr9 r,-o?/Vr 15

beneficial Kaofrs. have a&fcsaied ffie use at this P

^T/^i1^^

What's in a Name?

A Rose by any other Name

would Smell as Sweet,

But there is only one Name for the

Original and Best

LIME JUICE CORDIAL,

AND THAT IS

Do not accept imitations.

Goddard's

Plate Powder

NON-MERCURIAL.

Send for our Illustrated Price Ust.%1 .elr

.t.s supplied to the House

of Commons and

Leading Clubs.

THE

SCOTTISH

NATURAL MINERAL

TABLE WATER

Superior to onj (7iÂ«i(Â«r Hian anÂ« o/ the I'artiyn Mineral M'aUn.

In Split*, Pints, and Quarts.

Proprietors: "ST. ROHAN'S WELLS" AND MINERAL

WATER Co., LTD., INNEKI EITHEN, SCOTLAND.

London Depot: 66, KINSUURV PAVEMENT, E.C.

HILLABYS

LIQUORICE

WAFERS.

A DELICinUS SWEETMEAT.

Pure, Wholesome. HIM free

from any artificial coloring

matter bt>eciallf suitable

f.r sincere, public speaker!,

etc. ( untain valuable medi

cinal iropertiea. Of all

r a sample will \K .-enl free on nveit.t of a noi-tcard. HÂ«CT.

cliemieti* and confectioner!,

HILLABYS. LTD., PONTEFR1

A GARMENT WORTH 10/9

LOST

IN

THE

WASH.

which might have been saved had it

simply been marked with

MATHER'S

NICRINE.

A Jet Blark Marking Fluid, for Marking

Linen, Cotton, Ac. Will not InJurS

the rnont delicate Fabric. Rrerr

hottlc Kuarantcod. Of all Stationer.,

ChÂ«mUta and Stores, 8d.. la..

2Â«. 6d., and Sa. per Bottle. Sampl*

sent on receipt of 13 ptamps.

MAXL-FACTL-BKD BT

W. MATHER, Ltd., Dyer St.,

MANCHESTER.
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CHASE'S "NONPAREIL" <Â«*> HAIR PRODUCER.

HAIR POSITIVELY PRODUCED by the Use of

HOW TO HAVE

Testimonial from H. Hllller'i Parents.

" 14, WOODCUTTER STÂ»EIT, LOXDOH. \V.

" "fie.r's'ir'-I certify that my son, Herbert HUUsTl wa. totallybald

for four rear, and under medical treatment for a long I*r.od 1

rase was imeii up a. hopelem when you took him in hand. He has

after six month, of your treatment, got his head all covered with

haÂ£' " "â�¢ .1 lit* two or three inchâ�¢ long, Wing m.at grateful tu you. I

B?v'e yoi Vrn iMion to u.e and publish the .il photograph, that have

Ken Uke?, aUo full Articular, of ewe. and to make u,e of this to.ti-

moniiU in any manner you mÂ»j think fit. -I am, f^f^^j^iff Â»

[" Hair Producer actually jiroduf*. new

^^^^^r^^^s^'^s^ff^

Sold in bottle.. 1/8, a/6, 5;- and upwards, with or without greaw.

roÂ«tal Orders to G. W. BECKETT CHASE. Hair Speciali.t, 8,

Sutherland â�¢ v.n,?e, â�¢Â»^J'ar {V^fSJ. UPÂ°n "" '""' '""""*'

BEAUTIFUL HANDS

AND THE CHARM OF A

PERFECT COMPLEXION.

BEAUTIFUL HANDS command universal admiration. Hands

denote character and should be, cared for.

If yo

>ur Hands arc ROUGH or RED,

make them SMOOTH and WHITE.

'TIS EASILY DONE BY USING

DERMINE.

TRY IT ! The Effect of DERMINE is Magical and

wil! surprise you.

It will make your Hands SOFT as VELVET in a

single Night.

-W-H:_A_T is xkxaxuKCxarxa ?

It is a Dainty TOILET LOTION which

REMOVES CHAPS, ROUGHNESS, and SUN

BURN while you Sleep.

MISS ELLEN TERRY

MRS. BROWN POTTER

MISS ELLALINE TERRISS

USB IT AND PRAISE IT.

Sample Bottle, post free for Is. 3d., or larger siÂ«s for

2s. 6d. and 5s.

Soi E PHOPKIEIOKS :

TALBOT * CO,oe,DMER.VALE ROAD, PUTNEY,

Wholesale Agent. : W. EDWARDS 4 So*. 1ST, Queen Victoria St., B.C.

THE LIBRARY OF USEFUL STORIES.

Three New Volumes, Is. each.

THE STORY OF RELIGIONS. By the Rev. E D. PRICK,

F.C..S.

THE STORY OF THE COTTON PLANT. By F. WILKINSON,

F G.S. With }8 Illustrations.

THE STORY OF GEOGRAPHICAL DISCOVERY. How

the World Became Known. By JOSEPH JACOBS. With

24 Maps, etc.

3EO. NKWNES, LTD., 7â��1?. Somhamp

15,100 StUclui a Hinutt.

Automatic Knitter

EARNS 151- TO 30!- WEEKLY.

A LADT writes : " / earn my Hring

Knit* Sork. (a pair in 3R minute.) and

Stnckinm very npidly, Cn.lerrlothinp Ac.

entirely bit the. machine."

Cwh, Hire, and Work Term, from Sadin

Bept., 67, Southwmrk St., London.

Very simple Eauily learned. Lewon. In-o.

DeptUâ��M. Oxford St : 192, Dpper St.,

Ixmdon ; Â», Union St., GlMgow â�¢, ud 73,

Dame St., DubUn.

JLIJER, after IB rauutl

treatment.

CONSISTING OF

SPECIALLY PRESERVED|

GRAPE JUICE & BARK

FROM

A REMARKABLE TONIC.

PLEASANT TO TAKE.

DEBILITY, INDIGESTION, &c. Also,

-lichlv recommended in Cases of GENERAL

llurinK Convalescence, after INFLUENZA, and

OTHER EXHAUSTING ILLNESSES.

A Sample Bottle, Post Free. 4B. 6Â«J. ; Half-

Bollle, 20. 6d.; or, of all Chemists and Patent

Medicine Vendors.

PROSPECTUS Post Free on application.

F. WRIGHT, MUNDY & CO.,

MERTON RD., KENSINGTON, LONDON, W.

'BOOTS

AND

SHOES

mm miniums,

I cured quickly A permanently by

HARRISONS PILE CURE. Used by

many Physicians in practice.

Post fru '/Z J< V-

n Erysipelas k all Skin Dis-

Â£sl eases posiHvely cured by

HflRRisoN'5 OINTMENT. Spemlly

adapted for Skin Diseases of Infants

Post free >/2 fc J/-

Brondiilis tc all Chfst Com

'by
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ALLCOCK'S

PLASTERS

Strengthen

Cure

Weak Backs.

Lumbago, Rheumatism.

ALLCOCK'S are the only genuine, safe, and reliable Porous Plaster

made, so insist on having ALLCOCK'S. Take no other.

THE ORIGINAL

SCOTCH WHITE WIHCEY

The ideal Fabric fur Baby's and

< hit.livri - Dreag.

Positively

Unshrinkable.

30 to 36 Inches

vide.

The LANCET saysâ��

" Mr, Benger's admirable preparation."

The LONDON MEDICAL RECORD saysâ��

to 3/Â»

per yard.

iVl' Everlasting Wear.

Highly recommended by the

"Queen."

Patterns and Parcels Post Free.

JAS. SPENCE & CO., DUNDEE.

Delicious, Nutritive, Digestible.

FOOD FOR

" Retained when all other Foods are rejected.

It Is Invaluable." ^^^^^^^,

GOLD MEDAL awarded Health Exhibition, London.

INFANTS,

INVALIDS,

and the

AGED.

BengITS Food is

Sold by

Chemists, &c.,

everywhere.
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Whooping:

Croup,

Asthma,

Catarrh,

Colds.

It takes time to prove the value of a Remedy. CRESOLENE

has 20 years behind it, and the assurance of a vigorous and growing

demand, besides the personal acknowledgment of many physicians,

that it is the uest remedy, particularly for Whooping: Cough

and Croup, ever diso-verrd. The application i CRESOLENE

is simplicity itself. The Vaporizer acts from five to six hours without

attention. The patient simply breathes the medicated air of the room. The treat

ment being by inhalation, does a way with the necessity of waking the patient, which

in itself is of sufficient importance to warrant giving it a trial. CRE8OLBNK

mty be used in connection with any other treatment, and is used with success in the

treatment of Diphtheria, Scarlet Fever, and Measles. CRESOLENE is a product

of Coal Tar, of much greater antiseptic power than Carbolic Acid. Sold by all

Chemists. Send for descriptive booklet, with physicians' testimonials and price list.

i! /'.,..,:. i... ,.,/,.- ALLEN & HANBURK 3 Ltd.. 37. Lombard St., London. E.G.

A PHENOMENAL SUCCESS

4 GOLD MEDALS.

Flor de Dindigul

Cigarettes,

A most delightful

little

Whiff from India.

ALL

TOBACCO

LEAF

/No Paper).

Far more whole

some than any

Paper Cigarette,

and better Value

At an respectable

Tobacconists'

throughout the

Kingdom,

and at

BEWLAY'S,

49 and 74, Strand,

and

143, Oheapelde,

London,

who will send

tf tfampk %OJT of Trfette

POST FREE FOR 12 STAMPS.

T ype best steel, bars rigid and straigb T

H Â«'-ght gins., weight islbs., easy to carr Y

E nglish throughout, durable and chea p

writing visibl Â£

8 pacer mechanism perfect, and in full vie W

A lignment very good, best manifolde R

L >ght touch, agreed by all, Urbi and Orb |

T he speed unlimited if user is adep T

E qual to any, all parts interchangeabl E

R ibbon rexcraes automatically on the ba R

Office : 7, NEWGATE STREET, LONDON, E.G.

XMAS PLATES.

FRAME YOUR OWN PICTURES.

A new Invention, Â«upersÂ«dlntf ordinary Picture Frame*, at a quarter the ccÂ»i.

FIT-ALL P=E FRAME

To frame pictures of any size up to 33 by 93 inches sent free to any address in the United Kingdom for

A Gold Frame. g* A Frame for Everybody.

A Perfect Frame. I S â�¢â�¢ M No Tools required.

A Dust Proof Frame. T V No skl" Necessary for Fitting.

An Unequalled Frame. m 9* W It, can be adapted to any Shape.

Designed to Frame-up the millions of Beautiful Engravings, Xmas Plate*. Oleographs, Prints, etc, which

are stored away for the want of a cheap Irame. Send Postal Order to The Manager,

FIT-ALL FRAME CO., 70H, OAKHURST GROVE, PECKHAM, LONDON. S.E.
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YESSIXTYCLASSESI

NON-INTOXICATING YV lIHiL

OF DELICIOUS UUIKI C*

MADE INSTANTLY FROM

A SIXPENNY BOTTLE OF

MASON'S

WINE ESSENCES

MASON'S GINCER WINE ESSENCE.

A Hiipetmy Bottle will, m six minuUa, make iiity

glanel ot Delicloua Nun-Alcoholic Wine.

Abwtrr MASOH'8 EXTRACT OF HERBS

and MASON'S COFFEE ESSENCE. Sample

Bottla of either, sent port FREE. 9.1.; Two, airorted,

la. 3d.; Three anorted 18. M.

~ AGENTS WANTED.

NEWBALL c. MASON, NOTTINGHAM.

?

T

Â¥

Â¥

THE SHIRT YOU WANT

i We luvply a lineii-fitUid shirt, with body of soft

cotton and front and cuffs of pure linen, at 2s 3d

or a sample free b; pott fur Â». fid. It titÂ« perfectly

and ft cut right at the neck. BO yuur collar will

not torment you. Full length, with jurt enough

fulnets in the proper place to make TOU comfort

able while wearing it. Bend site of collar uie<l

when ordering. Second quality, 3f. 2d., port f ree

IIandiomely Illustrated Catalogue of Bhirtt of

all kindi, Underclothing, Ac., Bent on receipt

of post-card.

H. H. BLYTH, Earl Qrey Street, Edinburgh.

Without Medicine.

HOW ? Â®y '** N*w Method ot Introducing Oxygen

nvr TI i directly Into the entire Circulation.

It haa Cured Chronic Cases pponounosd

-INCURABLE."

.WT NOT A BATTERY OR BELT. -VI

Write for book, Idling '

'What It Is*

POST f Pt II.

ELECTROLIBRAT10N

A CHARMING

The moat welcome Xmas

Present to Wile or Fianoto

Mother or Daughter, la

A HermeÂ« Pyrenean

DRESSING GOWN. 21/-

OT MATIhfE, 10/6

(Carriage Paid).

Superb garment, of best ma

terial, in Cardinal. Pink, Sky,

Fawu.orOream. Money gladly

returned if not approved.

Send postcard for NEW ![/-

LUSTBATBD CATALOGUE of

Ladies' Winter Underwear,

direct from frame to user.

HERMES STOCKINETTE CO.

77.Fore St., London,E.G.

and " How It Carts.*1

xxxm

FURS!! FURS!!!

Enormous Bargain* In all High Clan Fun by I

OO.,

85, WESTBOURNE GROVE, W.

GENTLEMEN'S FUR-LINED OVERCOAT*.

throughout with Kenl Kuairian Fur, with deep Fur Roll Collar

and Ouffi oj Rich Dnrk Fur. 4 gulneaa. Kecomniended highlr bj

the medical profrwiou. See our (uuKolitited) testimonials

BBW- Navy, Blue, or Black Bearer Cloth, chamoli pockets, and lined <

Peal Seal. kin Capea. FaahiunaMe Full Slia|*i,Â»ith B*S0MI

Collar. 5t and 7t tfulneaa (warranted gonuine)

Real BÂ«Â«J>kln Jackela (warrantÂ«l|. Fanhionable Rhapci. at

Ti, 91, lfl+, anil 14i guineas. tiuamnteed no kind of imitation

SEALSKIN GARMENTS RE-MODELLED. theaiwl

and Mnit Hclial.le Houwfor ALL ALTERATIONS ft REPAIRS.

EXTREMELY HANDSOME REAL MINK MARMOT.

Full Cape, 2uln. deep. 4jrda. round flounce, worth X20. Our S]*cial

ScuÂ£uu Offer !â�¢ 5i guinea*.

"

in great variety. Bend for estimate* and price list.

Ki-tt .\Mrai: tf RUSSIAN FUR CO.. "Â»â�¢â��-! Imnorttn and

Uanufactartrl. 85. WESTBOURNE GROVE. LONDON, W.

Fur Necklet*, Muffa, Boaa, C'apea, rarriat-e Wraim, Hearthruga, etc.,

(Few Doort from \viiit. li-y> j

"I can itrongly recommend its

use. A most valuable article."

â��Sir. Chas. Cameron, M.D.

"Excellent In flavour.

Deserve* frank

praise."

Lancet.

NEW

â�¢Pur*

of the

best quality."

â��Brit, Mcd. Journal.

THE VERY BEST COCO A

AND THE CHEAPEST.

H.THORNE& CO., Ltd,, LEEDS.

DISH FOR

SUPPERS.

MINCED CHICKEN,

Seasoned with Mexlc

Chill Pepper.

UNIQUE-DELIGHTFUL.

UM, I'rrp!tr*d by Armour Packing

In CanB, il1'. and lib., ready for

Co. Sample fib. Can, pott paid, on

receipt of 9d. in

Address: GEO. HOOPER & CO.,

4. EASTCHEAP, LONDON, E.C., Aeents.
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HALL'Â£ WINE.

THE WORRY-KILLED

[LlFE bU HALL'S NVlMElvER^sfwORRY/

L (-â��â�¢ j u j

You COM.

LIFE tro vvt/n. ,

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ I^BIB^^^^^H ^

[LIFE w^tus HALL'S WINE] VER^ [WORRV]

Y>Â« C4*. UK WORRY t wiÂ«. .

HALL'S WINE

k WORRY.

SoIJ by all Grocers, Wine Merchants, and Licensed

Chemists at 2S. and 35. 6i. per Bottle.

Proprietors : STEPHEN SMITH & CO., Ltd., Mnlmesbury

Road, Bow. London. B.
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[AZENBY'S

â�¢â�¢ A ^

ONE OF THESE SQUARES, WHICH MAKES

A PINT AND A HALF OF SOUP, WILL BE SENT FREE

TO ANYONE IN THE UNITED KINGDOM FILLING IN THE

COUPON BELOW AND FORWARDING IT IN A PROPERLY

STAMPED ENVELOPE TO THE MANUFACTURERS,

LAZENBY'S

SOUP SQUARES

IN 13 VARIETIES

CA;I NOW BE

OBTAINED AT MOST

OF THE LEADING

GROCERS & STORES

IN THE

UNITED KINGDOM,

A THE COLONIES.

E.LAZENBY&SON.Lâ�¢

18, Trinity Street, LONDON, S,E.

SOUP SQUARE COUPON.

(AVAILABLE UNTIL D ECE M BER 31Â«t, 1898.)

Name-

Address.-

s

PLEASE WRITE DISTINCTLY.
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VALENTO

By Royal

Loiters Patent.

WINE.

FROM THE FINEST SELECTED GRAPES.

A Light Non-Alcoholic Champagne,

Containing in a marked degree the character, stimulating and sustaining

properties of the finest imported wine, and is certified by the Highest

Scientific and Medical Authorities to be the Monarch of all Health-

Restoring' and Preserving Table Drinks.

A Perfect Wine at the Price of Aerated Waters.

To be had from all WINE MERCHANTS, GROCERS, CHKMISTS, STORES, HOTELS,

and REFRESHMENT BAKS.

IN QUARTS, PINTS, AND HALF-PINTS.

Patentees o.irf Sole Makers: THE LONDON HYGIENIC WINE CO., FULHAM, LONDON, S.W.

BROOME'S.:MUSIC

See that the

Name ' Broome ' is

on every Copy.

Full Music Size,

and

Guaranteed Correct

13 NEW NUMBERS

AND NEW CATALOGUE

NOW READY.

897 You Can Buy Them for a Penny in the

Street (Song)

899 Messmate Tom (Song)

898 A Venetian Love Dream (Song)

900 Bedtime Melodies (Song)

901 Beating Round the Bush (Song)

902 Octavia (Piano Solo)

642 Khartoum (Grand Mr^ch) ..................

903 Guard of Honour (March) .................

904 Baby Slumbers (Piano Solo) ...............

906 Old Memories (Piano Solo) ...............

905 Elfinclla (Piano Solo) ........................

907 Athena (Piano Solo) ...........................

908 Whisper the Old Sweet Name (Song)

Alan Macey.

Lindsay Lennox.

Alan Macey.

Theo. Bonheur.

Theo. Bnnheur.

Leonard Gauticr.

Leonard Gautier.

Theo. Bonheur.

Fabian Scott.

Fabian Scott.

Fabian Scott.

Fabian Scott.

(Words by Clifton Bingham) ......... Alan Macey.

Buy of your Local Agent, or sent POST FREE upon

receipt of 3d. per Copy (or 13 for 2s. 6d.) of

W. H. BROOME, 15, HOLBORN,

LONDON, E.G.

FOR PURITY,

ECONOMY,

AND

CONVENIENCE,

USE

NELSON'S

TABLET

JELLIES.

Made with the Purest Gelatine of I

ENGLISH

Manufacture.
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i

Like the Sun

Pure Concentrated

* SPREADS ITS BENEFICENT RAYS

ALL OVER THE WORLD;

BUT, UNLIKE THE LIGHT-GIVINu

ORB, IT IS

Never Eclipsed.

" No Better Food."

Dr. ANDREW WILSON, F.R.S.E., Ac.

275 Gold Medals & Diplomas.

^

I

I

I

i

i

I

i

i
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To

^Constitution

Scotch

A " Provost "

Porridge Pan,

which makes

perfect porridge,

FREE TO ALL

consumers of

Provost Oats.

Prepared In Scotland. Sold In 2lb. Packets by all Grocers and Food Dealers-

DON'T READ THIS!

One of our faeflo Self-instructor* IB

E'ven with every instrument. Trice

isU Free. VIOLIN OI-TMT, complete

with bow, reiin. self-instructor. Ac.,

in Tiolio caÂ«e, 66, 10,6, 13/6, 2J/-, Â»/-.

REAL OLD VIULIXS, Â£â�¢>, Â£j, Â£3. MAN-

Hi.nu.tn rtrauboK, witheaÂ«y tutor,

â�¢J5/6. XlTHKK IlANJO, 30/-. C'nKKKT. IU

H/6, HiM, 14 II, 17*, 'JOti. Ai'TO-HARP*,

fi/-. 7Â». 10/6. BANJOI:*, 16, 96, 11/3.

raw, 23* HUOLU, H'2, 3D, fl,'6. UKLoutoM, with new iiiBiantanuoua

tut->r, 5/2, 711, 117. CO-ICKHTIVAS .T'fl, fi/(L KLI-TE, 4-3. I'm "i...Â»Â». :i ,

4'-, 6/6. Firtra, 8d., l/l, '4^. (ii IT*RS. 10 6, 15/6. /.ITIIEHS, 5,B, 10 C, 1ft Â«.

IULCIMF.RI, Â»/-, 76. OCAKIKAS. rtd., I/-, 2/-. TAMBUITRI^ES, 1 -, 1/6, 43.

NIGGER Wio, l,fl. Bowcft, I/-. MotTii One AMU, Â«d., Hd., lid. MUSICAL

Hoxit, 2/6, 3/S, 6'6, 96. POLVPII..X, l'2/O. jjet of 4 VIOLIS HTKiMui, I/-.

SÂ«tof IB&W9 ftBUXaftt l/% -^t-t of 8 Mi.\DoLi*K STRI.NUS, 1/6.

SINGLE ARTICLE AT WHOLESALE PRICE A CARRIAGE PAID.

See Testimonials in Price List.

,.

ro BE OBTAINED Of ALL

BUILDERS

PLUMBERSi IRONMONGERS

JOHN BOLDING& SONS LT-'

The STAINER MANUFACTURING Co.

(A. Departmenti,

92, ST. MARTIN'S LANE, CHARINQ CROSS. LONDON.

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS.

MIDLAND COUNTIES WATCH CO., 176

Vyse Street, BIRMINGHAM.

FAMOUS WATCHES FOR HOME AND ABROAD.

18-ct. Cold.

Diamonds ami Kuliies

or Sapphirci, SO -.

18-ct. Gold.

I'i;i111'iinj .â�¢'â�¢nirc and Two

KuliiesorSapphirri, 35,-.

No. KM.

IB-ct. Gold.

ii'l IlrillNint, 30 â�¢

GEM RINGS & JEWELLERY A GREAT SPECIALITY.

PURCHASE DIRECT FROM THE MANUFACTURERS.

Send for CATALOGUE, gratis and post free on application.

Cheques and P.O.O.'sto be made payable to the Oo.'8 Manager, Mr. A. PERCY.

STERLING

SILVER.
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THE a

QUEEN

FIRE-LIGHTING

NO FIREWOOD! NO OUST! NO DANCER 1

Lights a clean,

bright fire In a few

minutes without

wood. Saves time,

labour, worry, and

money. Will light30

fires at a oost of id.

Blows a

dead fire.

Into life at

once.

Mil JCasi

JCIfttimf.

FAN

74 days' free Trial allowed.

Delivered Free in United Kingdom for Cash

with order. Japanned Cover, 15/6 ; Embossed

Brass Cover and Brass Handle, 2i/- each.

Please mention this Paper. Full particulars post tree Iron

Skerry ffree Machine tfc., $td.,

CHERRY TREE, BLACKBURN.

We have a Variety.

OUR TYPEWRITERS ARE MODERN IN PRINCIPLE,

SCIENTIFIC IN CONSTRUCTION.

DOUBLE AND SINGLE KEY BOARDS.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE OF YOUR PREFERENCE.

Supplies for all Typewriters.

UNITED TYPEWRITER"*â�¢ SDPMJES COMPANY,

85 and 86, Queen Street, London, E.C.

Nervous Indigestion;

The Symptoms of Nervous Indiges

tion are well marked. They are Pain after

Food, Severe Headache, Coated Tongue, Con

stipation, Flatulence, Loss of Appetite, Pallor,

Nervous Twitchings, Sleeplessness, Loss of

Flesh and Strength, and great Prostration of

Mind and Body.

The Patient will be well advised to

take a short course of Guy's Tonic. This useful

Medicine never fails to restore the flagging

" Powers of Life," create Appetite, ensure good

Digestion and Assimilation, and thus invigorate

and strengthen the entire System.

"Could not Work or Sleep."

Miss CLARA ROBSON, of Warren Lodge,

Hampton Wick, writes :â��

" Having suffered with Indigestion for

' some years, and finding Doctors did not

'do me much good, I thought I would try

' Guy's Tonic. By the time I had taken

' one IxjUle I found I could take almost any

' kind of food. I did not know previously

â�¢ whatever to do, I was in such great pain.

' I could not work or sleep, but since I

' have taken Guy's Tonic I can enjoy all

' my meals, and I feel that it is a pleasure

' to work ; in fact, I do not feel like the

' same person. I shall always be most

' pleased to recommend Guy's Tonic,"

"Feels Ten Years Younger."

"Avenue Gardens,.Skegness,

"August I5lh, 1898.

" Please send two bottles Guy's Tonic.

" I have proved it to he the only sure cure

" for Indigestion. I feel ten years younger

" since taking Guy's Tonic, and have re-

"commended it to many people.

" Sleeplessness."

"S. W. WORTLEYS."

" Mansfield, Boharm, N.B.

" I have taken Guy's Tonic for Indiges-

" tion, and must say that I have derived

" great benefit from it for Sleeplessness.

" Mrs. SMITH."

The reason why Guy's Tonic Is so

beneficial is not far -to seek. It reinforces the

Gastric Juice and tones the Digestive org.-.ns, so

that all food taken is efficiently digested and

assimilated. The full nourishment is then

derived for the strengthening and building up of

the Nerves and Tissues. Health and Energy

follow as a matter of course.

A new size (Six Ounce) Bottle of

Guy's Tonic, is. id.. Is now on Sale at

all Chemists and Stores. This great

concession In price is the result of vast

sales of Quy's Tonic.
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Weak

Lungs,

Weak Lungs are benefited almost imm<, i;,uly and the

entire body strengthened and invigorated by the use of

Angler's Petroleum Emulsion. Unlike Cod-Liver oil

it is pleasant to take and agrees with the most delicate

stomach, aiding digestion instead of disturbing it. Besides

its food value it is antiseptic, soothing and healing, and

exerts a wonderfully beneficial influence upon the mucuus

membrane of throat, lungs, stomach and intesiiucs.

Prescribed by the Medical Profession.

CAUTION.-Ours is the original Petroleum Emulsion. It is made

with a special oil obtained from par.icular wells ai.d cai> ul â�¢ pn ified

by our own process. Imitations made with brdi a: y pctiu ium uunnot

have the same effect. Be suie to get ANGIER'S.

Of Chemists, 2/9 & 4/6.

A FREE SAMPLE on receipt of 3d. to cover postage.

THE ANGIER CHEMICAL CO., LTD., yt SNOW HILL, LONDON, E.G.

I I I J 1 I J Â£ I J I 1

For INFANTS & INVALIDS

** Contains a maximum proportion of all the

elements necessary for the sustenance and growth

of the infant. The PROPORTION OF I-ROTEIDS is

ADMIRABLE."â��The Lancet.

"A VALUABLE FOOD, readily assimilable by the

digestive organs of the MO*Â»T DELICATE INFANT AND

INVALID."- -Medical Press.

Sold Everywhere. In On* Shilling Tins.

Or Post Free from Mills, 12 Penny Stamps.

WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLE.

Hay's Hygeian Flour Mill* and Food Works, Hull.

THE NEW HEALTH FOOD.

NURSING MOTHERS taking this unrivalled Food

transmit, with all the richest elements of nutrition,

LIFE, STAMINA, and NOURISHMENT of priceless

value to their Infants.

"A highly Nutritious, Palatable, and Pleasant

Food of a superior kind."â��The Lancet.

Bold Everywhere. Price 6d.. in 2-lb. Packet!.

Or Two Packets Post Free from Mills, 12 Penny Stamps,

WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLE.

Hay's Hygelan Flour Mills and Food Works, Hull.

THE WONDER OF THE

19th CENTURY.

11 THE GRAMOPHONE."

Loudest and most distinct sound-producing machine yel Invented

(Joes bj clock-work. Hocord-diict practically indestructible. Land

enough to fill a hall holding soo people.

(Berliner'! Patent).

A Cugtdfur uTttot; "Your Gramophone exceeds all our expecta

tions. We find it magnificent in the open air."

PRICE Â£5 108. Records 2/6 each.

Hundreds of Records to Cboose from. Records Mit CD Ippnnl.

large variety of Musical Boxes with dianyeable Metal /><*-Â»

I1IIIAD A 1ITTVT E (Bt Apfoinlmext to H.M. Ute Queen),

Vilavf a fflUlVHi HO, Hew Oxford Street, LONOOM, W.O.

SU NDAY BOOKS.

THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS AND THE OLD MAN'S

With Frontispiece to each Allegory.

THE KING'S MESSENGERS AND THE DISTANT HILLS:

HOME : Two Allegories by the ftcv. WILLIAM ADAMS,

TWQ Allegories by the same Author, With FrontiÂ»pieca.

THE COMBATANTS! An Allegory by the Rev. KDWAKD

MONRUT With Frontispiece,

A YEAR OF MIRACLE i A Poem in Four Sermons. By W.

C, GANNBTT, With Four Illustrations.

Gso. NKWNES, LTD., 7â��13, Southampton St., Strand, W.C.
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DIRECT FROM SCOTLAND.

BUY your Whinkr direct from th-.- Itl,ENI>Elt at wlmlcml

pricm. and gi-t it guaranloi-d J'URE, <Â»LI>, and MKLLuW.

KEITH'S

110 VEAR OLD)

WHISKY

NOTE.-This is our Bpecial Blend of the finest selected Scotch

i^mprising it nrx> 11 luul ]â�¢_' \--.n- old. It in pOMlUy th.- oldest

Still*, guaranteed uut lets than 10 M it.- Rome of the \\hiskit)K

Whiekj in the world offered at the price.

Specially packed, 43/- per doz. case. Sample Bottle

4 -. Carriage Paid.

QiM with Order or Rf.ferenee.

JAMES KEITH, HAMILTON, N.B.

Pardon ! But do you clean

Â° """ * your BRASS and

METAL WORK with

NEEDHAM'S

METAL

POLISHING

PASTEP

There's nothing like it for quick,

clean work. No Add In It.

JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS,

Sole Manufacturers, SHEFFIELD.

RICH

IN

FLAVOUR.

APPETIZING.

GRANT'S

SCOTCH

xli

I'LRE

IN

glALITY.

STRENGTH

ENING.

OAT FLOUR

Carvfully i>n-|iÂ«ie<l from the fluent Scotch Oni

fleiili-fcmiiinir mid hone producing |iri>|iertieÂ» <.Â»iu>nÂ»ubo iÂ» ~.

tuvaluulilc foud for YtmnK I liiltlrt-n, Invalid*, or Adutta.

11- uiirivaltod

Sold In Tins by Family Grocers, etc., everywhere.

I'H'lPnlKTllR *M> M ANlt>Al'Tl'KEnâ��

JOHN GRANT, CRAIG MILLS, DUNDEE.

For DYEING of all kinds

and FRENCH CLEANING.

15V.

Discount

on alt

Parcels sent direct by POST ot RAIL

Catalogues

Free.

TOBACCONISTS COMMENCING.

Â£20

Hairdressers'

Shop* Fitted.

Estimates free.

Hee Mid. flnide 4 Catalogue I'J-W pjrs Â», 3d.

' HOW TO OPKN A C1CAU STORK

from Â£20 to jCz.ooo.1

Tobacconists'Outfitting Co. (Rfg.)>

186, EUSTON ROAD, LONDON.

K.R.-Th' tarp&t Â«Â«</ frifjinal AoÂ«Â«. (A

rt)-tit<tti-.Â» af (.Â»*r hnlf a renturyj

Mgr.-llY. MYERS

(Mention STRAND MAGAZINE).
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SPEARMANS'

ROYAL NAVY, BLACKS, KHAKI, AND

CYCLE COLOURED

ANY LENGTH

CUT.

SERGES

CARRIAGE

PAID.

Perfection of usefulness for Yachting, Cycling, Golfing, and

Morning Dress, combined with elegance, style, and comfort,

:an be obtained by every lady who wears SPEARMANS'

SKRGES. which are sold in qualities and weavmgs for all

reasons arid climates. They wash like flannel, brush like

:lo(h, * *> ever smiling;, over new." Prices varying

according to quality of Wool, from if6$ to 5/6 the yard.

Patterns sent free on receipt of post-card. Only address :â��

SPEARMAN & SPEARMAN,

PLYMOUTH.

THE REMEDY OF THE DAY

IS WITHOUT DOUBT

Dr. Rooke's Solar Elixir.

It hu stood the teit for 60 yean, and I here is nothing toeqoal

it in iti restorative and vit&Iining properties. It in iiuw put up

in 1/H (newrizet, 'J/9, 4 fi.and Ml- BotUe*, imd may be obtained

of any Chemist. With the Elixir

Dr. Rooke's Oriental Pills

should betaken. Thene cleanse the stomach from all unhealthy

accumulation*, and quickly relieve i,i-/>-i -fi m. i-'iÂ«i;! a- â�¢.

Hick Headache* i '..-/ ; .â�¢.Â«;â�¢.â�¢â�¢. etc. Sold in tKÂ»tes nt 1/lJ, 2/9, and

41;. by all ChemitfU and I'atout Medicine Vendor*.

Tit

lu

nÂ» ROOKIE'S A NTI -LANCET, an admirable coni-

penjimnof medicnl vcieiice ami informal inn, will

-' "! "' "';'' '''"' '"' l >i:ni1 '" :"IV ' '''"l('r who Will

Bend a poet-card (naiufnK this Magazine) to

DR. CHARLES ROOKE, Scarborough, ENGLAND.

Leading OlrUing macDine

... IS THE . . .

SMITH PREMIER

TYPEWRITER.

The dally experience of thousands of users demonstrates that the

SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER U the most durable machine

on the market.

THE SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER u a machine of iimpie

parta M accurilte|y agsenjMed ti,at it is the greatest achievement

of the age In writing machines.

It is Mechanically Superior to all others.

. . . SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED ART CATALOGUE.

Smith Premier typewriter Co., u firaccchwrch St., Condon.

A Delightful Sweetmeat

CLEAVES'

DEVONSHIRE

CLOTTED CREAM

CONFECTIONS.

Vary Rich, Absolutely Pure, therefore BÂ«it.

" Purest MftterlalR, Excellent Flaronr."â�� Ijtinret

" Eiceptlonnlly Choice. Iinlf.irmlv ll<.|lri"UÂ«."-Court Ciri-litar.

" Such Itelicionn and Hamtlera Unlntiei.'-familji Doctor.

JOHN CLEAVE & SON, Limited, OREDITON, DEVON.

NANSEN'S FARTHEST WORTH I Being the record of *

Toyage of exploration of the Ship Prom, IWO-W. and of a

Fifteen Months' Sledge .Tourney by I>r. Nanson and Lieut.

Johaniwn. 1'npulnr Edition. In Two Vol*. royal J*ro. With

many full-page and Text Illustrations. Coloured 1'late*. and

M.ip- Cloth extra, 17s.

WELLINGTON AND WATERLOO. By Major AÂ»rai->

(iRHTiTiis. With an Intrvduction by KifW-Marshal VIBCWJTT

WOLULKT, K.P., etc.. Commander-in-Chief of the Army. Â»*

!â�¢..*-â�¢ -, with numerous llluBtrationn, magnificently printÂ«d on

ButÂ«rfine art paper. Crown 4to, cloth, gilt leaTra, 10s. Od.

GEORGE NKWNEÂ«, LTD., 7â��12, Southampton St, Strand, London, W.C.

PATENT COOKED foo

D? RIDGES

I **"

SATISFYING,

| STRENGTHENING

SOOTHING

FOR INFANTS,

AGREEABLE,

DIGESTIBLE,

NOURISHING.

Bold Bvorvwhpre. Jtefuim aH /mitarfcm*.

Benil for PAMPITLFT rÂ»n the "Management of Children."

POST FREF frnrn RITKIK'S FIKÂ»! Hill., l,.n.lnn. N
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BIRD'S CUSTARD POWDER makes a perfect high-class Custard at a minimum

of cost and trouble. Used by all the leading Diplomees of the South Kensington School of Cookery.

Invaluable also for a variety of sweet Dishes, recipes for which accompany each packet.

Formerly manufactured for the trade, but now

distributed to the public direct.

UNLAUNDRIER WHITE SHIRTS

AT WHOLESALE PRICES.

In the two years they have been before

the public thousands have been distributed

through Great Britain and the Colonies

and now from all quarters unsolicited

testimonials and repeat orders are daily

received.

It is a combination of " perfection in

cut and quality," with lowness in price,

seldom found in an advertised article.

ONE TRIAL SUFFICIENT.

QUALITY.

No. l._"THE DEFIANCE."

Pure linen cuffs and fronts. A wonderful

shirt. 2/6 each ; 14/6 per half-dozen,

post free.

No.2.â��"THE CONQUEROR."

Reversible cuffs to button back or front. 3/3 eat.I. ; 18/9

half-dozen, post free.

No. 3.-"THE CITY SHIRT." Fit for a duke to

wear. Reversible cuffs, and to button back or front.

Sample free by pcxi, 39, or 21/6 per half-dozen. Also

" THE CITY EVENING SHIRT," with broad front,

one stud-hole, and large cuffs, at the same price, 3/9 each.

When ordering mention size of neckband, and say

whether to button back or front.

PETTIGREW & STEPHENS, Manufacturers,

(Dept. G), 191. Snuchlehall Street, GLASGOW.

ROYAL AJAX CYCLES I

BEST VALUE

ON EARTH.

Immense itock of Ladies' tuul tieiiU'

machines. New oiiit Seo"inlhrin<l.

W'inilerful bargains I'nrrinpe p u>l

E:uÂ»y lAympnts, fnmi 10, monthly,

<>r large cuh . h -. urn 1 ypar'a

fiuarnntt-?. IlluÂ«tnttoil prlco lialH

port free on applicAtimi. Old biryeU-8

Tux IlRiTian 'i'ii II. (. Co,. 40, Everton Rand,

ACKNOWLEDGED TO BE THE BEST.

ALL. W001.

UNSHRINKABLE

HOSIERY.

UNSHRINKABLE

WARM,

NON-

IRRITATING,

AND

WILL

NOT

FELT

GARMENTS

RETAIN

THEIR

SOFTNESS

AND

ELASTICITY.

(The only make which guarantees to

replace, FREE OF CHARGE, any garments

shrunk in washing.)

Ladles'Vests, Combinations, Bodices, Sec., Hen's Shirts,

Pant*, and Combinations;. Iso in Children'sGarments.

Obtainable from all tht leading Hosiers, Drapers,

and Outfitters, in various qualities, sizes, and textures,

ASK FOR THE WOLSEY BRAND.
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T

natural wavy carl of the

hair that lome ladies possess

is their jcn-nt charm and glory,

and mMs i-liirfljr to th â�¢ embodl-

aifut of fi-uiVe beauty giving fit

alike to lor. r mid husLnml. and in the

gr AU>Â»t comfort to the lady htnelf.

FRIZZETTA BRINGS

THIS CHARM TO ALL!

It imparts and preserves to thÂ» Matron the frcshncÂ»i

NSVER TRAVEL WITHOUT IT! At concert- anl

1KB r social funcuoiu UM li at, dumii sud wind hare no effivl

on its efficacy. and nfn-r tnvsUlllg and Â«ipcsurc to rain, il

im , li:,[. U- n- LI. - ill. I, ur 10 1U Ii.ilurul 1- .lilts. IN

VALUABLE AT HOME. and in all portions whore u

<mari n .ura-an." i. Indlip-niablf.

and graca of Maidenhood.

F. W. BATES, Brooks's Bar, Manchester.

DIRECT FROM THE PATENTEE AND SOLE MANUFACTURER TO THE CUSTOMER AT WHOLESALE PRICES.

HE WONDERFUL ORCHESTRAL ORCANETTE

SPECIAL OFFER A FOUR-GUINEA ORCANETTE FOR 35 -

STOPS

HAVING f- r rniuiy years manuf.iclut-'l mi 1 s..Id i n >mi .us Humilities of Automatic Re -d Orpins, Orgftnettes. etc., it has ever

been our aim t,. pr ducc at Â« Low I'nce an Orgnuettc rag Able of a VAKIE TY OP TONES. IBs UnHMM heretofore placed liefore the

I'nblic having but a li.nited COIUUMB ,uul but KK range at time. Without increasinii the |iri, e of the Orchestral Organ''!!* lour latest l>rÂ»ductu>ll)

.V.T other instrument* iu the market, we huve succeeded in [.reducing THE VERY ACME OF MUSICAL INVENTION,

an instrument with as much variety of tone as an orgnn costing Â£25. Erery

1 â�¢ Urchestral OrganetU Is supplied with

28 FULL-SIZE AMERICAN ORGAN REEDS,

tlie same size and quality as those used in a cabinet organ. The reeds are

gilaced in a iiovel manner (patented) over a double suction liellows, and

â�¢re controlled by THREE STOPS as follows, vii. : Flute, IM "--â�¢>-.

Vox Humana. The music is produced by iÂ«-i t--r il"l shee:s, which pass

around the Org â�¢!iettÂ« in endless bunds, enabling a tune t I* played over uui

By Royal

Letters Patent.

fii:c 13f/i. long, 12ji'Â». wide, S'Jt'ii. high, wciyh* 8ft.

COUPON 115.HKIJULAR PRICK â�¬4 4s.

RKDl'CKI) PRICE Â£1 15s.

<;<ion INTIL DEC. 31, 1898..sv?/w, ,/. M. ])itAri-:it.Any reader of thin

MftKiizine whufurwiirilB

thlH (.'oujwii hyfnre the

tlute â�¢! i iu. i liurewith

can receive ONE Or-

chustral Onttni'ttr at

reduced pricv of 35s.

orer again without stoppiug, furnishing the

ORANDEST ORCHESTRAL EFFECTS. THE RANGE OF

MUSIC AND TUNE IS PRACTICALLY UNLIMITED.

By the manipulation of the stops, a tone as HOft and sweet as n zcgihyr, or a

loud, long, uud swelling melody, and all manner of PLEASING 'COM

BINATIONS MAY BL PRODUCED at the will of ihe |>rrlormer.

\V. caution you against the many worthless automatic instruments ln-ing

Â«'.ld un ler Tanous names. We alone are also th. SOLE PROPRIETORS

OF THE ORCHESTRAL ORCANETTE ,nc plus ultra), aud y,.u must

order direct t-- insure getting the genuine thing. Kemamber tlie Orchestral

MnnnetK- I- NOT A TOY. hut > LARGE in-i POWERFUL INSTRU

MENT, l.iult exactly on the prim-ilile of CHURCH ORGANS : thev are

made iu tin- in -i substantial manner, highlv poliiheil and decorated in gold.

They p-wilirely imprme with age. producing richer and sweeter tones aft*r

having lÂ»en un-d a few years. For HO. K ENTERTAINMENTS

THEY ARE UNSURPASSED. Hear in mind tl, ,1 each instrument has

FOURTEEN MORE REEDS than nny other Organ^lte in the world, and

til. - ,ii- ORGAN REEDS, and the serial feature is THREE STOPS. ,

ch ira'-terisUc of no instruiiu-nt c.v.-i.t ;i .-nÂ»tly tirnan \Vc REFUND THE

MONEY AND PAY CARRIAGE to anyone not entirely satisfied afwr

receiving il. Any tune can lie played with artistic e:Tn t by anvone \,.tniKp ->r

old. Y..II ,-:m i-li'y DANCE. SACRED. OR SENTIMENTAL MUSIC

with as much effect as that produced by n FIRST-CLASS FOUR-PIECE

ORCHESTRA.-our regular g.rice is Â£4 4s : but a> we hare found a well-

plea <cd customer our liest advertising medium, we have decided to sell a

limited numlier, as an introduction t) the readers of this Magazine, at Â£1 15s., pr.jviil.-d tlie order i- ri-<-eh.-d not later than the date printed in

the nmnun immediately Wneiith the illustration of the Organctte. We will give a-eln-ti..n of MUSIC FREE Â»ilhi-uc:i instrument. Send

money and OodgHB by Itrgistered Utter, Crossed Cheque, or Mi,ney Order to J. M. DRAPER. BLACKBURN. K.T -JB. e.Mra the organette

it ill be sent to any part of the unttw Kingtlom carriage giaid. List of Tunes and Testimonials sent auywhcn- fn-e Visitors can insist fiu-torj'

daily fr -m 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. Siitunlays close at noon.

X.U.-ABOYS TlilK KXTKSUXU TO h'UKKIHN Cl'STOMKRi. Addreu J. M. DRAPER. Organette Works, BLACKBURN.

EASY PAYMENTS.

â�¢ ml cm r> i - \ i . i > ii it-i 1 1 -v -' <1|I] . V** -

Write, mentioning this Magazine, J,

4GoiD MEDALS

R 1 1 the many in'iufrie* n^khig UN to put theurrlies'r

V** I'-' "- decided to wll n limilr

innuthly. l*rice 40t. 1 'nil i>art;culan on application.

DRAPER. ORQANETTE WORKS, BLACKBURN.

DAHL'S DOUBLE

PURE

PURE

DIRECT FROM THE DAIRIES

iMarrt sais: " Thr Hnvoiir n( tile ( ream is excellent" /;.. , ;f .-

:ijs: ' We rpÂ»-omm"nil it forml Jmynm, Anna nntl A'di-v Uavltf

ajs: He rvcummend it f-T \\\ who appreciate the luiuries of

. iviliuitinn "

Speciality for Fruits. loe 'Creami, Cream Pastries.

e'M hj all Kir-t <â�¢!,!>Â« <;r- ,-. includinc Meosrv Kortiium anil

lib. nett. in [i : eor.. nÂ«tt. eld. Self-opening Tine.

â�¢'sson, I.W.. Mort-l Brt*. C..I.I.-U snil K<m. IAI Htnn-> Ann)-ami

N ivy. Junior Arniy anil Navj, HarriMl'ii. Spiurs ami 1'.... ic

Wli-.li. il,- only, H. FRANCIS A CO., Arthur St. Wen. City.

BOUHr on foil-. wing eÂ»*v i-nvnicntn : 10Â«. dfnoHit nnd â�¢ -

All othei

Knife Polishes

Superseded.

Knlf* Cleaning a

Ptaaaure.

STEPHENS'

Improved

Polish.

SAVES TIME.

SAVES WEAR.

DOES NOT SCRATCH.

WHITE

For Knife Boardi and Machined.

CLEAN IN USE.

I '<â�¢.'- nut Htaiii the knife handlei.

KNIFE

PlolIurvK A I '! ill) nil UK! 1'i-liru: |-ih-li to

!;.ii, nuil all articles made ui BtovL

POWDER

Sold by Grorprs. Ironmongers. Ac.

Hamitr 1 - Tin pott free 12 A'tam/xt.

SULK AisEKTi:

C. CHANCELLOR AOQ.t London, E.C.
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THERE IS NOT. AND THERE NEVER WAS.

a garment in the World's Costume Marts which, as money-value in

Make, Material, Style, and Finish, could compare with the Famous

HALF-GUINEA COSTUMES

Promptly sent by Parcel Post, safely packed, direct from The Largest Firm of Costumiers in the World.

The Costumes, made to LOOK WELL and YIELD LOYAL SERVICE, are supplied chiefly in

the following two good durable Cloths:

JOHN NOBLE CHEVIOT SERGE, Â«eighty

and weathcr-reM?.tiiiK.

II. JOHN NOBLE NEW COSTUME COAT

ING, nnooth-Â«urfaced and uf ligbttr weight.

PATTERNS

SENT POST FREE

together with the New Winter Dress and Drapery

List (Illustrated), to all who name THE Si KAND

MAGAZINE when writing.

COLOURS of all Costumes arc : Black, Navy, Elec

tric, Brown, Ruby, Myrll*, Fawn, Grey, Moss,

Sage Green, and Purple.

THE THREE SIZES IN STOCK

and 38in. round bust (under arms). Skin>: being

38111., 4oin., and 42Jn. long in front. Any other

MZC i_;ni Ue specially made to measure, 1/6 extra.

FELT HAT

S/Al IV

1',.- ..,-. 4d.

THE

JOHN NOBLE

KNOCKABOUT

FROCKS

For Girls.

Made in strong

Serge, with

saddle top, full

sleeves, and

pocket.

31 S4 27 301 n.

162-263-

33 :Â« 39 -r-'in.

364-4.6 5-ca

Carriage 4d.

Lengths from tÂ»;i

or Neckband t<>

bottom of Skin

in front.

WELL-KNITTED

WOOL CAPS

(as sketch). All

colours.

Tam-o -Shanter

or B"ewer shape1.

I/- only.

Model 1016.

tylish Blouse Hod ice and neat

Skirt. The Bodice is lined

through and inadt- with prettily

gatheretl frutil and >hapt-d licit

a> ski-ich.

to Liottom ol" '.kirl in front, and

Lengths, from tup of neckband

Prices.

35 38 4-'

G 11 711 811

46111.

9/11

HAT

(as Sketch),

Model 985. Model 99O.

Wry well cut BiKl.ce, prettily cm- A well-made and very carefully-fhuMicd

hroidered. Full wide Skirl in the d<mlile -l>reasted Reefer Coal and full-

lateo-L Tailor 4 O Q design. 1'ricc wide Skirt, in -tf\ ;O 'he latest

in leather board box and carriage Costume. Carriage 6d. Skirt alone,

paid for i--. cxtn. 5 6. Carriage 5d.

complete, â�¢ ** ** 13 9. Sent style. Price Iw/O 1O/6 complete

LADIES

Can nave .,ny of thene ln-sinm. ..r tl.cir <>â�¢

I up, at minimum ci.Â»t, in any kind of DRESS FABRICS.

A Box of 1,OOO Patterns OF WINTER DRESS GOODS,

i â�¢ i 4 d. to 56 i*-r y:ird, ."â�¢ ... ..â�¢!..: fnun, pent cftrriage Jiaid.

SIX SPECIAL FABRICS Â»tr,mKl, ,TC ,,m,,,n,lcd l.y JOHN NOBLE, Ld.

I. JOHN NOBLE CHEVIOT SERGE, wi-ixlitv. ncntlicr resirtine,

.v.'in ni.lo. 1 3i..-ry,l. wllo.lipuri.and Illn.-k.. 1'iiH |PITÂ«Â« lÂ«nKili....

II. JOHN NOBLE COSTUME COATING. -.., ,.i h -n,.... ,-.! . I'.lli,

Â»rarÂ» Â»i-ll. Kin. wlili-, 1 3 ]per yd. mil r..l,.urs. nnil Illatkl. Kull

11...-- IxjiiBt1:

HI. NEW TWILL SERGE, stylwh. l.ard-wraiing. Kin. wide. 1 8 Kr

yd. Kull Mrvpps LtnRtll r8ydl.l

IV. NEW MIXTURE BUITIMO, imut. durahlo. pMctallj food f.ir

cycling or wnlklng copjtumM. OSln. wldpi, W-ppsrjrd. Full UIP-SM I..H.II.

V. INVICTA UNSPOTFABLE CLOTH. . ... ln'l> ,p, ,1...I ....... .1.

higlily nnilhed, durable, Mm. wi.lo. 23 i-i yd. .11 ........ Full

IPreap. I,Â«iwlh

VI MELBOURNE COVERT CLOTH, very diinililr, in .1 VKrirty IP(

aÂ«ra. tire ipii.MureK .all pihndcsl. 2 - yd. Full Una tanftll

76

76

9-

12-

136

12-

Carriage on each Dress Length. 8d. /'../' ....*../ /-'or _

Bank'is : LONDON & MIDLAND BANK, LTD. Please mention "The Strand Mng.ifini' " whr.n writing to

JOHN NOBLE,LJr MANCHESTER,
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Never Fails.

Established

24 YEARS.

Have you a Cough?

A DOSE WILL RELIEVE IT.

Have you a Cold ?

A DOSE AT BEDTIME WILL REMOVE IT.

Try it also fur

Bronchitis, Asthma, Influenza,

Whooping-Cough, Consumption.

WHEN YOU ASK FOR

nvrbridcje's

vftmgTonic

BE SUEE YOU GET IT.

"/ think it only tight that I xhould speak of the gicat benefit 1 have

received from your Lung Tonic. For more than thirty years J sufferedjrom a

bad bronchial cough, and thought sometimes I should have to te/ire from the

ministry, but hearing from a great number of people what good I hey had obtained

from your Lung Tonic, I was induced to try it, and through pet severance in

taking it J am perfectly cured. I have no cough whatever now, and can do

my work as a public speaker with ease and comfort. â�� CSAKItSS

LEAI-E, I'rim. Mclh. Minister, 26, Lister Street, Hull."

Prepared 67

W. T. OWBR1DGE, Chemist, Hull.

Sold everywhere

in bottles, at 1*. IJd., 2s. Si7.,

4s. 6d., and 11.5.

Ull'Y BIGHT.
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TJlpst delicious Sauce

in the World.

RELISH

Makes tht Plainest Viands Palatable and the

Oaintiest Dishes more Delicious

ENRICHES SOUPS. STEWS. CHOPS, STEAKS. FISH, &c.

1,000,000 HHNUAILY.

Sold In Bottlo

6d..

4 PICK ME UP

BEWARE

OF SUBSTITUTIONS

Sole Proprietors i COODALL, HACKbOVBE & CO.. l.ll IIM

The "D.C.L." Malt Extract is not a medicine nor

alcoholic beverage in disguise, but a FOOD and a

DIGESTER. Its palatable taste makes it also a

relish, which old and young alike appreciate.

A very lirief experience of its use proves

its undoubted efficiency, especially in the

case of nursing mothers, consumptive

and other invalids whose digestive

organs require rest from solid

food, or are of that delicate

construction which renders

solid food, if not also-

lulely hurtful, at

any rate unde

sirable.

The LANCET

Â§ays: "The ' D.C.L.'

MALT EXTRACT

IJUtwi-HsesallthewitiB-

factory characters of

a \1-Ii Extract that

is concentrated with

rare. ,ni-l with a

due regard to the

miuirempnlslhat it

in destined to fulfil.4

D.C.L." MALT EXTRACT

also be obtained combined with

Cod Liver Oil.

â�¢' D.C.L." MALT EXTRACT is sold in Bottles,

prices-I/-, 1/9, and */Â«, by Chemists,

Grocers, etc., everywhere.

Sole Manufacturers:

THE DISTILLERS CO., LTD., EDINBURGH.

MAKERS OF THE CELEBRATED " D.C.L." YEAST.
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Can RUPTURE be CURED?

"VERY REMARKABLE.*'

" Manager, Magnetic Elastic Truss Co., 120, Hrivton Road, London, S.W.

"Piccadilly Farm, May-field, Sussex, August, 1898.

" Dcur Sir, â�� I bought one of your Trusses on the i6th of February last, and now have much pleasure to

inform you that in ttss than three months f was frrjcctlv cured o/ my Kuflture of more than two years'

standing. This sterns very remarkable, as I had only worn the Trms about 5 months before I was quite relieved,

ed to wear it with ease and comfort for the above period, when 1 left it off entirely, and ant nw as

I cvfr

>'n ;//;â�¢ /â�¢/'. I shall he very pleased to do

. ,

ake any use you j f \is'* (if ill is letter. I shall l>e always pleased to gi\e anyone fur (her particulars of my case if necessary.

beg to remain, W.L.I many thanks, yours faithfully, GEORGE CATT."

possibly can to make your Trusses known, and you may

" Dear Sir, â�� Mr. (Jeorge Cait is my uric1?, atvJ I brought him to your establishment in February last. He ha> asked

me to send the enclosed to you, which I have much pleasure in doing, as I am witness to all the facts that are written. He is

so pleased and thankful :it wh;ii lias been done for him that he is willing to do all he can to help make your trusses known lo

other.-., and I shall always be pleased to do the same myself.â�� Your* faithfully, D. CATT, 32, Clapton Square, London."

" To the Manager, " i?tb of September, 1898.

// Ruptured, call or write for "BOOK No. 7 " (enclosing 2d.).

Address-MAGNETIC ELASTIC TRUSS CO-. 120, Brixton Road (opposite Vassal Road), LONDON. S.W.

Wlii'n onle/iiiR. plea-if mention this Magazine.

Charming Xmas Presents in Jewellery

Our Aim i* to give the HIGHEST QUALITY at the LOWEST PRICES.

To do this we manufacture ourselves, and cive all intermediate profits to our customers. Being experts we buy all our own

materials, and employ only the cleverest workmen. We therefore guarantee all our Gems to be genuine, and gold has the Hall

marked quality stamped upon it.

Our Prices lor BROOCHES, RINGS, CHAINS, WATCHES, &c., &c., are unequalled anywhere.

ladies' Silver Watch and Chain, 15/8.

Solid Gold, 8/6.

OUR CATALOGUE i> an education for low prices. It is beautifully illustrated, and WC send it free.

Any Article may be Exchanged If not Approved.

CRENFELL FBAZIEB & CO., 12, EDGWARE RORD (

Incar

Marble Arc!

IRON

FENCING

HURDLES,' GATES, &C.

BAYLISS, JONES &BAYLISS

. WOLVERHAMPTON. -Â«

LONDON SHOW ROOMS:- _^

15911*1 CANNON STE.C

h), LONDON.

\ A. OI.-1J V BH. I3JBA. I \

'i BILLIARDS on an ORDINARY '.-

DIN ING-TABLE.

=- Complete Set of Fittings, Including Pockets, Cushions, ^

~- Balls,-and Cues, in box, for X8/^. %

/or Descriptive Catalogue.
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DUE TO URIC

GOUT, RHEUMATISM, CONSTIPATION, DYSPEPSIA,

LIVER TORPOR, BILIOUSNESS.

KUTNOW'S POWDER REMOVES THE CAUSE.

Write for a Free Sample.

The ailments mentioned above arise from various causes, but it is not going too far to say that in three

cases out of four they are produced by the careless living which results in the generation of uric acid in the

system. This acid is not only responsible for the ailments referred to, but its presence accentuates any

tendency that may exist in the system to other disorders of the stomach, liver, and kidneys. There is only

one remedy for uric acid-produced diseases, and this lies in the removal of the cause. The uric acid

formations must be expelled as fast as they accumulate and before they have been long enough in the system

to do any injury. In order to get rid of these impurities an aperient is necessary, an aperient that, without

l*ing too drastic, is effective, and, without being nauseous, is possessed of the healing and purifying properties

of the best aperient medicines. Such a preparation is afforded in KUTNOW'S Improved Effervescent

Carlsbad POWDER, which is gentle in action, palatable, effective, and utterly free from any lowering

effects on the most delicate constitution. A judicious use of KUTNOW'S POWDER will in a short time

relieve the system of all acid and alkaline matters it may contain, and thus banish the gout, rheumatism,

constipation, liver torpor, or any other stomach, liver, and kidney disorder that may exist.

KUTNOW'S POWDER is now generally recognised as being a thoroughly certain and safe remedy for

all diseases of the stomach, liver, kidneys, spleen, and bladder, and in treating these diseases it is being

constantly used in many of the leading hospitals and by the most eminent medical practitioners in Great

Britain. It is also largely used by the greatest physicians of the Continent and America.

If you are nervous and irritable, and if you suffer from insomnia and lassitude, and if your skin is dis

figured by blotches, pimples, eruptions, or sallowness, you have become one of the large army of those whose

lives are made miserable by constipation. This is generally caused by one or more of the digestive and assimi

lative organs becoming deranged. When these organs are in a healthy condition the towels are in proper

working order, and able to make the wormlike movements necessary for the removal from the body of the

waste substances that accumulate from the process of digestion. When, however, the bowels are not in good

order, and are not emptied regularly every day, these substances remain in the intestines and the system

becomes poisoned, and some of this refuse matter being carried by the blood to the brain nerves, the various

symptoms we have mentioned are produced. In view of this it is easy to understand that the only proper way

to remedy constipation is by restoring the stomach, liver, and kidneys to a healthy working condition. Nothing

is more certain to accomplish this than a course of KUTNOW'S Improved Effervescent Carlsbad POWDER,

which stimulates the stomach, liver, and kidneys to do their duly, and thus restores the wormlike action

of the bowels.

Biliousness is caused by the bile getting into the blood, which in consequence becomes poisoned, and

causes the skin to assume the yellow appearance that is usually recognised as evidence of jaundice. It is only

necessary for a sufferer from biliousness to try a course of KUTNOW'S POWDER in order to realize that it is

the l)est remedy for this ailment, as, by expelling from the body the excess of bile and acids, it improves the

r.ssimilative processes, and thereby purifies the blood, and tones up and strengthens the entire system.

Among the ailments that noxious acids and alkaline lormations in the system are likely to produce are

Gout and Gouty Eczema. By carrying out their doctor's instructions relative to food and drink, and taking a

course of KUTNOW'S POWDER, sufferers may restore the tissue formations to their normal state, and so

regulate the action of the bowels as to modify and often prevent an attack altogether.

SAMPLES SENT GRATIS POST-PAID TO ALL APPLICANTS.

FOR ONE MONTH from the date of this Magazine, MESSRS. S. KUTNOW & CO., LD., 41, Farringdon

Road, London, E.C., will send a sample of KUTNOW'S Improved Effervescent Carlsbad POWDER

FREE and POST PAID to every adult applicant who names THE STRAND MAGAZINE when writing and

mentions KUTNOW'S Carlsbad POWDER.

KUTNOW'S Improved Effervescent Carlsbad POWDER may be obtained, in capsuled bottles, of all

Chemists and Medicine Vendors. Price (in Great Britain), 2s. oxl. per bottle ; or post free (in the United

Kingdom only) for 35. from the London Office. See that the Registered Trade Mark, " Hirschensprung" (or

Deer Leap), and the autograph facsimile signature, " S. KUTNOW & CO., LD.," are on the label and

carton. Only these insure genuineness. Insist on "KUTNOW'S," and firmly refuse any substitutes, as

they are worthless. Sole Pioprietors : S. KUTNOW & CO., LD., 41, Farringdon Road, London, E.G.

New York House: KUTNOW BROS., 13, Astor Place, New York City.
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TYPEWRITERS

Every Make

For SALE, HIRE,

or EXCHANGE,

at Half

the Usual Prices.

MACHINES PURCHASED

AND REPAIRED.

US. Typewritten from Wd.

per 1,000 words.

London: 74, Chancery Lane; and 61, Cheapside.

ESTABLISHED 1884.

TÂ«legrams, â�¢â�¢ Olouaior." London. Telephone No. BOO,

HolbOMi.

BIQHXY RECOMMENDED BY MEDICAL. MEH,

KITE'S

CO

Patent LEVER

InsUt on __

White'i Truss,

Tkoit bfariwyoitr namt

ttamprti on the brait

Irvtr art aloitr yrnmnt.

Bewart ot iaEerior i initAtinnfl.

KIKDI.I MI

* I.'.IIM.'.'JI.'I

RUSS

Steel in Band.}

Effective 8c liffht. Equally

comfortable in an erect

or reclining poeiUou.

Consultation 11, Inscriptive Circu

lar. Price Lint, *c., free.

J. WHITE & CO.Ld.,London

Two doors from Havmarkei.

228, Piccadilly (first floor).

Est.SrtYÂ«rÂ». Female Attendant.

NOT told Ay tk. Stern (Army 3r .Vary, frj

AS SUPPLIED TO THE HOUSE OF COMMONS.

Estab.

PURE MALT WHISKEY.

1784.

A. H. ALLEN, F.I.C., Public Analyst, in his evidence before the Select Committee of the

House of Commons on the Bonding of Spirits, remarked :â��

"Bushmills Whiskey Is entirely a Pot Still Whiskey, and Is Distilled wholly from Malt."

PERFECT PURITY GUARANTEED.

Orders will be executed from either of the undermentioned Offices, or from the accredited

agents in all parts of the world.

OLD LIQUEUR, 5I/- per dozen. * * * (Three Stars) 45/- per dozen.

Carriage Paid. Packages Free. Net Cash.

THE OLD BUSHMILLS DISTILLERY CO.,

only at Allto 6> Hanbury*' fÂ»cioritÂ» in Norway. By tbt apKili proccucs employed all oauitou* oxidation

TbÂ« "PERFECTED" COD-LIVER OIL I* nÂ»nufacturÂ«4 fromfrwb moÂ«l Â»elect*4 l!wÂ» of tbÂ« co* fwh

product* art avoided, and tt>Â« " Perfected " OH nn bÂ« boroÂ« aod difÂ«ytÂ«d when otbtr Cod-liver Oily ar* rcfuaÂ«<.

Allen & Hanburys'

"Perfected" St Oil.

' la ay nearly tÂ»jttItrr Â« Cod-Hvtr Oil can be."-rt.

'it to a treat boon to jet <ueb an en."

"Haa alroMt tl>e delicacy of Salad Â«!."-*Â« "" y

" no naurteuy eruetatiopy follow."-***trim mi <

THB ONLY OIL WHICH DOBS MOT " REPEAT."

ALLEN * HANBURVA dMln la .Lie, â�¢> rmph.tl, ,IK u peulblc, thai ihfir "PERFECTED " Cr.a-IUer Oil U NEVER

I. talk lo bÂ« KHUcJ by null Jc.lcr,. uid llul no t.J.'llvrr Oil rapiuraud u bel<n thrir "P<rtÂ«u<" I* fttulm rain*

!â�¢ IMr orifhul up.ulcd boltla uid boriif their Slpuun I. wMu Â«crou the l.bcl. .nd tlÂ«lr Tr.Jc m.rk . PKwih.

Irr^ucnl mt.rf prr ^rnt.llyni luv. lnvolvW Jl uppulnlmenl lo UM purchÂ«Â«T ud MCUÂ«ltaUd Irg.l prwtf Jlna. .l.ln.l
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OUR PATENT JUTE SOLED SHOE.

Keeps your feet warm In Winter, and gives more Ease,

Comfort, and Warmth than leather shoes.

Duality (colour Brawn) Children'Â«. Ladies'. Oent*'

A. Plain Shoei (no btnti>pinK> 16 1/8 20

l ii- IM-I length of walking shoe. Prices (pout free).

D. Superior Canvu (Â»â�¢ per illustration) .... â�� 9/6 29

Felt Shpncra Iheut quality! I/O 1/3 1,6

E. Velvet Uppen i Black) â�� 30 33

Mr. CLARK, of Wanitcad. nova: " My wife never had any footgear

â�¢o comfortable and su Ruitnltle for house wear, and they an worth two

or three pain of ordinary house shoes."

di-KCiAL OFKIK.â��To ;>urrA<iwr4 -â�¢/ Three pair* at one tint* IK allow a

Ditto, Leather S. >len i Ladies' only I â�� 36 â��

reduction of 3d. per pair.

PATENT CANVAS SHOE CO., 95s, BATH STREET, GLASGOW. Illustrate! Catalogue. l**t free. Id.

"YÂ©LIÂ©1

THE

SANITARY

WASHER!

THE

PERFECT

CLEANSER!

66 TTOLIO" is a new invention containing the

Â» highest sanitary and hygienic properties in a |

handy form.

Overcomes all din, destroys disease germs, and [

washes everythingâ��clothes, paint, &c.

Lathers freely, diffuses a delightful fragrance, I

and is a reliable disinfectant. Pleasant in |

use.

In the sick room it is especially invaluable,

and used in the bath it is highly invigo

rating.

Order from your grocer, and once you have tried

it you will discontinue the use of inferior soaps |

in favour of

VOLIO "

If jour

your frocer nai not yet received his â�¢

e :<n.l addrcim, enclosing stamp, i

a FREE SAMPLE.

:er has not yet received hit nipply, Mnd UK lu-

>, and we will rend

J. MOULTON & Co., Ltd., MACCLESF1ELD.

WATCH AND CHAIN FOR ONE DAY'S WORK.

a chain and charm, for selling ij dozen packages

Bluine at fivepence each. Send your full address,

including name of County, by teturn mail, and we

will forward the Bluine, post paid, and a large

Boys;

Boys and girls can get a nickel-plated watch, also

i chain and charm, for selling ij dozen packages of

premium list. No money required.â��BLUINE CO., Dept. G.,

241, Gipsy Road, WestJNorwood, S.E.

QoddarcTs

Plate Powder

NON-MERCURIAL.

I'mirrsdllv admitted to he the BEST anil SAFEST ARTICLE (or

Sold everywhere In Boxes. Is., 2s. 6d.. and 4s. 6d.

CLEANING SILVER, ELErTIM 1'LATE, ott

SIX GOLD MEDALS.

Smoky Chimneys Cured

By using the world-renowned

" ACME" REVOLVING SMOKE - CURER.

An iiwtant nnd permanent cure. The Urgent

BÂ»lt> in the world. Over 90,000 In use.

IVliTonMl, ctirriaKe iÂ»iid, to any town in the

United Kiimiloin on receipt nf I'twtal t)rder for

13/6. I*rinted directtr>rin sent with each. Any

person c*ii fix it. SULK MAH.EKâ��

J. COCHRANE, 44, Kirttgrate, LEITH, N.B.

Economy

Two pounds of Quaker Oats

contain as much nourishment as

six pounds of meat

Two pounds of Quaker Oats '

cost only one-third as much as

two pounds of meat ; therefore, i

it is nine times as economical.

All doctors know that it is

more healthful You will like it

THE EASY FOOD

Quaker Oats

THE WORLD'S BREAKFAST

ACC&T NO &UBSTTTVTC
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SEDSTE ADS

DIRECT FROM MANUFACTORY,

BEDDING,

SPRING MATTRESSES,

31

Illustrated Price Lists

Port Free.

COTS, <Sc., Ac.

Latent Design, and

Improvements.

BEST VALUE

for Money

in the

Market.

CHARLES RILEY, ALBERT STREET, BIRMINGHAM.

V_7

O

o

0

O

o

o>

0

o

o

e

LINES

I

3 Â£

HOT WATER

INSTANTLY,

NIGHT OP DAY.

" ^GEYSERS.

Each tiling has its own business ; moat things attend to something else.

"EWART'S"

" Q For Oat or OH.

OVER 20,000 IN USE.

Â« 346, EU8TON ROAD,

< LONDON.

llluamtrd Pries Lilt Frtt.

Up to date the number of specifics that claim to do the same must be in the neighbourhood of

1,500; but the rank-number of Orain Tablets doesn't happen to be 1,501. It ia 1â��A 1.

It is the particular business of Drain Tablets to cure Indigestionâ��they do that.

Dyspepsia and its uncomfortable family, Flatulence, Acidity, Heartburn, Fain, Weight and

Fulness after Meals, etc., are bad lodgers. They require eviction at short notice. Orain Tablets

will attend to this matter.

Indigestion will make a man a misanthrope for yearsâ��Orain Tablets will make him love his

neighbour inside a week.

Orain Tablets did not originate in the inspired brain of some American Medicine-man or

Eastern Fakir ; they are merely compounded from the prescription of a fully-qualified specialist of

wide experience. Thin is a humiliating confession, hut it has to be made.

A spoonful of truth is often taken with a grain of salt; sometimes it is not taken at all,

which is foolish.

The talent the proprietors of quack preparations expend on thrilling fiction is, in the case of

Orain Tablets, put into the Tablets. The method is prosaic, maybe, but it is practical.

You must remember that there is a chance â��possibly in your opinion a long-odds chance, but

still a chanceâ��that, though this is an advertisement, its contents are in line with the truth ; and

if you have the misfortune to be dyspeptic, you don't need to be told that the merest chance

of unloading your burden is worth more than an average risk. Orain Tablets are guaranteed

innocuous, so that the risk in their case figures out at I/-; that being the sum (in stamps) for

which we will send yov a bottle, post free. Is it too big?

THE ORAIN CO., LTD.,.

8, CATHERINE COURT,.

LONDON, E.G.

TO TU

Dr Grey s FAT REDUCING Pills.

A vafe, permanent redaction, with improved Health, Skin,

.in'i breathing fruamnteed to either -'-\, without n k --in. dieting,

8/9 per \toy, plnia wrapper, iKÂ»t free to any part of the world.

ABDOMINAL OBESITY A SPECIALLY.

(Larger Btze for cases which have reflifltefl other treatment, â�¬/6.)

Dr. T. tiREY. 67. Wfymooth MrM. Fnrtland PlÂ«ff. I.OXIHH. W.

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS

DOLLS' CARRIAGES,

ROCKING-HORSES,

AND TOYS.

DUNKLEY'S,

76, HOUNDSDITCH, B.C.

c

C

o

0

o

0

Q

If

O

o

0

C

O

J7fe ORIGINAL AND COMMON-SENSB

SCIENTIFIC

DRESS = CUTTINQ

ASSOCIATION.

ESTABLISHED TWELVE YEARS AT

272, REGENT CIRCUS, LONDON, W.

CLASSES DAILY.

Eroficient, enabling them to obtain good situations, or start in

usinessfor themselves. Shorter courses also taught. Cutting

and Fitting for home use. Paper or Holland Patterns to

measurement. Evening classes for those who cannot afford the

time to attend during the day.

r\RESSMAKING, Tailoring, and Millinery taught iho-

\J roughly. First-cliss Certificates granted to Pupil* when

For Pr0sfltctusest or for any further information^ apply to

272, REGENT CIRCUS, LONDON, W.

HOURS. 0.80 to 6. SATURDAYS. 9.3O to 2.
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â�¢

The Liebig Company control the manufacture of their Extract

of Beef. The highest medical authorities testify to its efficacy

in the sick room, and to its great value to the weak and

ailing, and for economical good cookery it has no equal.

QET THE GENUINE WITH BLUE SIGNATURE: J. v. LIEBIQ.

EXTRAC

QE BEER
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Marvellously Compact Camera.

Size of Picture 3J x 2J ins.

Films changed In daylight.

Opens with a touch.

KODAKS from Â£1 Is. to Â£7 7s.

FOLDING

POCKET

KODAK

EASTMAN Photographic Materials Company, Ltd.,

RetM BrÂ«Â«c^: 43 Clerkenwell Road, LONDON, B.C.

60 Cheapside, E.C.; 115-117 Oxford Street, W.; and 171-173 Regent Street, W.

MARK YOUR LINEN

WITH

MELANYL

WARRANTED

HARMLESS â�¢ INDEUBLE

NO HEATING â��^

OF STATIONERS & CHEMISTS

' ALL OVER THE WORLD.

SYMINGTON'S

HIGH PRESSURE.

STEAM PREPARED.

PEA FLOUR

EASILY DIGESTED.

FOP THICKENING

, ete.

SOLD IN TINS AND PACKETS BY ALL GROCERS.

BOWDEN STEAM MILLS, MARKET HARBOROUGH.

A'ttuUiiAed W27.

Export AJonts C. and E. MORTON.

THE FREE SAMPLES OF THE

Dutch

Star Cocoa

ARE FREE-ABSOLUTELY FREE!

DO NOT BUY BEFORE YOU TASTE IT.

1/3 per Ih.. yd. per $lb., and 3jd. per Jib. Tins. Samples

free. Name Magazine.

W. P. van WYK, Manufacturer, Dutch Cocoa Works,

LONDON, N.E.

Mastered la a tew MlauttM.

PRICE

Â£2 2s.

Folds flat like a book.

Goes Into any pocket.

Ideal for the Cyclist.

Made entirely of White Absorbent Wool.

Southalls'

'Sanitary

Towels.'

ABSORBENT,

ANTISEPTIC.

(IMPROVED).

l/-t 1/6, & 2/- per do*.

FREE SAMPLE on application to

the Lady Manager, 17, Bull St,

Birmingham.

ALSO A CHEAPER HAKE AT 6d. PEE DOZEN.

Superior to any Halfpenny " Towel" on the market.

Mixed Sample Packets (Uiree of Size O, one eacb I, 2, * 4)

post free from the Lady Manager tor 8 stamps.

Sold by all Prapera, Outfitters, :md ChenitetB throughout

the world.

More fascinating

than

Louis do RougemontS

The lovely flowers described in

" Kelway's Manual of Horticulture

for 1899 ".'â�� Kelway's Paeonies,

Gladioli, etc., etc.

WHITE M>K A FKEE COPY TO

The Royal Horticulturists, LANCPORT, SOMERSET.

1 IB GOLD a SILVER MEDALS. IMentitw Tut <IH.M>
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Contents for December, 1898.

PACE FRONTISPIECE: "I HURLED MYSELF THROUGH THE GAP.'

603 ROUND THE FIRE. By A. CO.VAN DOYLE. VII.â�� THE STORY OF THE BRAZILIAN CAT.

Illustrations by SIDNEY PAGET.

616 BEFORE "ALICE"â��THE BOYHOOD OF LEWIS CARROLL. By STUART COLLINGWOOD.

Illustrations from Drawings and Facsimiles by LEWIS CARROLL.

628 SECOND CLASS. By G. M. ROBINS. Illustrations, by ALFRED PEARSE.

642 ILLUSTRATED INTERVIEWS. LXLâ��MR. JOHN FOSTER FRASER.

By J. P. BLAIR. Illustrations from Photographs.

657 THE MADNESS OF MR, LISTER. By W. W. JACOBS. Illustrations by W. S. ST.ACEY.

664 A CITY OF SALT. By JAMES WALTER SMITH. Illustrations from Photographs.

674 PORTRAITS OF CELEBRITIES AT DIFFERENT TIMES OF THEIR LIVES.

Mrs. L. T. Meade, Mr. H. G. Wells, Mr. W. W. Jacobs, Lord Armstrong.

678 AN HONOURABLE RETREAT. By VICTOR L. WHITECHURCH.

Illustrations by CLAUDE A. SHEPPERSON.

682 CARMEN SYLVA'S DOLL-SHOW. By A. B. HENN. Illustrations from Photographs.

688 MISS CAYLEY'S ADVENTURES. By GRANT ALLEN. X.â��THE ADVENTURE OF THE

CROSS-EYED Q.C. Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE, R.B.A.

699 DIVING ELKS. By EMORY JAMES. Illustrations from Photographs.

703 THE LARRIKIN OF DIAMOND CREEK. By E. W. HoRNUNG.

Illustrations by WARWICK GoBLE.

710 ANIMAL ACTUALITIES. VI.â��THE FAITHFUL COCHIN. VII.--THE DISCOMFITED PUG.

Illustrations by J. A. SHEPHERD.

715 THF, LOOTING OF THE CONVOY. By WALTER WOOD. Illustrations by MAX COWPER.

721 A HUNDRED YEARS AGO. By ALFRED WHITMAN. Illustrations from Old Prints.

729 THE HOUR-GLASS. By ROBERT BAKR. Illustrations by W. B. WOI.LEN, R.I.

738 UNDERGROUND PASSAGES AND TRAP-DOORS. By GRANT ALLEN.

Illustrations by FRED. KNOCK.

748 IN THE VALLEY OF PITY. By ANXIE E. HOLDSWORTH. Illustrations by PAUL HARDY.

758 OLD JOPPER'S VOTE; OR, HOW GEORGE PEDAL, M.P., OBTAINED HIS MAJORITY.

By NEIL WYNN WILLIAMS. Illustrations by A. S. HARTRICK.

765 SOME FAMOUS HANDS. By MAUD CHURTON. Illustrations from Photographs.

775 WHERE THE AIR QUIVERED. By L. T. MEADE and ROBERT EUSTACE.

Illustrations by H. PIFFARD.

787 THE CAPTIVE PRINCESS. A STORY FOR CHILDREN. By JOHN C. WINDER.

Illustrations by H. R. MILLAR.

794 CURIOSITIES. Illustrations from Photographs and Facsimiles.

MSS. and Drawings must be submitted at the (r.vturs risk, atid the Editor will not guarantee their safety, though when stamp*

are inclosed he wilt endeavour to return thfin. MSS. should be typewritten.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE, including Double Numbers, will be fonvarded direct from the Offices of George Ne^vnes, Ltd., to any

part of the ivorld, post free, for one year, on receipt of 1OJ. Cases for binding any volume of THE STRAND MAGAZINE may

bt obtained to order from Booksellers for \s., or post free for ii-. yi., direct from the Office.

TO PRESERVE YOUR HAIR,

prevent it falling off or turning grey, eradicate scurf and prevent baldness, you should use

ROWLANDS' MACASSAR OIL,

which does not rely upon bogus anil paid-for testimonials, but has stood on its own merits for more

than one hundred years as :he liest restorer and beauiifier of the hair. It strengthens, nourishes,

and enriches the hair more effectually than any other preparation, and is especially recommended

for children's hair, as it forms the hasis of a luxuriant and silky growth. If your hair is grey or

fair you should use

GOLDEN MACASSAR OIL,

which has the same nourishing properties as the red, and does nut stain or darken the hair or linen,

and refined and purified by a special process, it has not the greasy effect of most oils. Sizes,

3/6, 7/-, 10/6. Sold by Stores and Chemists and A. Rowland and Sons, Ration Garden.
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Invalids

want easily assimilated nourishment,

which is essential to retrieve their

health and strength, and such nourish

ment should be in a specially accept

able form. The appetite is naturally

capricious, and the digestion feeble,

but Bovril is always relished and

retained when other foods are rejected.

Bovril soothes and satisfies, and leads

the way to speedy convalescence and

rapid recovery. Bovril makes the

weak strong and the strong stronger.

An Instructive and fascinating Puzzle Map of Europe

will be forwarded to ail applicants who send name

nd address and two penny stamps to

P

UZZLE DEPT., MELLIN'S FOOD WORKS. PECKHAM. S
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Ivii

OENTS KID Ucc BOOT

HoRsf: SKI iv GOLOSH

WARDS

Write f or /Uustrate

. GRIFFIN WARPS

rtie List

Door FACTORS. LEICESTER

12.30 and Washing Done!

Yes. this is a fact; the SUNLIGHT WAY

of washing is so quick and easy. Here's the

recipe.

Dip the pieces one by one in luke

warm water, draw out on the wa Mi hoard

anil rub SUNLIGHT SOAP on lixhtly,

T it'in/, care to soup i .u h piece all over.

Roll . i h piece in a ti^ht rolt anil leave

it to soak for about thirty minute* while

BUTTER-SCOTCH

SUNLIGHT SOAP

does its work. After soaking thr thirty

minutes or so. rub out lightly KM the j|

(The Celebrated Sweet for Children).

waMibo.ird .iiul the DlttT WILL 1

clear luke-warm water, taking care to 'il

get the Mills away.

ACTUALLY OKOP OUT, then ruve in I

GMT GOLD MEDALS AWARDED TO

SON LIGHT SOAP

FOR

MAKING DELICIOUS

BREAD,CAKES,

PUDDINGStPAS'

GOLD MEDALS

BAKING

POWDER

Exquisite. Models. Perfect Fit.

'Guaranteed Wear.

DIAGONAL

SEAM

Will riot split I Nor tear 'In

In the Seams 1 the Fabric.

Made in White, l.ivk. and all tin

Fashionable IVII-Bn and shades in

Italian Cloth, Satin, and Coutil: 4/11,

S/ll. e/11, 7,'ll the pair and upwards

THREE 0OLD MEDALS.

"the beet make of Corsets is the

Y & N."â�� GenttcuwiHan. .".

See that the Registered Trade Mark,

is imprinted on every corset and box.

"Y & N Diagonal Seam,"

No others arc genuine.

SoM by Prjnen wid Ladies' Outfitters

throughout the United Kingdom and

Colooiei.
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Illustrated Art Supplement

lis

And CATALOGUE of STANDARD WORKS OF ART, jj

ARRANGED TO BE

Presented to the Subscribers of the

"STRAND MAGAZINE,"

As a Souvenir of the New Departure in the Art World, Organised

and Founded solely by the NATIONAL ART SOCIETY,

10, Lancaster Place, Strand, LONDON, W.C.

SPECIAL NOTICE.

WING to the recent abuse of the Coupon System of advertising, it is the intention of the

NATIONAL ART SOCIETY in future to rely solely upon their Illustrated Catalogue to

recommend their works to the notice of the public, and also upon Order JSorms, which

shall expressly state the title of the Newspaper or Magazine from which such Order Form

was obtained.

Up to the present time, and since 1876, the NATIONAL ART SOCIETY has published no less

than sixty-seven Standard Works of Art as per Illustrated Catalogue, which will be forwarded

post free for 2 stamps, the actual cost of postage, and of these thirty-six (illustrations of which

appear on pages LXI., LXII., LXIII., and LXIV.) have been produced in such a cheap form

that they may practically be termed Christmas or New Year's Gifts to ever? Subscriber

to the " Strand Magazine " who may send the few pence at which they are published,

viz., as follows :â��

One Single Engraving

Any Three Engravings

Any Six Engravings

Any Twelve Engravings ...

as. 6d.

53. od.

IDS. od.

173. 6d.

Including packing case, copyright charges, use of steel plates (the sole property of thgNational Art

Society), carriage and expenses. (Colonial and Foreign, 2/- extra.)

Tf they are specially printed by hani. direct from the Plate, and upon Pla'te paper, the

charges will be double. Many of these specially printed Engravings have been published at

from one to three guineas each copy, and, in some instances, they have lÂ«en sold by public

auction at considerably more than the published prices.

We are aware of the difficulty in selecting subjects suitable for the homes of our Subscribers

by mere description of the works, consequently we give herewith on pages I.xi. to I.XIV. small

photographic blocks of each subject with title, size, anil artist, so it will be easy (at Â«ny time you

may require to add to the decoration of your home) to make a selection, and enclose the

" Strand Magazine" Order Form found on the next page, and forward it with the small

remittance to the NATIONAL ART SOCIETY, 10, Lancaster Place, Strand, W.C.
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The prints have been engraved by the following eminent engravers: George /obeli,

A. C. Alias, J. J. Chant, and \V. 11. Simmons, after the works of Sir E. Landseer, R.A. ;

Thomas l-'acd, R.A. ; S. J. Carter; T. Dyckmans ; W. C. T. Dobson, R.A. ; and Kclwin

Douglas. The general distribution of the beautiful prints recently given away has created

the greatest satisfaction, and thousands of letters of thanks have l>een received from all parts

of the world from many who have long desired such high-class art for the adornment of their

homes at so nominal a figure.

If the instructions above are faithfully carried out, and '.he " Strand Magazine " Order Form

sent (with name and address carefully written), the National Art Society (under Royal and

distinguished patronage), of 10, l-ancc;ster 1'lace, Strand, London, W.C., undertake to forward

the prints, carriage paid, to all parts of the world (Foreign and Colonial, 2s. extra) in a stout

case, and they will arrive in good condition fur framing.

We have not lost sight of the importance of the Framing Question, and we

have made arrangements with several wholesale firms of Frame Makers to

supply our Clients with Frames at prices varying from 5/6 to 9/6 each. A

beautiful Frame in i;:in. solid oak, with in. gold slip, glass, and back, can be had

for 5/6, or 16/6 the set of three, with 3/- for large packing-case (1/6 returnable).

Illustrated Samples of the Mouldings will be sent on application, and

those who wish to have their Engravings Framed will please notify the

same on the Order Form below.

INSTRUCTIONS.

Cut out the Order Form found belowâ��write your name and address distinctly, and give

the numbers and titles of the subject or subjects you requireâ��also state whether they are to l>e

framed or not ; whether you require ordinary prints, or those specially printed direct from

the plates by hand, and amount remitted.

"STRAND MAGAZINE" ORDER FORM.

Please forward me the following subjects': - -

A'vs:...:....

Name

Address

Amount remitted.

Date

If to be Framed. ( Yes, or A'o)

N.B.â��As this Illustrated Art Supplement will not ayain be printed, please put it

aside in case you want to refer to it in the future.

Early Application, however, is advisable, as you will then secure better impressions of the

specially printed engravings. The cheaper prints will always reinnin the same, and in some

subjects, notauly Nos. I, 6, II, 12, M 14, 17, 18, 19, 24, 25, 26, and 28, they arc as good,

if not better than In: better class.
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No. 2.

" THE SHEPHERD OF

JERUSALEM."

After P. R. MORRIS, A.R.A.

Size : 35111. by 22in.

NO. 7.

' LA VIERGE AU ROSAIRE.'

After Ml'Klt.LO.

Size: 35111. by 22111.

No. 1. "MADONNA DEI ANSIDEI."

After RAJ-HAT.!.. Si^e : jsin. by azin.

No. 9. "THE HOLY FAMILY.'

After MURILLO. Size : 35in. by 24in.

No. 6.

â�¢THE MONARCH OF THE GLEN/'

After LANDSEER. Size: 35in. by a^in.

No. 4. "THE SANCTUARY."

After LA.NDSEER. Sue : 20111. by 37}in.

No. 3.

ixi

'THE GOOD SHEPHERD.

AAer W. C. T. DODSON, R.A.

Size : 35111. by sain.

No. 8.

â�¢THE GOOD SHEPHERD.'

After MuRlLkO.

Size : 35111. by aain

Nor 5. "THE CHALLENGE."

After LANDSEER. Size : join,
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No. 13. "PEACE."

After LANDSEER. Size : 2210. by join.

No. 11. "LOW LIFE.

After LANDSBER.

Size: 35111. by 22tn.

No. 15.

"THE WILD CATTLE OF

CHILLINGHAM."

After I. >,M> -i in. Sue : juin. by 22in.

No. 12.

No. 14. "WAR.1

After LANDSEER. Size : aain. by 3000.

" DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE."

After LANDSEER. Sire : 3$in. by zain.

No 18. "A PIPER AND A PAIR OF

NUTCRACKERS."

After LANDSEEK. Sue : 30111. by 22in.

No. 17. "HOME, SWEET HOME."

After LANDSEBK. Sue : 2410. by 32111.

No. 10. i" HIGH LIFE.1

After LANDSEER.

Size : 3510. by 2ain.

No. 16. "RED DEER AT

CHILLINGHAM."

After LANDSEER. Size : 3010. by 2310.
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No. 24.

'THE BAGGED FOX."

After EDWIN DOUGLAS.

Size : ;.tin. by 26in.

No. 27.

"WHERE THERE'S A WILL

THERE'S A WAY."

Photogravure afl:r LASLETT }. POTT.

Size : 35111. by n\a.

No. 25.

"THE GILLIE."

After ANSDELL, R.A.

Size : 30111. by 2?in.

No. 30.

"MID-DAY ON COVERT SIDE."

Photogravure after AKTHUR WARDELL.

Size : 3oin. by J.MI.

No. 34. " LA MADONNA DELLA

SEDIA."

, After RAPHAEL. Sire: 3010. by 22iru

No. 26.

â�¢THE GAMEKEEPER."

After ANSUELL, R.A.

Size : soin. by 3zin.

No. 20.

"THE PLOUGH."

After W. C. T. DOBSON, R.A

Size: 3010. by 22in.

No. 33.

"THE ROSARY."

After LUKE FILDES, R.A.

Size: 3oin. by 2ain.

No. 28.

"EVENING LIGHT."

After HKNRY CHARLES Fox, R.B.A.

Sue : 35111. by 24111.
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No. 21.

"THE BLIND BEGGAR."

After DVCKMANS. Size: 32111. by 2410.

No. 36.

"NAPOLEON'S FIRST LOVE."

.

Photogravure after LASLETT J. PUTT.

Size : join, by 2ain.

No. 31. "JESSICA.1

After YEEND KING.

Size : 27111. by join.

No. 23.

"HIS ONLY PAIR."

THOMAS FAED, R.A. Size : z5in. by

fir- *S>'

't 1

S I

No. 35. "THE HOLY WOMEN.

After LEONAKDO DA VINCI.

Size : 3oin. by 22111.

No 19. "LITTLE FOXES.'

â�¢

NO 29. " COMING FROM THE HORSE FAIR."

After RobA BUNHEUR. Size: 25in. by tun.

No. 22. " BOTH PUZZLED."

After ERSKINE NICOL, A.R.A.

Size: 341:1. by 26111.

After S. J. CARTER.

Size : 30111. by 22in.

No. 32. "EILEEN."

After CIIARLF-S E. MARSHALL

Size : 27in. by 2oin.
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The weather at Xmas

being often severe,

surely there could

be no better

present than

a mild

Cigar.

The

'Psyche' Brand

of Borneo Cigars

have all the charm

which connoisseurs

have learned to associate with

the best Borneo leaf. They are

of delightful flavour, thoroughly

well made, and undoubtedly the best

substitutes extant for Havanas, which in

*^ good condition are now practically unobtainable.

PRICES (in boxes of 50) : Total cost to buyers, 2O/- per 1OO. SAMPLES: 6 for P.O.

1/8, Post Free, or 18 Cigars of various brands for P.O. 3/6, 6/-f or 1O/-.

TERMS : Net Cash with order. NOTE : Illustrated Price List, Post Free.

MARTIN BROS., Cigar Specialists, 6, MARK LANE, LONDON, E.C.

(and HAVANA and OUBKNSEY).

OETZMANN & CO.,

62, 64, 67, 69, 71, 73, 75, 77, and 79,

MAMPSTEAD ROAD, W.

(Continuation North of Tottenham Court Road.)

Richly Chased 61, GRAFTON ST., DUBLIN. 75, UNION ST., RYDE.

HaiTBrus". 202, RUE ROYALE, & 12, RUE DE LA POMPE, BRUSSELS.

SÂ±$**::J8Â£ USEFUL AND DECORATIVE NOVELTIES

...

Silver mounted Comb to

match, 7/9.

Solid Silver Handle Button Hook,

6iin. long, 1/9.

SUITABLE FOR PRESENTS.

SPECIAL ILLUSTRATED PRICE LIST FREE.

Heav

Solid

Very Handsome Massive

Solid Silver Cabinet Photo.

Frame, mounted on velvet

back, 27/6.

Do. Do., simpler design,

11/6, 2t/"'

Sterling Silver Sail Spoon, Albany

Solid Silver Handle Bread Knife, wheat-ear or Qld "English pattern, 1/1O each. '

design, fitted with best btcel blade, 7/11.

Heavy Sterling Silver - mounted Tea Pot, tSng"a

Elegant real "Dog Toby" Doiitlon Ware

id Silver Basin, and Cream Ewer, in tour sizes.

Apostle â�¢

Tea Spoons,

Capacity of Tea Potâ��

i pint

Set of four Sterling Silver Shell -.THLj

Salts and Spoons, Gilt inside, in pcr aozcn'

handsome silk-lined case, com- Sugar Tongs

8/11 the set of 3 pieces.

1O/6 .. â��

13/11 â�� â��

pletÂ£~23/6. Set of two do.. to match" Hot Water Jugs and Cofije Pots to match .':ChiÂ«W)l^Â»*i*alt Cellars, with-

incase 12/tO. Salt Cellar and 4/0 " '' above; i pint, 8/6 ; ij pints, 1O/8 ; 2 pints, glass linings, and Spooni, in

17/6 â�¢â�� â�� -$ol||'tt*iftWchly Pierced and

Spoon, without case, 4/0 each, per pair. 12/0 eask <Mt, complete, 17/0.
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FLORILINE

FOR THE TEETH AND

BREATH.

Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE In the World.

PREVENTS the DECAY of the TEETH.

Renders the

Teeth

Pearly White.

Is partly composed of Honey and Extracts from

Sweet Herbs and Plants.

I* Perfectly HARMLESS and DELICIOUS to the TASTE.

Of all Chemists and Perfumers throughout the World.

2s. 6d. fer Rattle.

FLORILINE TOOTH POWDER,

In Glass Jars. Price Is.

SEE THAT YOU GET

PLAYER'S

THE MEXICAN

HAIR RENEWER

Prevents the Hair from falling oft

Restores Grey or White Hair to

its ORIGINAL COLOUR.

Being delicately perfumed, it

leaves no unpleasant odour.

Is NOT a dye, and therefore does

not stain the skin, or even

white linen.

Should be in every house where a

HAIR RENEWER is needed.

Of all Chemists A Hairdressers.

Price 33. 6d.

COOD CHRISTMAS PRESENTS.

JftAN'T CAN'T CAN BE

? I CAIX DRY CARRIED IN

> LtAK. UP, ANY POSITION.

;AW'S "SAFETY FOUNTAIN PEN

VIEW or rr.it READY rom rst

TWO-THIRDS ACTUAL Â«

CAWS SAFETY FOUNTAIN PEN

-' Â« â�¢ Â» MÂ»<r Â« j

12/6

One twist of the wrlftopm It fir filling; another twlit. and thÂ« gold nib cmnei up out of the Ink chambar nadj to write w

i*iÂ«r. When ctoÂ«^tor<h. pocket CAW'S SAFKTY KOUNTAtN PEN can bÂ« carried in auj poiltion with perfect SAFETY

APt^LYfO^tOVR STATIOffSR OK THK IfAKSRS FOR ILLUSTRATKD CATALOGUE. i

: CAW'S PEN Sc INK CO., 24, Philpot Lane, Fenchurch St, LONDON, E.G.
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MANUFACTURED AND SOLD BY ALL THE LEADING

BAKERS THROUGHOUT THE UNITED KINGDOM.

Dr. ANDREW WILSON says: " This Bread should he

eaten by all who are in any way affected by digestive ailments."

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, BELFAST,

And 164, 166, A 170, RECENT ST., LONDON, W.

(Avarded Grand Diploma of Honour, Edinburgh, 1800 ;

Two Prize Medals, Parii, 19891.

Collwri. LADIII' 3-fold from 3/6 doi.

Cafrt for Ladiei or Gentlemen from

â�¢* 'â�¢"' 4'f"1'1 *" iK'r ilni"

8/11 per dozen.

COLLARS,

Write for

Sample* of

Damatkt, ,fr.

CUFFS, & SHIRTS.

atahlHi Shirts, flat quality Long cl.il)]. with 4 fold

Pure Linen Front!, 35/6 per i-doz. (to mraiure a/- extra).

MANUFACTURERS TO THE QUEEN.

N.B.â��To prevent delay, all Letter-Orders and Inquiries

for Samples should be sent dfrect to Belfatfr

â�¢â�¢ ^ ^^^*â�¢^^^^ I.â�¢**

KKOVAH

MI p^ ^m â�¢â�¢

FREE

nd Rddr

dress.

mention thlH

magazine, and we will forward,

Free and jx>Bt paid, a trial â�¢â�¢â�¢ â�¢â�¢â�¢% â�¢

gSsÂ£|Q3r3 TRIAL

Sutollffe & Blngrham, Ld.,

COAL FREE!

COAL GRATIS!

For half the winter. Send width of back of grate

or stove, and P.O. for 5/-, and we will send you,

carriage paid, our Patent AUTOMI8ER, which will

SAVE HALF YOUR FUEL,

DOUBLE THE HEAT,

PREVENT SMOKE AND DUST,

SAVE LABOUR,

LAST A LIFETIME.

Send far "FACTS," Free. AQENTS WANTED.

The AUTOMATIC FUEL ECONOMISER Co.,

no. Queen Victoria Street, B.C.

W!BE CM! SADDLE

(WOODS' PATENT.)

AN IDEAL SADDLE FOR

LADY OR GENTLEMAN.

NO MORE CHAFING.

SADDLE SORENESS

ENTIRELY

PREVENTED.

ONB .MONTH'S TRIAL

ALLOWED.

WOODS' PATENT GALVANIZED

STEEL WIRE MATTRESSES & BEDSTEADS

Carriage Paid, and Liberal Cash Discount all<ived.

GUARANTEED

FOR FIVE YEARS,

EXHIBITED

CanyingONETON

AT

Liverpool,

Manchester,

AND OTHER

Exhibitions.

Catalogues and Prices free on

application to the

LONGFORD WIRE CO., L.D., Warrington.

London Office : 61, St. Mary Axe.

Liverpool Show Rooms : 159, Duke Street

Please mention this Magazine.

Frilled Butter Muslin

White, Cream, Ecru, and 12 Art Shades. CURTAINS, frilled two

KI.]. * and bottom, 3yds. UUM. win. wide, 6/9 IÂ»T ; â�¢ u i . 3*yda., 7/9 per

pair. Hit*/ Â«i*o be had by tht yard, 56iÂ«. wvle, frUletl ottth fides, llÂ«i

wani. Sample Book r.f Plain and Fancy Muslins ient on approval.

ROLLER BLINDS, edffeJ with lace or fringe, 4/9. Sample Book

of Material* nn approval. CARPETS, Tapeiftrie*. Cretonnes,

Velvet*, ArttiilJcit, Art Linen*, PluihetUM, Art Sergei <tc I';tttoniÂ« n-nt.

on approval. Table Covers. Cushion Squares, Manila Borders. Picture

HOOK of iMff (Im'tawf, Holler tiliwis, ti- <n , Curtains, Carpet* flugt

Mat*. UÂ«>tinpt AWi*, Stair Pada, Blanket*, yvttt*, <te., pontfrtf.

H. C O It R r QE ft CO.. 33a Dept.. NOTTINGHAM.

AND HEAP NOISES RELIEVED BT US1IT*

WILSON'S COMMON-SENSE EAR DRUMS.

A new scientific Invention, entirely different In

construction from all other device*. Assist thÂ« denf

whÂ«n all other drrines fail, and vhere medical ifcill

ha* piren no relief. They are ufe, comfortabl*.

and invisible ; hare no wire or string ittacbmenk

Writ* for ramphM. tftntien thit Mag*tint

WILSON EAR-DRUM CO..

O. H. WILA05, 11, Newinsr-m Rout. Vi>nr*rnfiB



Ixviii

STRAND MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENT SUPPLEMENT.

10 YOU KNOW?

Impart

Enamel-

Like

GLOSS

to

MUSLINS,

LACE and

LINENS,

Equal to New.

GIVES->.

Permanent

Stiffness,

Brilliancy,

and

Beauty

to all

STARCHED

ARTICLES.

MAKES

Ironing a pleasure.

gold in Packet! by Groters, Oilmen, and at Stores ru

JBs Special

appointment

The Patent Borax Co., Ld., J5Sffi

PROTECTION FROM CHILL.

Pure Wool & Clothing.

The JAEGER Name Â£ Trade Mark guarantee Pure Wool.

HEALTH CULTURE

and illustrated Price List sent free.

126, Regent Street, W.,

30, Sloane Street, S.W.,

456, Strand, Charing Cross, W.C.,

85 & 86, Cheapside, B.C.,

Pure Wool Tailorsâ��42, Conduit

Street, W.

THE JAEGER GOODS ARE

SOLD IN MOST TOWNS.

Address sent from Head Office :

95, Milton Street, LONDON, E.C.

i

" Ftee. from 'adulterants : of

very ^jleasajit__flavour."â��'â�¢

British Medical Journal.

frames the form and

forms the frame. â�¢â�¢â�¢*

6d. and is. Samples of Bread and Biscuits will be

sent on receipt of Stamps by THE HOVIS-BHEAD

FLOUR Co., LTD., Millers, Macclesfield.

If the Hovis supplied is not satisfactory, please

sÂ«nd us sample. We will pay all expenses and

arrange for the Bread to be better baked in future.
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PLUMTREE'S

POTTED

MEATS

RECOMMENDED BY THE FACULTY

EXCELLENT QUALITY. DELICIOUS FLAVOUR.

HIGHLY NUTRITIOUS. ALWAYS THE SAME!

PLUMTREE. *8V,Vg&! SOUTH PORT.

Can be had from most Grocers, or send "id. for Sample Jar

ana name of Local Agent in your district toâ��

GOOD & UNSHRINKABLE

Sanitary, Woollen, and Cotton

OUR

SPECIALTY:-'

KNITTED CAPES.

UNDERCLOTHING

For Ladies, Gentlemen, and

Children for all climates.

IMPROVED KNITTED

CORSETS'

'[TIED CVKHT ft

CLOTHIXO Co.,

Il_8,MarnÂ«eJdEJ.,;

GLACIER

Window Decoration.

PERMANENT SUBSTITUTE tor STAIKED CLASS.

M-CAW. STEYHNBON. *

Cannon Street, EX.

ORR, LIMITED,

i Belfa '

Royal National Life-Boat Institution

INCORPORATED BY ROYAL CHARTER.â��SUPPORTED SOLELY BY VOLUNTARY CONTRIBUTIONS.

patronâ��iber Oboat Â©racloua d&ajeets tbc Queen. â�¢â�¢-'.

K Committee of the Royal National Life-Boat Institution earnestly appeal to the British

Public for Hinds to enable them to maintain their 295 Life-Boats now on the Coast and their

Crews in the most perfect state of efficiency. This can only be effected by a large and

permanent annual income. The Annual Subscriptions, Donations, and Dividends are quite inadequate '

tor the purpose. The Committee arc confident that in their endeavour to provide the Brave Lire-

boat

_L

means

the greatest

the scope

proud, may not have to be curtailed.

id of 12r,. lives

ng of which the

rds have been

FOOTBALL OUTFITS

(Catalogues poet free\

to any address. /

GAMAGE'S OF HOLBORN, LONDON.

FOOTBALL BOOTS

8/ff

AS

ILLUSTRATION.

SPECIAL CHEAP LINE,

?j6 and 9/11.

B/ll

Chrome Waterproof Leather,

(With or Without Ankle Protectorj).

The "Referee" Rusict Calf, (Ml.

The " Forward!," eitra light,

Chrome Leather, 8/11.

Black Calf, 9/1L

Pottage, 64.

itiT Send narticulara of Blze when

ordering by post.

Shirts from l/ll.

Tim "Holborn" Ball, 5/Â».

The " HetVree" Ball, 10/6.

Knickers from 1/4.

Shui Guards from fljd.

Leather Ear Capo, 1/10 ;

Football Goals from l?f- set.

Boundary Sticks, Ity- dot.,

Cape, a/B.

including Flags, ,

Football Flags (any colour), I

4/6 per dot.

ORDERS OVER 10 -

CARRIAGE PAID,

unless otherwise stated.

GAMAGE, Ltd., 126 to 129, HOLBORN, E.C.'

crcDJi



XX

STRAND MAGAZINE ADVERTISEMENT SUPPLEMENT.

Nurse Harrod,

IVYHOL-ME, MAPLE ROAD, SURBITON, writes on Septemoer I4th, 1898 :â��

" Enclosed is the photo, df Mildrid Victoria Sargant, taken at the

age of ten months. As a nurse I am very proud of her. I have

brought her up entirely on your ' Frame Food' Diet from the age

of three months, and now at the age of fifteen months she has

twelve teeth, runs well, and has had no illness whatever ; indeed, she

is a bonny girl, and I am repeatedly asked what I feed her on."

All testimonial* published by the Frame Food Co. are absolutely unsolicited and gratuitously given.)

PRESCRIBED AND HIGHLY RECOMMENDED

BY DOCTORS.

FOR INFANTS, INVALIDS, & EVERYBODY.

" FRAME FOOD" DIET supplies the ORGANIC PHOSPHATES, ALBUMINOIDS, and other constituents

necessary for rtic full development of the bones and muscles of young INFANTS and growing CHILDREN ; it builds up the

strength of the INVALID wasted by disease. To expectant and nursing mothers it is invaluable, as it helps to replace the

loss in the maternal system, and adds largely to the value of the milk as a food; and as " FRAME FOOD .-DIET is com

posed of all the constituents forming a perfect food, it should be taken by all who seek to preserve their health.

Sold Everywhere in Tins, lib. at la., 4lba. at 3s. 9d.

Klb. Sample "FRAME FOOD " DIET, or Sample Sot. Jar" FRAME FOOD "JELLY, sent FREE on receipt

of 3d. to pay postage; both Samples sent tor 4d. lor postage. (Mention thlt Magazine.)

FRAME FOOD CO., Ltd., Lombard Road, Battersea, London, S.W.

Established 1848. Incorporated 1886.

WRITE FOR CYCLE LIST.

SALTLEY

CYCLES

A CYCLE FOR THE PEOPLE.

Their Motto: "HONEST VALUE."

A.: v.itted by Agents and Riders, " Best Value

in the Market."

THOMAS SMITH & SONS, of Saltlcy, Ltd.,

BIRMINGHAM.

KINDLY ADDRESS IN FULL.

NOT a Patent Medicine.

Free Sample

OF V1T.E-ORE,

Sufficient for 16 doses,

Together with a V-O pamphlet giving full

particulars and ANALYSIS of this PURE

NATURAL PRODUCT, the most marvellous

DISEASE DESTROYER ever discovered,

will be

SENT POST FREE

to any reader of this Magazine, on receipt of

post-card, addressed as below :â��

VIT^E-ORE CO., LTD.,

39N, TEMPLE CHAMBERS,

LONDON, E.G.

These Free Samples will be sent

to all applicants who mention thU

Magazine, during a month from

date of issue.

V-O It toltl In bottlei at 2/9 A 4/8
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i Clarke's

I \"for the Blood It the Uft."â��DEUT. xll., 2S.\ j

Blood

mixture

*THE WORLD-FAMED BLOOD PURIFIER.*

1 _ V 4

\ 2f 8jn>J?'Â«. Scurry, Ecicma, Bad L>&Â«, Black-' i

heads, I'lmplra. Boll-t, Ilnmours, nnrt IHsi-mm* i

ot the Blood and Skin,andSorrs of all kinds its? i

jj [Is warranted to cleanse the Blood from all im-J I

purities from whatever cause arising. In cases? i

j < Bold by all Chemists, price 2s. 9d. per bottle,

i efl*cts are marvellous. ThommitafTntimoniali

A

Coo;'

SHOT!

i?

r^4.-^/*L, / /

THE BEST AND QUICKEST REMEDY FOR

RHEUMATISM,

BRONCHITIS, SSSKSK-

Gives Instant Relief.

Does not Blister.

The moit obitinate cam of Rheumatilm, Goat, Lumbago, Neuta

Â«tc, are aoon cured bj the outward application of SMED"~

Cim.LIK PASTE, together with an occaiional doM of

IASCELLES'PILLS

Bottles. 1/1) and a/9, of all ChunUt*.

1 Proprietor*â�� HIRST. BROOKK. AHB HIRST. LTD.. I

CLARKE'S " CARLTON " TOBACCO

is a sweet and fragrant Virginian Tobacco

â�� generously mild. Ask for it at all

Tobacconists, Stores, etc., in loz. foil

Packets and aoz., 402,, and 807, Tins. If

any difficulty is experienced in obtaining,

please write to \Vm. Clarke ^ Son, Liverpool.

MOIR'S

GRANULATED

A NEW

SPECIALITY.

SOUPS

la Handsome Decorated Tins, to make a plat and a hall ot Rich Soup.

MULLIGATAWNY KIDNEY JULIENNE VEGETABLE GREEN PEA

TAPIOCA HOUSEHOLD TOMATO VERMICELLI GRAVY

OP ALL GROCERS & 5TORES. JOHN MOIR & SON, LTD., LONDON, ABERDEEN, & SEVILLE.

Â»oooÂ»ooooooooooooooooÂ«Â»oooooooooooooooooo<
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What Do We Live For, If Not To Make Life

Less Difficult For Each Other.

,-GEOROE ELIOT.

We shut our-eyes, the flowers bloom on;

We murmur, but the corn-ears fill;

We choose the shadow, but the sun

That casts It shines behind us still.

Aad each good thought or action moves the dark world nearer to the sun.â��WHITTIEK.

Light When Thou Else Wert Blind!

SYMPATHY!â��Strength When Life's Surges Rudest Roll.

Millais' Great Xmas Heart!

"Mlllals himself was occasionally Induced

to repeat the following; anecdote, which Is

said by a personal friend to be new: I found

myself (said the late P.R.A.) seated one

evening at a rather grand dinner, next to a

very pretty, gushing girl, to whom I had not

been Introduced. She fired into conversation

directly she had finished her soup, and as It

was May began It with the Inevitable question,

11 suppose you've been to the Academy ? ' I

replied that I had. 'And did you notice the

Mlllals' ? Didn't you think they were awful

daubs ? I can't Imagine how such things ever

get hungâ��!' She was going on gaily In the

same strain, while I sat silent, when suddenly

the amused smiles of those around her and

the significant hush brought her to a sudden

slop. She coloured rather painfully, and

whispered to me in a frightened voice, ' For

Heaven's sake what have I done? Have I

said anything dreadful ? Do tell me.' ' Not

now,' I replied. ' Eat your dinner in peace,

and I'll tell you by-and-by.' She did so, rather

miserably, vainly trying to extract from me

at Intervals what the matter was, and when

the dessert came I filled up her glass with

champagne, and told her to gulp It down

very quickly when I counted three. Sho

obeyed without protest, and I took the opportunity when she couldn 't apeak. I grasped her hand and

â�¢said, 'I am Mlllali, let's be Meads.'"

MORAL:

_Neuer to blend our Pleasure or our Pride, with

Sorrotv of the Meanest Thing that Feels.â�� WORDSWORTH.

And such Is Human Lireâ��So Gliding On; It Glimmers like a Meteor, and is Gone!

WHAT HIGHER AIM CAN MAN ATTAIN THAN CONQUEST OVER HUMAN PAIN?

IMPORTANT TO TRAVELLERS AT HOME AND ABROAD.â��"Did the world stand still or

â�¢^ tlirf the generation that is to be benefit very fully by the experience gathered by their predecessors,

but little necessity would exist for dwelling upon the special recommendations of ENO'S world-famed

' FRUIT SALT* It Is not too much to say that its merits have been published, tested,

and approved literally from pole to pole, and that its cosmopolitan popularity to-day

presents one of the most signal Illustrations of commercial enterprise to be found In

our trading records. In view of the constant and ste: cly influx of new buyers into all the markets

of the world, it is impossible to rest on laurels, however arduously won or freshly gathered ; and for this

reason I have pleasure in again, though briefly, directing the attention offenders of this Magazine to the

genuine qualities possessed by ENO'S 'FRUIT SALT.' Residents In fever-haunted regions

to be found In some of our colonial possessions, travellers a( home and abroad,

dwellers In the tropics, the bon vlvant no less than the man to whom the rcpornmendation,

'Eat and be merry,'is a sarcasm and a gibeâ��one and all may, with advantage to themselves, be

reminded of a remedy that meets their special requirements with a success approaching the miraculous."

â��European Mail.

ONLY TRUTH CAN GIVE TRUE REPUTATION. ONLY REALITY CAN BE OF REAL PROFIT.

THE SECRET OF SUCCESS-STERLING HONESTY OF PURPOSE. WITHOUT IT LIFE IS A SHAM !

The effect of ENO'S ' l III l r SALT' on any DISORDERED, SLEEPLESS, and FEVERISH Condition Is SIMPLY

MARVELLOUS. It Is, In fact, NATURE'S OWN REMEDY, and an UNSURPASSED ONE.

CAUTION.â��See Cafsule marked ElfO'S 'FRUIT SALT.' ll'itkaut it you have a worthlett imi/atie*.

PREPARED ONLY BY J. C. END, LTD., 'FRUIT SALT' WORKS, LONDON, BY J. G. ENO'S PATENT.
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